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PREFACE 


Dr  .  Johnfon  hath  obferved  concerning 

»  i 

devotional  poetry ,  that  the  fanflity  of  the  mat - 
t&x~x£i&£ls  the  ornaments  of  figurative  diction . 
Inferior  fubjefts  may  he  heightened  by  the  charms 
of  rhetoric ,  but  this  is  too  fublime  to  receive 
any  decoration ,  from  human  eloquence  j  and  roe 
often  debafe  it  by  making  the  attempt. 

Dr .  Watts  z??  g/?£  o/7  /h*j  hymns  hath  faid , 

6i  foin  all  the  names  of  love  and  power 
That  ever  men  or  angels  bore  ; 

All  are  too  mean  to  fpeak  his  worth , 

/e*  Emanuel’ s  glory  forth.” 

Yet,  fuch  was  the  imperfection  of  one  of  the 
i;fi  oj  men,  that  we  frequently  find  in  his  di¬ 
vine  poems,  epithets  and  allujions  taken  from 
il  mortal  beauties ,”  and  applied  to  the  Saviour, 
with  a  licence  difgu fling  to  the  fpirit  of  devotion. 

It  h  as  been  my  aim  to  avoid  thefe  familiar  it  es  : 
and  either  to  change  or  omit  fuch  epithets  and 
allu  fans. 

The  names  of  the  authors  from  whom  this  fe* 
lection  is  made,  are  fub joined  to  each  pfalrn  or  , 
hymn  ^excepting  when  they  are  unknown  or 
have  rcquefled  concealment.  Mojl  of  thefe  names 
-are  familiar  to  the  readers  of  poetry  ;  but  there 
is  one ,  to  whom  I  am  largely  indebted  for  fomt 
cj  the  mof  elegant  oj  thefe  productions^  who  ti 
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but  little  known  in  this  country  and  of  whom  l 


conceive  the  following  account  will  be  acceptable 
’  to  every  reader . 


^  Cj  ^ N N E  Steele  was  the  eldef  daughter  of 

i 


j  i  /  7  ij  y  ;  ^  v  vi/t  ai  t  j 

and  tht.mofi  amiable  Ji'Mplicity  of  Planners,  Shs 
dijcovtrtd  in  early  life,  her  love  of  the  muffs, 


and  often'  entertained  her  friends ,  a/*M  tht 
t 1  uly  poetical  and  pious  productions  of  her  pen. 
But,  it  washer  infelicity ,  it  has  been  of  many 

oj  her  kindred fpiritS)  to  have  a  capacious  foar - 
ing  mind,  inclofed  in  a  very  weak  and  languid, 
bcciy.  She  lived  for  the  mof  part)  a  life  of  re¬ 
tirement  in  the  fame  peaceful  village  where  ft 
began  and  ended  her  days.  The  duties  of  friend- 
■flip  and  religion  occupied  her  tune  j  and  the 
.p leaf  arts  of  both  confituted  her  delight.  Her 
heart  was  apt  to  feel)  often  to  a  degree  too  pain- 
jul  for  her  own  felicity  •  but  always  with  tht 
mojl  tender  and  generous  fympathy  for  her 
jriends.  Yet,  fie  pofftjfed  a  native  cheerf  ulnefs  ; 
°f  which ,  even  the  agonizing  pains  fne  endurcdy 
m  trie  latter  part  of’  her  life,  c  oil  Id  not  deprivt 
her.  In  every  jkort  interval  of  abated  fuffemngy 
fie  would  in  a  variety  of  ways ,  as  well  as  by  her 
enlivening  converfation ,  give  pleafure  to  all 
around  her .  Her  life  was  a  life  of  unaffeCled 
humility ,  warm  benevolence,  fncere  friendfip 
and  genuine  devotion.  She  waited  with  chrif- 
tian  dignity  for  the  hour  of  her  departure  : 
When  it  came,  fie  welcomed  its  approach  ;  and , 
saving  taken.  an  affectionate  leave  of  her  friends^ 
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'V. 

rlofed  her  eyes ,  with  thefe  animating  words  on 
her  lips ,  u  I  know  that  my  redeemer  HvethN * 

It  is  humbly  apprehended,  that  a  grateful  and 
ajfedionate  addrefs  to  the  exalted  Saviour  of 
mankind ,  or  a  hymn  in  honour  of  the  Eternal 
Spirit ,  cannot  be  difagreeable  to  the  mind  of 
God.  To  figmaiife  fuch  an  aB  of  devotion 
with  the  name  of  idolatry,  is  f  to  fay  the  leaf  J 
an  abufe  of  language.  It  cannot  be  juflly  charg¬ 
ed  with  derogating  from  the.  glory  due  to  the 
ONE  God  and  Father  of  all,  becaufe  he  is  the 
ultimate  obyeB  of  the  honour  which  is  given  tii 
•  his  Son  and  to  his  Spirit . 

In  this  JeleBion  thofe  chrifians ,  who  do  not 
fcruple  to  ftngpraifes  to  their  Redeemer  and  Sane - 
tifer,  will  fnd  materials  for  fuch  a fublime  en¬ 
joyment  j  zohiif  others  whofe  tendernefs  of  con- 
fcience  may  oblige  them  to  confine  their  addreffes> 

■  to  the  Father  only  will  find  no  deficiency  of  mat¬ 
ter  fuited  to  their  idea  of  u  the  chafe  and  awful 
fpirit  of  devotion. ** 

Boston,  May  io,  i 795. 

r 

*  This  account  is  taken  from  the  preface  to  the  third 
-  volume  of  her  “  mifcellaneous  pieces  in  profe  ahd  verfe,’i 
publithed  under  the  name  of' Theodosia,  by  the  Rev. 

Evans  of  Biiflol,  1780, ‘aftc r  herdece.tfe. 


"ERR  A  T  A. 

FACE  6,  line  7,  for  A  A  vindiBive ,  read,  //re 
tempeftuous.  P.  42,  b  1 1,  blifsful.  P.  61,  dele 
die  two  firfl  lines.  P.  84,  1.  15,  gtme.  P.  98,  I.9. 
Jlain.  P.  106,  1.  3,  from  bottom,  jinijh’d .  At 
the  end  of  the  56th  hyoin^  for  T,  Gray }  ix ad,  Dod¬ 
dridge, 


PfallU  I.  Common  Metre'. 

f  •  ■ .  •  *  .  =  ., 

p  ....  -  *  .  \ 

he  Hat  pine fs  of  the  Righteous  and  the , Mjery  of  the  Wicked, 

BLEST  is  the  man  who  fhuns  the  place. 
Where  finners irrve  to  meet; 

/Vho  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  way s,  - 
And  hates  the  fcoffer’s  feat. 


But  in  the  {fatutes  of  the  Lord 
Has  plac'd  his  chief  delight; 
ly  day  he  reads  or  hears  the  word, 

And  meditates  by  night. 

He  like  a  tree  of  generous  kind 
By  living  waters  fet ; 
afe  ftom  the  florm  and  blailing  wincL 
Enjoys  a  peaceful  flate. 

B  'C  4  • 
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4  Green  as  the  leaf  and  ever  fair 
Shall  his  profcffion  fhine ; 
Whilft  fruits  of  holinefs  appear 
Like  clufters  on  the  vine. 


$  Not  fo  the  impious  and  unjuft  , 
What  vain  defigns  they  form  ! 
Their  hopes  are  blown  away  like  duft. 
Or  chaff  before  the  florm. 


6  Sinners  in  judgment  fhall  not  ftand 
Among  the  fons  of  grace  ; 

When  Chrift  the  Judge  at  his  right  hand 
Appoints  his  faints  a  place. 


7  Id  is  eye  beholds  the  path  they  tread. 
His  heart  approves  it  well  ; 

But  crooked  ways  of  finners  lead, 
Down  to  the  gates  of  hell. 


Watts. 


•pfalm  II.  Common  Metre. 

‘ The  Exaltation  cf  Chrift. 

ATTEND,  O  earth,  when  God  declares 
His  uncontrourd  decree ; 

“  Thou  art  my  Son,  this  day,  my  heir 
“  Have  I  begotten  thee. 

2  “  Upon  my  holy  Zion's  hill 
King  I  thee  ordain  ; 

>*  '^TJfoes  difpute  my  will 
x  (halt  forever  reign. 


s 
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g  Afk  and  and  receive  thy  full  demands, 

"  Thine  (hill  the  heathen  be  ; 

«*  The  utmoft  limits  of  the  lands 
“  Shall  be  poffefs?d  by  thee. 

4  "  Thy  righteous  fceptre  thou  (hall  fway 
“  And  all  thy  foes  command  ; 

"  Juft  as  the  potter  breaks  the  clay 
“  And  moulds  it  with  his  hand.” 

5  Be  wife,  ye  princes,  then,  give  ear. 

Ye  judges  of  the  Earth  ; 

Worfhip  the  Lord  with  holy  fear, 

Rejoice  with  awful  mil  thi 

6  Approach  the  Son,  with  due  refpeft, 

To  him  your  homage  pay  ; 

Left  ye  perfift  in  your  neglect, 

And  perifh  in  your  way. 

y  IPbut  in  part  his  anger  rife 
Who  can  endure  the  flame  ? 

Then  bleft  are  they  whofe  hope  relies 
Oil  his  moft  holy  Name. 

Tate,  varied.- 


II.  Short  Metre. 


*Tbe  Death ,  Ref uf reft  ion  and  glory  of  ChriJ}. 


MAKER,  and  fovereign  Lord 

Of  Heaven  and  Earth  and  Seas, 
Thy  Providence  confirms  thy  word 
And  anfwers  thy  decrees. 
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£  things  fo  long  foretold 
£>y  David  are  fulfill’d  • 

\  '/:ien  Je  ws  and  Gentiles  join’d  to  flay 

Jetus  thy  holy  child. 


%  Why  did  the  Gentiles  rage, 

And  Jews  .with  one  accord* 

Unite  their  counfeis  to  deftrov 
Th’  anointed  of  the  Lord  I 

4  -Rulers  and  Kings  agree 

10  form  a  vain  dehgn, 

^.g3inft,  tne  Lord  th°v  Jni n 

-  *  ,  '  in-yjom  tneirpower 

Agam*t  his  Chntt  combine. 


&  i  he  Lord  derides  their  rage 
And  will  fupport  his  throne, 

,de  who  hath  rais’d  him  from  the  dead 
Lath  own’d  him  for  his  Son, 

6  Pie  a  Iks  and  God  bellows 
A  vad  inheritance  * 

Par  as  the  earth’s  remotell  ends 
His  Kingdom  lhail  advance. 


jpfslllt  III .  Common  Metre. 


Doubts  and  Fears  fupprejfed. 

MY  God  how  many  are  my  fears  1 
How  faft  my  Poes  increafe  J 
Their  number  how  it  multiplies  l 
How  fatal  to  my  peace  ! 
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2  The  lying  temtper  would  perfuade 
There’s  no  relief  from  heaven  ; 

And  ail  my  fwelling  fins  appear 
Too  great  to  be  iorgiv’n. 

3  But  thou,  O  Lord,  art  my  defence, 

On  thee  my  hopes  rely  ; 

My  finking  fpirit  thou  wilt  raife 
And  lift  my  head  on  high. 

4  In  former  times  of  deep  diftrefs 

To  God  I  made  my  prayer, 

He  heard  me  from  his  holy  hill  ; 

Why  Ihould  I  now  defpair  ? 

5  Guarded  by  him  I  lay  me  down 

My  fweet  repofe  to  take  ; 

For  I  through  him  fecurely  fleep 
Through  him,  in  fafety  wake.. 

6  Salvation  to  the  Lord  belongs  * 

His  arm  alone  can  fave  ; 

Bleflings  attend  thy  people  here 
And  reach  beyond  the  grave. 

Tate  and  Watts,  united  and  varied: 


pfalm  IV.  vcr.  6,  7.  Common  Met * 

‘True  happinefs  only  in  God. 

WHEN  fancy  fpreads  her  boldeft  wings 
And  wanders  unconfin’d, 

Amidft  the  varied  fcene  of  things 
Which  entertain  the  mind  ; 

B  2 
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*  in  vain  we  trace  creation  o’er 
In  fearch  of  facred  reft, 

The  whole  creation  is  too’poor 
To  make  us  fully  bleft. 

3  *nJain  would  this  low  world  employ 

Each  flattering  fpecious  wilef 
lor  what  can  yield  a  real  joy 
fin?  our  Creator’s  fmile  ? 

4  Let  earth  with  all  her  charms  depart. 

Unworthy  of  the  mind  ; 

In  God  alone,  our  reftlefs  heart 
An  equal  blifs  can  find. 


5  Great  fource  of  all  felicity, 

J  o  thee  our  wj  fires  tend  I 
Bo  not  thefe  wi  fires  rife  from  thee 
And  in  thy  favour  end  ? 

6  ThV  favour,  Lord,  is  all  we  want 

j.  Icre  would  our  fpuit  refi; 

O  leal  the  rich,  the  boundlefs  grant. 

And  make  us  fully  blefi, 

Mrs.  Steele, 


IV.  ver.  8.  Long  Metre . 

An  Evening  Song. 

f  HUS  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on, 

A  Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  mv  dav<? 
And  every  Evening  fhall  make  known 
Some  frefii  memorial  of  his  grace, 
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<*-  Much  oi  ray  time  has  run  to  wade 
And  I  perhaps  am  near  my  home  ; 

But  he  forgives  my  follies  pad, 

And  gives  me  ftrength  for  days  to  come*. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  fleep 
Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head  ; 

His  ever  watchful  eye  (hall  keep 
Its  conflant  guard  around  my  bed, 

4  Faith  in  his  name  forbids  my  fear9 
Omay  thy  prefence  ne’er  depart ; 

And  in  the  morning  let  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindnefs  of  thy  heart. 

^  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  fit  all  cotne^, 

My  flefh  fhall  red  beneath  the  ground  ; 

And  wait  thy  voice  to  break  the  tomb 

With  glad  falvation  in  the  found. 

&  Watts  * 


pCalm  V.  Common  Metre.. 

For  the  Lord's  Day  morm/fg^ 

LORD,  in  the  morning,  thou  fhalt  hear  • 
My  voice  afcending  high,. 

To  thee  will  I  addrefs  my  prayer 
To  thee  dire£i  mine  eye. 

2  Thou  art  a  God  before  whofe  fight, 

The  wicked  ftiall  not  dand  ; 

Sinners  (hall  ne’er  be  thy  delight, 

Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  band. 


s  A  L  M  Sv 

3  But  to  thy  houfe  will  I  refort 

1  o  tafte  thy  mercies  there  ; 

1  will  frequent  thy  holy  court 
And  worfhip  in  thy  fear. 

4  O  may  thy  fpirit  guide  my  feet. 

In  ways  cf  truth  and  grace  j 
Make  every  path  of  duty  ftraight 
And  p/ain  before  my  face. 

5  The  men  who  love  and  fear  thy  name 

Shall  fee  their  hopes  fulfill’d  ; 

The  mighty  God  will  compafs  them 
With  favour  as  a  Ihield. 

-  Wa 


IPfelltl  VI.  Common  Metre . 

Prayer  in  Sicknefs. 

TN  anger,  Lord,  rebuke  me  not 
-1-  But  fpare  a  wretch  forlorn  ; 
Corre6l  me  not  in  thy  fierce  wrath. 

Too  heavy  to  be  borne. 

2  Sorrow  and  pain  confume  the  day, 

I  wafte  the  night  with  cries. 

Counting  the  minutes  as  they  pa fs} 

Till  the  flow  morning  rife, 

3  My  tortur  d  flefh  difira61$- my  mind 

And  fills  my  foul  with  grief; 

How  long,  O  Lord,  wilt  thou  deiav 
To  grant  me  thy  relief  ? 
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,  The  gloomy  (hades  of  death  cannot 
Thy  glorious  a£ls  proclaim  ; 

No  prifoner  of  the  filent  grave 
Can  magnify  thy  name. 

i 

He  hears  when  dull  and  allies  pray 
He  pities  all  my  groans  ; 

He  faves  me  for  his  mercy’s  fake. 

And  heals  my  broken  bones. 

i  The  virtue  of  his  fov’reign  word 
Reftores  my  fainting  breath, 

To  him  wilf  I  devote  that  life 

Which  he  has  lav’d  from  death. 

-  -  •«»•»»  *  .  *• 

Tate  and  Watts,  united  and  varied. 


VII.  Common  Metre. 

Confidence  in  God, 

MY  truft  is  in  my  heavenly  friend, 
My  hope  in  thee,  my  God  ; 

'  Rife  and  my  helplefs  life  defend 
Prom  thofe  who  feek  ray  blood,, 

;  If  malice  lurk’d  within  my  heart 
Before  thy  piercing  eyes  ; 

I  (hould  not  dare  appeal  to  thee 
Nor  alk  my  God  to  rife. 

]  Impartial  judge  of  all  the  world,. 

I  trull  my  caufe  to  thee ; 


ic 
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According  to  my  righteoufnefs 
So  let  thy  fentence  be. 

4  Let  wicked  arts  of  wicked  men 
Be  wholly  overthrown  ; 

But  guard  the  juft,  O  God,  to  whom 
The  hearts  of  both  are  known. 

§  Then  will  I  all  the  righteous  ways 
Ot  Providence  proclaim  ; 

I II  fing  thepraife  of  God  moft  high. 

And  celebrate  his  name. 

Tate  and  Watts,  unite 
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VIII.  Common  Metre . 

Divine  Condtjcenfion. 

OTHOU  to  whom  ail  creatures  bow 
Within  this  earthly  frame  ; 

Through  all  the  world,  how  great  art  thou 
How  glorious  is  th,y  Name  ] 

2  When  Heaven  thy  glorious  work  on  high 
Employs  my  wond’ring  fight  ; 

The  moon  that  nightly  rules  the  fky 
With  ftars  of  feebler  light ; 

3  Lord,  what  is  man  !  that  thou  (hould'ft  choof 
1  o  keep  him  in  thy  mind  ! 

Or  what  his  race,  that  thou  fhouldTt  prove- 
To  them  fo  wond’rous  kind] 
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Him  next  in  power  thou  dicl’fk  create 
To  thy  celeftial  train  ; 

Ordain’d  with  dignity  and  ftate 
O’er  all  tby  works  to  reign. 

They  jointly  own  his  powerful  fway 
The  beafts  that  prey  or  graze ; 

The  bird  that  wings  its  airy  way, 

The  filh  that  cuts  the  feas. 

O  thou  to  whom  all  creatures  bow. 
Within  this  earthly  Ira'me, 

Thro’  all  the  world,  how  great  art  thou. 
How  glorious  is  thy  name  J 


it 


Tate. 


Jpfalm  VIII,  Long  Metre. 

Adam  and  ChrijU  cr  the  old  and  new  Creation . 

”  ORD  what  was  man  when  made  at  firft. 

Adam,  the  offspring  of  the  duft, 

That  thou  ftiouldft  fet  him  and  his  race. 
But  juft  below  an  angel's  place  ! 

That  thou  ftiouldft  raife  his  nature  fo. 

And  make  him  Lord  ot  all  below  ; 

Make  every  beaft  and  bird  fubmit 
And  lay  the  fifties  at  his  feet ! 

*  vt 

But  what  fublimer  glories  wait, 

To  crown  the  fecond  Adam's  ftate  1 
What  honours  (hall  thy  Son  adorn 
Who  cotidefcended  to  be  born  i 


a  2 
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4  See  him,  below  his  angels  made  ! 

.  ^ee  ^‘m  *n  duft,  among  the  dead  ! 

To  fave  the  world  from  death  and  fin, 
But  he  (hall  reign  with  power  divine. 

5  ge  wor!d  to  come  redeem’d  from  all 
The  miferies  that  attend  the  fall, 

Mew  made  and  glorious  fhall  fubmit 
At  our  exalted  Saviour’s  feet. 


Watts. 


11? feint  IX.  ver.  io,  ii.  Long  Metre 


Encouragement  to  Faith . 

O  mG  to  the  Lord,  who  loud  proclaims 
His  various  and  his  faving  names ; 
O  may  they  not  be  heard  alone. 

But  by  our  fure  experience  known.  ' 

2  The  great  Jehovah  be  ador’d, 

d.  h  eternal,  all  lufHcient  Lord  ; 

Tliro  all  the  world,  moil  high  confefs’d 
By  him  ’twas  form’d,  and  is  pofTefs’d.  * 

3  Awake,  our  noblefl  powers,  to  blefs 
i  ne  God  of  Abr  ham,  God  of  peace  • 
Low,  by  a  dearer  title  known. 

Father  and  God  of  Cbriff  his  Son. 

4  Thro*  every  age  bis  gracious  ear 

Is  open  to  his  fervants*  prayer; 

.  N°r  can  one  humble  foul  complain. 

That  he  has  Fought  his  God  in  vain,. 
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r  What  unbelieving  heart  dial!  dare, 

'  In  whifpers  to  fugged  a  tear, 

While  dill  he  owns  his  ancient  name. 

The  fame  his  power,  his  love  the  fame. 

4  '4 

[I  To  thee,  our  fouls  in  faith  arife, 

To  thee,  we  lift  expefting  eyes, 

And  boldly  thro’  the  defart  tread, 

For  God  will  guard,  where  God  fhall  lead. 

Doddridge* 


^)falm  X.  Common  Metre . 

A  prayer  for  Deliverance  from  Oppreffion. 

WHY  doth  the  Lord  Hand  off  fo  far. 
And  why  conceal  his  face, 

When  great  calamines  appear, 

And  times  of  deep  diRrefs  ? 


2  Lord,  dial!  the  wicked  Hill  deride* 
Thy  juHice  and  thy  power  ? 

Shall  they  ereef  their  heads  in  pride 
And  better  men  devour  ? 


3  Arife,  O  God,  lilt  up  thy  hand. 
Attend  cur  humble  cry  ; 

No  enemy  (hall  dare  to  Hand 
When  God  our  help  is  nigh. 


4  Thou  wilt  prepare  our  hearts  to  pray, 
And  Hill  incline  thine  ear ; 

Thou  knoweff  what  thy  children  fay 
And  thou  their  voice  wilt  hear. 
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5  Proud  tyrants  fhall  no  more  opprefs, 

No  more  defpife  the  juft  : 

And  mighty  finners  fhall  confefs 
They  are  but  earth  and  duft. 

‘  -  1  1  '  '  —  ■■  *■•  **  — i  !■!■■■  —  m  _  « 

pfallU  XI.  Long  Metre. 

‘Ihe  jujilee  cf  Divine  Providence. 

God  my  ftedfaft  hopes  rely, 

^  Why  do  my  foes  infulting  cry, 

“  Fly  like  a  timorous,  trembling  dove, 

And  feek  the  mountain’s  lonefome  grove 

2  Behold  the  wicked  aim  their  darts, 

Again!!  the  men  of  upright  hearts ! 

If  Government  be  overthrown, 

Who  then  the  injur’d  caufe  will  own  ? 

3  The  Lord,  enthron’d  above  the  fky. 

On  f  offering  virtue  cafts  his  eye  • 

Tho’  he  affiia  his  faints  to  prove, 

Their  patience,  and  to  try  their  love  ; 

4  Yet  Iawieis  hands  and  nearts  impure, 

His  fiowns  vindictive  wil !  endure  \ 

His  lightning  wings  its  rapid  way, 

His  thunder  fills  tnem  with  difmay, 

(5  Where  truth  andjufhee  hold  their  place 
God  will  reveal  his  gracious  face  ; 
Delighted,  in  the  upright  mind 
His  own  refle&ed  beams  to  find.- 


P  S  A  L  M  S. 


jpfalm  XII.  Common  Metre, 


ELP  Lord  !  for  men  of  virtue  fail, 
Religion  lofes  ground; 

The  fons  of  wickednefs  prevail 
And  treacheries  abound. 

Their  oaths  and  promifes  they  break 
Yet  a6l  the  flatterer's  part  ; 

With  fair  deceitful  lips  they  fpeak 
And  with  a  double  heart. 

Scoffers  appear  on  every  fide8 
Where  a  vile  race  of  men 

Are  rais’d  to  feats  of  power  and  pride. 
And  bear  the  fword  in  vain. 

Lord,  when  iniquities  abound, 

And  blafphemy  grows  bold  ; 

When  faith  is  hardly  to  be  found3 


And  love  is  waxen  cold  ; 


Is  not  thy  chariot  haftening  on  ? 

Hail  thou  not  given  the  flgn  ? 
May  we  not  trufl  and  live  upon 
A  promife  fo  divine  ? 

Thy  wTord  like  filverfeven  times 
Thro*  ages  fhall  endure  ; 


The  men  who  in  thy  truth  confide 
Shall  find  the  promife  fure. 


WAtts. 
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U'ull!n  XIII.  Common  Metre. 

Complaint  under  Temptation. 

HOW  long  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  face  ? 
My  God,,  how  long  delay  ? 

When  wilt  thou  fend  thy  heavenly  rays 
To  drive  ray  fears  away  ? 

2  How  long  (hall  my  diftreflecl  foul 
Struggle  and  toil  in  vain  ? 

I  by  word  can  all  my  foes  controul 
And  eafe  my  raging  pain. 

3  thou  my  fun,  and  thou  my  fliield, 

My  foul  in  fafety  keep  ; 

Make  hafte,  before  my  eyes  are  feal’d 
In  death's  eternal  fleep. 

4  How  would  the  tempter  boaft  aloud 
If  I  become  his  prey, 

And  all  the  hofts  of  hell  grow  proud 
At  thy  fo  long  delay  ! 

$  But  they  Ihall  fly  at  thy  rebuke 
And  Satan  hide  his  head  ; 

He  knows  the  terrors  of  thy  look 
And  hears  thy  voice  with  dread. 

6  Thou  wilt  difplay  that  fovereign  grace 
On  which  my  hopes  have  hung  ; 

I  £h y  i  employ  my  lips  in  praife 
And  vi  fiery  fhall  be  Jung. 


Watts. 
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jpCdlni  XIV.  Common  Metre. 

Univerfal  Depravity , 

FOOLS  in  their  hearts  believe  and  fay 
“  That  all  religion’s  vain  : 

“  There  is  no  God  that  reigns  on  high 
“  Or  minds  th*  affairs  of  men.53 

2  brom  thoughts  fo  dreadful  and  profane 
Corrupt  difeourfe  proceeds ; 

And  by  their  impious  hands  are  done 
Abominable  deeds, 

3  The  Lord  from  his  celeftia!  throne. 
Look’d  down  on  things  below  ; 

To  find  the  men  that  fought  his  grace 
Or  did  his  juflice  know  ; 

4  He  faw  that  all  were  gone  aftray, 

Their  pra&ice  all  the  fame.; 

That  none  did  fear  his  maker’s  hand, 
That  none  did  love  his  name, 

5  Their  tongues  are  us’d  to  fpeak  deceit, 
Their  (landers  never  ceafe, 

How  fwift  to  mifehief  are  their  feet 

Nor  know  the  paths  of  peace  ! 

•  • 

6  Such  feeds  of  fin,  that  bitter  root 
In  every  heart  are  found  ; 

Nor  will  they  be  ar  diviner  fruit 
Till  grace  refine  the  ground, 

n  2 


r 


Watts. 
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XV.  Common  Metre.. 


‘The  Citizen  of  Zion. 


LORD  who’s  the  happy  man  that  may 
To  thy  bleft  courts  repair  ? 

And  whilft  he  bows  before  thy  throne 
Shall  find  acceptance  there  ? 


2  ’Tis  he,  whcfe  truly  honeft  heart 

By  rules  of  virtue  moves  ; 

Whofe  generous  tongue  difdains  to  fpeak 
The  thing  his  heart  difproves*. 

3  Who  never  will  a  dander  forge 

His  neighbour’s  fame  to  wound. 

Nor  hearken  to  a  falfe  report 
By  malice  whifper’d  round. 


4  Who  vice,  whendreft  in  pomp  and  power 

Gan  treat  with  juft  negletf  ; 

And  piety,  tho’  cloath’d  in  rags 
Religioufly  refpeft, 

5  Who  to  hi*  plighted  vows  and  truft 

Has  ever  firmly  flood  ; 

And  tho*  he  promife  to  his  lofs. 

He  makes  his  promife  good. 

6  Who  feeks  not  in  opprefiive  ways 

His  treasure  to  employ  ; 

Whom  no  rewards  can  ever  bribe 
The  guiltiefs  to  deftroy* 
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j  The  man,  who  by  this  heady  courfe 

Has  happinefs  infur’d. 

When  Earth’s  foundations  (hake,  (hall  hand, 

By  Providence  fecur'd, 

3  Tats. 


Jg>£alm  XV.  Long  Metre, 

<Tke  virtues  of  a  Chrifian. 

WHO  {hall  afcend  thy  heavenly  place 

Great  God.  and  dwell  before  thy  face  ? 
The  man  who  loves  religion  now. 

And  humbly  walks  with,  God  below. 

2  Whofe  hands  are  pure,  whole  heart  is  dean, 
Whofe  lips  dill  fpeak  the  thing  they  mean  ; 
No  (landers  dwell  upon  his  tongue, 

He  hates  to  do  his  neighbour  wrongs 

g  Pie  will  not  truft  an  ill  report, 

Nor  vent  it  to  his  neighbour’s  hurt ; 

Sinners  of  flat e  he  can  defpife, 

But  faints  aFe  honour'd  in  his  eyes. 

4  Firm  to  his  word,  he  ever  flood, 

And  always  makes  his  promt! £  good  ; 

Nor  will  he  change  the  thing  he  [wears- 
Whatever  pain  or  lofs  he  bears. 

5  He  never  deals  in  bribing  gold3 

And  mourns  that.juftice  Should  be  fold? 

If  others  vex  and  grind  the  poor} 

Sweet  charity  attends  his  door. 


6  loves  his  enemies  and  prays 
Por  thofe  who  curfe  him  to  his  face  ; 

And  doth  to  all  men  ft'ill  the  fa  me, 

Taat  he  could  hope  or  wifh  from  them* 

7  Y,Qt  ^len  ^IS  holieft  works  are  done, 
xiis  foul  depends  on  grace  alone  : 

rI  “is  is  the  man  thy  face  (hall  fee 

And  dwell  forever,  Lord,  with  thee. 

Watts. 


IPfelni  XVI.  Fir  ft  p art .  Long  Mein 

Good  'works  profitable  to  men, 

PRESERVE  me  Lord,  in  time  of  need 
For  fuccour  to  tby  throne  I  flee  ; 

But  have  no  merit  there  to  plead. 

My  goodnefs  cannot  reach  to  thee. 

2  Oft  have  my  heart  and  tongue  confefl 
How  empty  and  how  poor  I  am  ; 

My  praife  can  never  make  thee  bleft, 

Nor  add  new  glory  to  thy  name. 

3  Yet, Lord,  thy  faints  on  earth  may  reap 
Some  profit  by  the  good  I  do  ; 
i  hefe  are  the  company  I  keep, 

i  neie  are  the  choicefi  friends  I  know. 

v  •  v 

4  x-et  others  choofe  the  Tons  of  mirth 
To  give  a  relifb  to  their  wine  ; 

1  love  the  men  of  heavenly  birth 

Whole  works  and  language  are  divine. 
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Pfalm  X VI .  Second  Part.  Common  Met 

The  blejjings  of  Nature  and  Grace . 

LET  Heathens  to  their  idols  hade 
And  worlhip  wood  or  done, 

But  my  delightful  lot  is  cad 

Where  the  true  God  is  known. 


In  this  enlighten’d,  pleafant  land, 

My  happy  portion  lies ; 

Where  nature’s  ever  bounteous  hand 
All  human  want  fupplies* 


:  Therefore  my  foul  (hall  blefs  the  Lord* 
Whofe  precepts  give  me  light, 

And  confolation  dill  afford 
In  forrows  difinal  night, 

I  drive  each  a£lion  to  approve 
To  thine  all-feeing  eye  ; 

No  danger  (hall  my  hope  remove, 

For  thou  art  ever  nigh. 

Thou  (halt  the  paths  of  life  difplay. 

Which  to  thy  prefence  lead  ; 

Where  pleafures  dwell  without  allay,, 

And  joys  which  never  fade. 

Watts  and  Tate  varied. 

Dfalttt  XVI.  Third  Part.  Com.  Met , 

The  Death  and  Refnnehiion  of  Chriji , 

I  SET  the  Lord  before  my  face, 

He  bears  my  cou-rage  up  ; 

My  heart  and  tongue  their  joys  exprefs 
My  fkfh  dull  red  in  hope. 


P  S  A  L  M  S. 


ii  <rMy  fpirit,  Lord,  thou  wilt  not  leave 


Where  fouls  departed  are  ; 


Nor  quit  my  body  to  the  grave, 
To  fee  corruption  there. 


3  “  Thou  wilt  reveal  the  path  of  life 

And  raife  me  to  thy  throne  ; 

Thy  courts  immortal  oleafure  give, 
iny  pretence,  joys  unknown. 

4  Thus  in  the  name  of  Chrift  the  Lord* 

The  holy  David  lung; 

And  Providence  fulfils  the  word 

-  .  .  *  -  ■  i-  •  ... 


Of  his  prophetic  tongue. 


$  Jefus,  whom  every  faint  adores. 
Was  crucify’d  and  (lain  ;  ’ 

Behold  the  tomb  its  prey  reilores, 


Behold  he  lives  again. 

t 

6  When  fhall  my  feet  arife  and  ftand 


On  heavn’s  eternal  hills  P  ’  ‘ 
There  fits  the  Son  at  God’s  right  hand. 
And  there  the  Father  fmiles^ 


Watts. 


t  XVII.  Oommon  Metre . 

‘The  transforming  vijion  of  God . 


MY  God  the  vifits  of  thy  face 
Afford  fuperior  joy. 

To  all  the  flattering  world  can  give 


Or  mortal  hopes  employ. 


/ 


z  But  clouds  and  darknefs  intervene. 

My  brightefl  joys  decline  ; 

And  earth’s  gay  trifles  oft  enfnare 
This  wandering  heart  of  mine. 

r  '  ■  r>  *  *  * 

]  Lord,  guide  this  wandering  heart  to  thee, 
Unfatisfy’d  I  ftray  ; 

Break  through  the  (hades  of  fenfe  and  fin 
With  thy  enlivening  ray. 

.  O  let  thy  beams  refplendent  fliine 
And  every  cloud  remove  ; 

Transform  my  powers  and  fit  my  foul 
For  happier  fcenes  above. 


Lord  raife  my  faith,  my  hope,  my  heart. 

To  thofe  tranfporting  joys  ; 

Then  (hall  I  fcorn  each  little  fnare, 

Which  this  vain  world  employs. 

Then,  tho*  I  fink  in  death’s  cold  fleep 
To  life  I  fiiall  awake  ; 

And  in  the  likenefs  of  my  God, 

Of  heavenly  blifs  partake. 

Mrs.  St22lk5 


pfatm  XVII.  Long  Met  re. 

*The  Rcfurre&iofi, 

[XTHATfi  nners  value  I  refign, 

V  V  Lord  ’tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine  ; 
I  Hiaii  behold  thy  blitsfu!  face  ; 

And  /land  complete  in  righteoufnefs. 


2  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  (how  ; 

But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go, 

Hath  joys  fubftantial  and  fincere  ; 

W  hen  (hall  i  wake  and  find  me  there  !. 

2  O  glorious  hour,  O  bled  abode  ! 

I  {hall  be  near  and  like  my  God, 

And  fle{h  and  fenfe  no  more  controul 
The  (acred  pleafures  of  the  foul. 

4  My  flefli  {hall  (lumber  in  the  ground 
Till  the  lad  trumpet’s  joyful  found  ; 

Then  burft  the  chains  with  glad  furprize 
And  in  my  Saviour’s  image  rife. 

J  W  ATT  5 


Ipfatm  XVIII.  Firft  Part.  Long  M 

Corf  deuce  in  dru  ire  ProteSion. 

NO  change  of  times  fhall  ever  (hock. 

My  firm  affeftion,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
For  thou  haft  always  been  a  rock, 

A  fortrefs  and  defence  to  me. 


2  Thou  my  deliverer  art,  my  God, 

My  truft  is  in  thy  mighty  power  ; 

Thou  art  my  fhield  from  foes  abroad, 

At  home,  my  fafe-guard  and  my  tower. 


3  To  heaven  I  made  my  mournful  prayer. 
To  God addrefs’d my  humble  cry; 

Who  gracioufly  inclin’d  his  ear, 

And  heard  me  fromhis  throne  on  high. 


P  S  A  L  M  S. 
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The  Lord  did  on  my  fide  engage, 

Trom  heaven,  my  righteous  caufe  upheld  ; 

And  fav’d  me  from  the  furious  rage 

Of  threat’ning  waves  that  proudly  TwelTd. 

Thou  to  the  juft  fhall  juftice  fliow 
The  pure,  thy  purity  fhall  fee  ; 

Such  as  perverfly  choofe  to  go 
Shall  meet  with  due  returns  from  thee. 

Who  then  deferves  to  be  ador’d 

But  God,  on  whom  my  hopes  depend  ? 

Or  who  except  the  mighty  Lord 
Can  with  refiftlefs  power  defend  ? 

Tate. 


)falmXV'IIJ.  Second  Part.  LohgMet. 

‘God.  executing  judgment  on  his  Enemies. 

NCUMBENT  on  the  bending  fky. 

The  Lord  defeended  from  on  high  ; 

And  bade  the  darknefs  of  the  pole 

Beneath  his  feet  tremendous  roll. 

•  '  ■  *  • 

Thick  woven  clouds  around  him  clos’d 
His  fecret  refidence  compos’d  ; 

And  waters,  high  fulpended  fpread. 

Their  dark  pavilion  o’er  his  head. 

His  voice  the  Almighty  Monarch  rear’d, 
Though  heaven’s  high  vault  in  thunder  heard* 
And  down  in  fiercer  conflift  came 
Tremendous  hail  and  mingled  flame. 

x> 
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4  With  aim  dire£t,  his  ftafts  were  fped, 
In  vain  his  foes  before  them  fled  ; 
Around,  his  dreadful  light’nings  ftray 
And  fure  defirudtion  marks  their  wav» 

b  Earth’s  bads,  open  to  the  eye 
And  ocean’s  fprings  were  feen  to  lie  ; 
As  his  vindidtive  fury  paft 
And  o’er  them  rag’d  the  dreadful  blaft. 

Mer 
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#faImXVIII.  Third  Part.  Long  Met 

Sincerity  proved  or  the  equity  of  Providence. 

LORD  thou  haft  feen  my  foul  fincere 
Haft  made  thy  truth  and  love  appear  j 
Before  my  eyes  I  fet  thy  laws, 

AnQ  thou  hail  own  d  my  righteous  caufe. 

2  Since  I  have  learn’d  thy  holy  ways 
My  actions  have  proclaim’d  thy  praife  ; 

Or  if  my  feet  did  e’er  depart, 

’1  was  never  with  a  wicked  heart. 

3  What  fore  temptations  broke  my  reft  ! 

Wnat  wars  and  ftrugglings  in  my  breaft ! 
But  thro’  thy  grace  that  reigns  within, 

I  hope  to  conquer  every  fin. 

4  With  an  impartial  hand,  the  Lord 
Deals  out  to  mortals  their  reward  ; 

The  kind  and  faithful  fouls  fhall  find, 

A  God  more  faithful  and  more  kind. 
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5  The  juft  and  pure  [hall  ever  fa y 
God  is  more  pure  and  juft  than  they  ; 

And  men  that  love  revenge  {hail  know 
God  hath  an  arm  of  vengeance  too. 

Watts. 


XVIII.  Fourth  Part.  Com. Met. 

rIb<lrtf giving  for  victory, 

rO  thine  almighty  arm  we  owe 
The  triumph  of  the  day. 

Thy  terrors,  Lord,  confound  the  foe 
And  melt  their  ftrength  away. 

Tis  by  thine  aid,  our  troops  prevail 
And  break  united  powers. 

By  thee  their  lofty  walls  we  fcale, 

Or  hum  their  proudeft  towers. 

God  fpeaks  and  at  his  fierce  rebuke 
Whole  armies  are  difrnay’d  ; 

His  voice,  his  frown,  his  angry  look 
Strike  all  their  courage  dead. 

He  forms  our  foldiers  for  the  field 
With  ail  their  martial  {kill ; 

Inftrufts  their  hand  the  fword  to  wield 
And  gives  them  hearts  of  fteel. 

The  Lord  our  Saviour  ever  lives 

His  name  be  ever  bleft  ; 

His  powerful  arm  the  viHory  gives 
And  gives  his  people  reft. 

Watts, 
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XIX,  Firfl  Part.  Cow.  ,'V/( 

voice  of  Nature  proclaiming  Gdd» 

THE  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord, 
Which  that  alone  can  fill  ; 

The  firmament  and  liars  exprefs 
Their  great  Creator’s  lkill. 


The  dawn  of  each  returning  day 
Frelh  beams  of  knowledge  brings  ; 
And  from  the  dark  returns  of  night 
Divine  inftru£lion  fprings. 


i  Their  powerful  language  to  no  realm 
Or  regmn  is  confin’d  ; 

Tis  nature’s  voice,  and  underftood 
Alike  by  all  mankind. 


4  Their  do£lrine  does  its  facred  fenfe 

Thro’  earth’s  extent  difplay, 

Whofe  bright^con tents  the  circling  fun 
Does  round  the  world  convey. 

5  No  bridegroom,  on  his  nuptial  day 

Has  fuch  a  cheerful  face  ; 

No  giant  does  like  him  rejoice 
To  run  his  glorious  race. 

6  From  eafl  to  weft,  from  weft  to  eaft 

His  reftlefs  courfe  he  goes, 

And  thro*  his  progrefs,  cheerful  light, 
And  vital, warmth  bellows. 


Tat  2. 
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?(al!n  XIX.  Second  Part.  Com.  Met, 

The  Excellency  of  Scripture. 

^  OD’s  perfeft  !awr  converts  the  foul, 

ST  Reclaims  from  falfe  defires  ; 

With  facred  wifdom  his  fare  word 
The  ignorant  infpires. 

The  ftatutes  of  the  Lord  are  juft 
And  bring  fincere  delight ; 

His  pure  commands  in  fearch  of  truth 
Aftift  the  feebleft  tight. 

His  perfeft  worihip  here  is  fix’d 
Oil  Cure  foundations  laid  ; 

H  is  equal  laws  are  in  the  fcales 
Of  truth  and  juftice  weigh’d. 

Of  more  efteem  than  golden  mines*, 

Or  gold  refin’d  with  fkiil  ; 

More  fweet  than  honey  or  the  drops? 

Which  from  the  comb  diftih 

My  trufty  counfellors  they  are, 

And  friendly  warning  give  \ 

Divine  rewards  attend  on  thofe 
Who  by  thy  precepts  live. 

But  what  frail  man  obferves  how  oft 
He  does  from  virtue  fall  ? 

O  cleanfe  me  from  my  fecret  faults 
Thou  God  who  know’ll  them  all. 


D 
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Pfalm  XIX.  Long  Metre . 

Nature  and  Scripture  compared. 

'T'HE  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Loras 
In  every  dar  thy  wifdom  fhines  ; 

But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word, 
We  read  thy  name' in  fairer  lines* 

&  The  rolling  fun,  the  changing  light 
And  nights  and  days  thy  power  confefs  ; 
But  the  bleil  volume  thou  had  writ 
Reveals  thy  judice  and  thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon  and  ftars  convey  thy  praife 
Thro9  the  whole  earth  and  never  ftand  • 
So  when  thy  truth  begun  its  race 

It  touch’d  aed  glanc’d  on  every  land. 

4  Nor  /hall  thy  fpreading  gofpel  red, 

Till  thro’  the  world  thy, truth  has  run 
1  id  Chrid  hath  all  the  nations  bled 
That  fee  the  light  or  feel  the  fun. 

5  Great iun  of  rignteoufnefs,  arife. 

Blefs  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light 
Thy  gofpel  makes  the  (imple  wife 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right, 

5  Thy  nobled  wonders  here  we*  view  . 

In  fouls  renew’d  and  fins  forgiven  ;  . 
Lord,  cleanfe  my  fins,  my  foul  renew* 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  heaven. 

Watt 
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pfatm  XIX.  Six  Lins  Long  Metre. 


f'l  REAT  God,  theheaven's  well  order’d  frame 
Lr  Declares  the  glory  of  thy  name  ; 

Here  thy  rich  works  of  wonder  fhine  ; 

A  thoufand  flarry  beauties  there, 

A  thoufand  radiant  marks  appear 
Of  boundlefs  power  and  (kill  divine* 


1  From  night  to  day,  from,  day  to  night, 
The  dawning  and  the  dying  light 
Tenures  of  heavenly  wifdom  read  : 

^  v  j  ” 

With  blent  eloquence,  they  raife 
Our  thoughts  to  our  Creator’s  praife, 
And  neither  found  nor  language  need. 


>  Yet  their  divine  inftru£lions  run 
Far  as  the  circuit  of  the  fun, 

And  every  Nation  knows  their  voice  y 
Where’er  he  fpreads  his  beams  abroad 
He  publiflies  his  maker  God, 

Rolls  round  and  makes  the  earth  rejoice* 

But  when  we  read  thy  written  word 
What  light  and  joy  thole  leaves  afford  !  , 
Fhefe  are  our  ftudy  and  delight  : 

Not  honey  fo  invites  the  tafte, 

Nor  gold  that  hath  the  furnace  paft^ 
Appears  fo  pleafing  to  the  fight* 

,From  the  difcoveries  of  thy  law 
The  gerfefl  rules  of  life  we  draw 


But  his  thy  blefled  gofpel,  Lcfrd, 

Which  makes  our  guilty  confcience  clean* 
Converts  our  foul,  fubdues  our  fin. 

And  gives  a  free  but  large  reward. 

6  Who  knows  the  errors  of  his  thoughts! 
Forgive,  O  Lord,  our  fecret  faults, 

And  from  prefumptuous  fins  retrain  : 
Accept  the  tribute  of  our  praife, 
i  hat  we  have  read  thy  book  of  grace, 

And  book  of  nature*  not  in  vain. 

Watt*. 


Pfalm  XIX,  Short  Metre . 

J?°y  the  Lord's  Day  morning* 

T>  EHOLD  the  morning  fun 
Begins  his  glorious  way, 

His  beams  thro3  all  the  nations  run^ 
And  life  and  light  convey, 

£  But  where  the  gofpel  comes 
It  fpreads  diviner  light  ; 

It  calls  dead  Tinners  from  their  toffife 
And  gives  the  blind  their  fight. 

3  How  perfect  is  thy  word  ! 

And  all  thy  judgments  juft  t 
Forever  Ture  thy  promife*  Lord, 

And  we  fecurely  truft. 
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My  gracioas  God  how  plain 
Are  thy  dire&ions  given  ! 

O  may  I  never  read  in  vain 
But  find  the  path  to  heaven  l 


I  hear  thy  word  with  love, 

O  help  me  to  obey  ; 

Send  thy  good  fpirit  from  above. 

To  guide  me  left  I  ftray, 

Whilft  with  my  heart  and  tongue 
I  fpread  thy  praife  abroad  ; 

Accept  the  worihip  and  the  fong 
My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

Watts, 


pfalnt  XX.  Long  Metre. 

For  a  Day  of  Prayer  in  IVar. 

^TOW  may  the  God  of  power  and  grace 
lNI  Attend  his  people’s  humble  cry  \ 
Jehovah  hears  when  Ifrael  prays. 

And  fends  deliverance  from  on  high, 


The  name  of  Jacob’s  God  defends, 
Better.thanfhields  or  brazen  walls  ; 

He  from  his  fan&uary  fends, 

Succour  and  ftrength  when  Zion  calls, 

I  Well  he  remembers  all  our  fighs 
His  love  exceeds  our  beft  deferts ; 

His  love  accepts  the  facrifice. 

Of  humble  groans  and  broken  hearts. 


t 
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4  In  his  falvation  is  our  hope, 

And  in  the  name  of  God’  the  Lord, 

Our  troops  fhall  lift  their  banners  up, 

Our  fhtps  fhall  fpread  their  flags  abroad, 

<5  Some  trull  in  horfes  train’d  for  war 
And  fomein  chariots  make  their  bcafl  ; 
Our  lureft  expectations  are 
hronr  tnee,  the  Lord  of  heavenly  hofts. 

6  oave  us,  O  Lord,  from  guilty  fear, 

And  let  our  hopes  be  firm  and  ftroog  : 

Till  thy  falvation  (hall  appear, 

And  joy  and  triumph  raife  thefong. 

Wa  ttj, 

Pfelm  XXL  Long  Metre . 

The  exaltation  of  Cbrijf, 

DAVID  rejoic’d  in  God  bis  ftrength 
Rais'd  to  the  throne  by  fpecial  grace; 

But  Chrift  the  Son  appears  at  length 
Fulfils  the  triumph  and  the  praife, 

•  2  How  great  is  the  Meffiah's  joy 
In  the  S Aviation  of  thy  hand  t 
Lord,  ttiou  hail  rais’d  i>i$  kingdom  high. 

And  given  the  world  to  his  command, 

3  Thy  goodnefs  grams  whate’er  he  wiIJ3 
Nor  doth  the  ieaft  requeft  withhold  ; 
Biefiings  ol  love  prevent  him  fliil, 

And  crowns  of  glory,  not  of  gold. 
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Honpur  and  majefly  divine 
Around  his  facred  temples  fhine; 
Bleft  with  the  fa  vour  of  thy  face 
\nd  length  of  eyerlafting  days. 


Watts, 


[aim  XXII.  FirftPart.  Com .  Met. 

Tkffujfertn.gs  and  glory  of  Chrijl. 

VJ" O  vV  in  the  hour,  of  deep  diflrefs, 

^  My  God,  fupport  thy  SON, 
rVhen  horrors  dark  my  foul  opprefs 
O  leave  me  not  alone  !” 

nus  did  our  lufFenog  Saviour  pray 
With  mighty  cries  and  tears  ; 

Tod  heard  him  in  that  dreadful  day 
And  chas’d  away  his  fears. 

*reat  was  the  viclory  of  his  death, 

His  throne  exalted  ftands ; 
md  all  the  nations  of  the  earth 
Shall  bow  to  his  commands, 

•  numerous  offspring  (hall  reward 
The  Saviour’s  dying  groans  ; 
i  call  them,  faith  the  glorious  Lor4 .* 

My  Daughters  and  my  fons.M 

ML  %  \  4 

he  meek  and  humble  fouls  fhall  fee 
His  table  richly  fpread  ; 
nd  all  that  feek  the  Lord  (hall  be. 

With  joys  immortal  fed, 

.  Watts  varied. 
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pfalmXXII.  Second  Part.  Long  Mel 

Chriji's  death  and  rifurreEfion . 

NOW  let  our  mournful  fongs  record 
The  dying  forrows  oi  our  Lord  : 

When  he  complain’d  in  tears  arid  blood 
Like  one  forfaken  of  his  God. 


2  The  Jews  beheld  him  thus  forlorn 

And  lkook  their  heads  and  laugh’d  in  fcornP 
“  He  refcu’d  others  from  the  grave, 

Now  let  him  try,  himfelf  to  fave.” 


u 


3  “  Behold  the  man  who  did  pretend 

“  God  was  his  father  and  his  friend  ; 

“  If  God  the  blefled  lov’d  him  fo, 

“  Why  doth  he  fail  to  help  him  now  ?  ” 

4  O  hardened  people  !  cruel  prieds  ! 

How  they  flood  round  like  favage  beads ! 
Like  lions  gaping  to  devour, 

When  God  had  put  him  in  their  power  ! 


5  They  wound  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet. 
Till  ftreamsof  blood  each  other  meet ; 

By  lot  his  garments  they  divide. 

And  m o'c k  the  pangs  in  which  he  died. 


6  But  God  his  father  heard  his  cry  ; 

Rais’d  from  the  dead  he  reigns  on  high  ; 
The  nations  learn  his  righteoufnefs, 

And  humble  finners  tafte  his  grace. 

Watt*. 
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tfalmXXII.  Third  Part.  Coni.  Met. 

4 

Obedience  to  God  due  from  all  men, 

ET  all  the  various  tribes  of  men 
U  To  God  their  homage  pay  ; 

And  diftant  nations  of  the  earth, 

One  fovereign  Lord  obey. 

*Tis  his  prerogative  fupreme 
O’er  fubjeft  kings  to  reign, 

*Tis  juft  that  he  fhould  rule  the  world 
Who  does  the  world  fuftain. 


rhe  rich  whom  he  with  plenty  fee  ds 
His  goodnefs  (hall  confefs  ; 
rhe  fons  of  want  whom  he  relieves 
Their  bounteous  patron  blefs, 

With  humble  confidence  to  God 
Let  all  for  aid  repair  ; 

For  he  who  firft  their  beings  gave 
Will  make  them  ftili  his  care. 


Sleft  time  !  when  all  of  human  birdi 
Devoted  to  his  name, 

>ha!l  to  their  heirs,  his  facred  truth 
And  glorious  a &s  proclaim,  * 


Tatk,  V 3 


Pfattn  XXIII.  Common  -Met. 

God's  tender  care  of  bis  people.  *  - 

''HE  Lord  himfelf  the  mighty  Lord  re  ; 

Is  pleas’d  to  be  my  guide ; 

he  fhepherd  by  whofe  conftant  care 
My  wants  are  all  fupply’d, 

E 


i 

'let  re 
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2  In  tender  grafs  he  makes  me  feed, 

And  gently  there  repofe  ; 

Then  leads  me  to  cool  {hades  and  where 
Refrefliing  water  flows, 

g  He  does  my  wandering  feet  reclaim 
And  to  his  endlefs  praife, 

In(lru£l  with  humble  zeal  to  walk 
In  his  moft  righteous  ways. 

4  I’ll  pafs  the  gloomy  vale  of  death, 

From  fear  and  danger,  free ; 

For  there  his  aiding  rod  and  flaff 
Defend  and  comfort  me. 

$  With  liberal  and  unceafing  care, 

He  does  my  table  fpread  ; 

He  crowns  my  cup  with  cheerful  wine. 
With  oil  anoyits  my  head. 

6  Since  God  doth  thus  his  wondrous  love 
Through  all  my  life  extend, 

5  T>That  ljfg  to  him  I  will  devote, 

Till  .  And  in  his  temple  fpend. 

By  ictV„,>T  '  •  •\*r 

6  But  XXIII.  Short  Metre. 

RaiS  u  .  God's  tender  Cate  of  bis  People* 

The  iHE  Lord  my  fhepherd  is. 

Am  i  fhall  be  well  fupply’d; 
vince  he  is  mine  and  I  am  his 
What  can  I  want  befide  ? 
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Ife  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heavenly  pafture  grows ; 

kVhere  living  waters  gently  pafs  . * 

And  full  falvation  flows, 

•  •.  *  -•  -  *  ,  •  i  .i  7i>  v  " 

i  e’er  I  go  affray  L  * 

He  doth  my  foul  reclaim  ;  ‘ 

\nd  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way 
For  his  molt  holy  name. 

vVhilft  he  affords  his  aid 
1  cannot  yield  to  tear  ; 

rhough  I  fhould  walk  thro*  death’s  dark  (hade 
My  God  is  with  me  there. 

[n  fight  of  all  my  foes 
He  does  my  table  fpread  ; 

My  cup  with  bleflings  overflows 
And  joy  exalts  my  head, 

Fhe  bounties  of  his  love 
Shall  crown  my  future  days, 

Nor  from  his  houfe  will  I  remove 
Nor  ceafe  to  fpeak  his  praife. 

Watts. 


(aim  XXIII.  Six  Line- Long  Metre, 

God  our  Shepherd. 

r HE  Lord  my  paliure  lhal!  prepare 
And  feed  me  with  a  fhepherd’s  care  ; 

His  prefence  (hail  my  wants  lupply 
And  guard  me  wkh  a  watchful  eye. 
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My  noon  day  walks  he  fhall  attend 
And  ah  my  midnight  hours  defend* 

2  When  in  the  fuhry  glebe  I  faint 
Of  on  the  thirdly  mountain  pant  ; 

J  o  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary,  wandnng  Heps  he  leads  ; 
Where  peaceful  rivers  foft  and  flow" 
Amid  ft  the  verdant  landfkips  flow* 

3  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way 
7  hr°5  devious,  lonely  tvilds  I  ft  ray, 

Jiis  bounty  fhall  my  pains  beguile, 

The  barren  wildernefs  lhall  {mile  ; 

With  lively  greens  and  herbage  crown'd 
And  ftieams  fhall  murmur  all  around* 

4  Tho’  in  the  p^ihs  of.  death  I  tread 
With  gloomy  honors  overfpread. 

My  fteadfaft  heart  fhall  fear  no  i I j ^ 
for  thou  O  Lord  art  with  me  ftjjj  • 

Thv' friendly  daft  fhall  give  me  aid 
And  guide  me  thro'  the  difmai  fhade. 

Addisoh 


JP&illtt  XXIV.  Co?nmon  Metre* 

*1 'he  man  •whom  God  approves. 

THIS  fpacious  earth  is  ail  the  Lord’s, 
The  Lord’s  her  fulnefs  is  : 

The  world  and  they  who  dwell  therein 
By  fovereign  right  are  his; 
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He  fix’d  the  land  and  fpread  the  Teas, 

With  all  which  they  contain  ; 

Then  man  in  his  own  image  form’d, 

O’er  all  thefe  works  to  reign. 

But  for  himfelf,  this  Lord  of  all 
One  chofen  feat  defign’d  : 

O  who  (hail  to  that  facred  hill, 

Defir’d  admittance  find  ? 

The  man  whofe  hands  and  heart  are  pure 
Whofe  thoughts  from  pride  are  free 

Who  honeft  poverty  prefers 
To  gainful  perjury. 

This  is  the  man  on  whom  the  Lord 
Shall  Ihower  his  bleflings  down  ; 

Whom  God  his  Saviour  fhali  be  pleas’d, 
With  righteoufnefs  to  crown. 

Such  i&the  chara&er  of  thofe 
Who  feek  the  face  of  God  ; 

Whofe  happy  feet  {hall  {land  within 
The  place  of  his  abode. 

Tate  varied1. 


IPCatmXXIV.  Long  Metre. 

Htaven  the  rejidence  of  Saintjy  and  the  afcenjton  of  Chriji* 


rHIS  fpacious  earth  is  all  the  Lord’s 

And  men  and  worms  and  beafts  and  birds, 
He  rais’d  the  building  on  the  feas 

And  gave  it  tor  their  dwelling  place* 

E  2 
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2  But  theie’s  a  brighter  world  on  high 
1  hy  palace,  Lord,  above  the  fky , 

Who  (hall  afcend  that  bleft  abode 
And  dwell  fo  near  his  maker  God  ? 

^rle  wao  abhors  and  fears  to  fin, 

Whofe  heart  is  pure,  whole  hands  are  clean* 
Him  (hall  the  Lord,  the  faviour  blefs 
And  clothe  his  foul  with  righteoufnefs. 

4-  Tne*e  are  the  men,  the  pious  race 
Who  feek  the  God  of  Jacob’s  face  ; 

Thefe  IhaSl  enjoy  the  lifsful  fight. 

And  dwell  in  everlafting  light! 

5  Rejoice  ye  (hining  worlds  on  high 
Behold  the  king  of  glory  nigh, 

Who  can  this  king  of  glory  be  ? 

The  mighty  Lord,  the  Saviour’s  he. 

>  Ye  heavenly  gates,  your  leaves  difplay 
1  o  make  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  way  ; 

Laden  with  fpojls  from  earth  and  heJJ3 
The  conqueror  comes,  with  God  to  dwell. 

7  Rais’d  hom  the  dead,  he  goes  before. 

He  opens  heaven’s  eternal  door, 

To  give  his  faints  a  bleft  abode 
With  their  redeemer  and  their  God. 

‘  WATT4. 


jptalin  XXV.  Short  Metre . 

Seeking  divine  forgiven  efs  and  Jire&iotr, 

TO  God  1  lift  my  eyes 
My  trull  is  in  his  name, 
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And  they  whofe  hope  on  him  relie? 

Shall  never  fuffer  fhame. 

From  the  firfl  dawning  light 
Till  the  dark  evening’s  (hade, 

For  thy  falvation,  Lord,  1  wait 
And  afk  thy  heavenly  aid. 

Remember  all  thy  grace 
And  lead  mein  thy  truth  ; 
horgive  the  fins  of  riper  age 
And  follies  of  ray  youth. 

1  hro’  all  the  ways  of  God, 

Both  truth  and  mercy  fhine, 

To  thofe  who  with  religious  hearts 
Tohisbiefl  will  incline. 

He  thofe  in  fafety  guides 
Who  his  dire&ion  feek, 

And  in  his  facred  paths  will  lead 
The  humble  and  the  meek. 

For  thy  own  goodnefs  fake, 

Save  thou,  my  foul  from  fhame  ; 

And  pardon  all  my  fins,  tho*  great, 

Thro*  my  Redeemer’s  name. 

Tate  and  Watts,  united  and  varied. 

XXVI.  Long  Metre . 

Self  ex  ami  fiat  ion. 

LLGE  me,  O  Goa,  and  prove  ray  ways3 
And  try  my  reins  and  try  my  heart ; 

My  faith  upon  thy  promife  flays, 

Nor  from  thy  word  my  feet  depart. 


mvrr  ,v  * 
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2  I  hate  to  walk,  L  hate  to  fit, 

*  With  men  ot  vanity  and  lies  ; 

The  (coffer  and  the  hypocrite, 

In  my  efteem,  (hall  never  rife. 

. .  \  j  i  '  •  .  f  ’ 

3  In  innocence  Til  wadi  mv  hands. 

From  pride  and  guilt  and  folly  clear ; 

Then  at  thy  facred  altar  (land, 

And  hope  to  find  acceptance  there. 

4  I  love  thy  habitation,  Lord, 

The  temple  where  thy  honours  dwell  ; 
There  (hall  I  hear  thy  holy  word, 

And  there  thy  works  of  wonder  tell. 

,5  Let  not  my  foul  be  join’d  at  lad* 

With  men  of  treachery  and  blood  ; 

Since  I  my  days  on  earth  have  pad. 

Among  the  faints  and  near  my  God. 

Watts  varied. 


Jpfalm  XXVII.  Common  Metre. 

The  church  is. cur  Safety  and  delight, 

'HE  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light, 

And  my  falvation  too  ; 

God  is  my  ffrength,  nor  will  I  fear 
What  mortal  flelh  can  do. 

a  One  privilege  my  heart  defires, 

O  grant  me  an  abode, 

Among  the  churches  of  thy  faints. 

The  temples  of  pry  God. 
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There  (hall  I  offer  my  requefls, 

And  fee  thy  glory  (till  ; 

Shall  hear  thy  meffages  of  love, 

And  learn  thy  holy  will. 

When  troubles  rife  and  florins  appear. 
There  may  his  children  hide  ; 

God  has  a  ftrong  pavilion,  where 
He  makes  my  foul  abide. 

< 

Should  friends  and  kindred  near  and  dear/ 
Leave  me  to  want  or  die ; 

My  God  would  make  my  life  his  care, 

And  all  my  need  fupply. 

Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  trembling  faints, 

And  keep  your  courage  up  ; 

He’ll  raife  your  fpirit  when  it  faints 
And  elevate  your  hope. 

Watts. 


IpfatlU  XXVII.  Long  Metre , 

'The  Jaftty  of  trifling  in  God. 

HE  Lord,  my  faviour,  is  my  light, 

•  What  tenors  can  my  foul  affright  ? 
Whilll  God,  my  Arength,  my  life,  is  near. 
What  mortal  lhall  alarm  my  fear  ? 

Should  numerous  hofts  befiege  me  round/ 
My  courage  Aral!  maintain  its  ground  /'  J 
i  ho  war  fhouid  rife  in  dread  array,  “ 
^od  is  my  flreng'  h,  my  hope,  my  flay; 
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3  This  only  blifs  my  heart  defires, 

To  this  ray  ardent  wifh  afpires  ; 

In  God’s  own  houfe  to  fpend  my  days , 

To  hear  his  word,  and  fpeak  his  praife. 

4  When  troubles  rife,  ray  guardian  God 
Will  hide  me  fate  in  bis  abode  ; 

Firm  as  a  rock,. ray  hope  (hall  ftand* 
Suftain’d  by  his  almighty  hand, 

5  Should  every  earthly  friend  depart, 

Should  love  forfake  a  parent’s  heart ; 

The  God  on  whom  ray  hopes  depend* 

Will  be  ray  lather  and  ray  friend. 

6  Ye  humble  fouls,  in  every  ftrait,. 

On  God,  with  faith  and  patience  wait  ;  . 
His  hand  (hall  life  and  ftrength  afford  ; 
Wait  therefore  ever  on  the  Lord, 

v'r  Mrs,  Stxx&z. 

----  •  -  Jl'  rjlulllJ,'-‘J  ■ r . — — — - « 

Stalin  XXVIII.  Common  Metre, 

The  bumble  Juffh*nt  trujling  in  GW. 

OLORD,  my  rock,  to  thee  I  cry, 

In  fighs  confume  my  breath  ; 

Hear  me,  O  Lord  cr  I  (hail  be 
Like  thofe  who  deep  in  death. 

&  Regard  my  {application,.  Lord, 

The  cries  that  I  repeat, 

With  weeping  eyes  and  lifted  hands 
Before  thy  mercy  feat* 


3  If  wicked  men  thy  works  defpife. 

Nor  will  thy  grace  adore  ; 

Thyjuftice  (hall  avenge  thecaufe 
And  build  them  up  no  more. 

I  But  I,  with  gratitude  infpir’d, 

Thy  praifes  will  refound  ; 

From  whom,  the  cries  of  my  diftjfefs 
A  gracious  anfwer  found. 

]  As  thou  haft  fill’d  my  heart  with  joy, 

*Tis  juft  that  I  fhould  raife  v 

The  cheerful  tribute  of  my  thanks, 

And  celebrate  thy  praife. 

»  Preferve  thy  people  Lord,  and  deign, 

Thy  heritage  to  blefs  ; 

Crown  them  with  plenty  and  with  peace, 
With  honour  and  fuccefs. 

Tate  varied , 


Jpfalltt  XXIX.  Long  Metre. 

,  _  cThe  tnajefly  of  Cod  in  thunder . 

IVE  to  the  Lord,  ye  Tons  of  fame, 

KJf  Give  to  the  Lord  renown  and  power  ; 
Afcrihe  due  honours  to  his  name, 

And  his  eternal  might  adore. 


_ .  f  -  • 

?  The  Lord*  proclaims  his  power  aloud 
O’er  the  vaft  ocean,  and  the  land  ; 

His  voice  diffolves  the  watery  cloud. 
And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  command. 
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3  When  he,  from  heaven,  in  thunder  fpeaks, 
With  majefty  d#id  terror  crown’d  ; 

His  voice  the  (lately  cedar  breaks. 

And  throws  its  fcatter’d  limbs  around* 

4  His  voice  divides  the  flames  of  lire, 

And  forked  fireaks  of  lightning  fends 
The  mountain  trembles  at  his  ire, 

The  lofty  foreft  lowly  bends, 

5  His  lightning  rends  the  firmeftrock. 

And  pierces  deep  the  fohd  ground  j 
The  hinds  affrighted  feel  the  fhock. 

And  fhudder  at  the  awful  found, 

6  The  Lord  fits  fovereign  on  the  flood. 

The  Thunderer  reigns  for  ever  king  ; 

But  makes  his  church,  his  blefl  abode 
Where  we  his  praife  fecurely  fing. 

7  In  gentler  language,  here  the  Lord 
The  counfels  of  his  grace  imparts  ; 

Amidfl  the  raging  ftorm,  his  word 
Speaks  peace  and  comfort  to  our  hearts. 

Watts  and  Tate,  united  and  varied. 


PfalmXXX.  Common  Metre. 

Prayer  heard. 

BENEATH  my  God’s  prote&ing  arm. 
How  did  my  foul  rejoice  ! 

And  fondly  hop’d  no  future  harm 
Would  interrupt  my  joys. 
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i  > 

XjOkI,  twas  thy  favour  fi x *d  my  reft  * 

Thyfhining  hce  withdrew, 

Then  (roubles  fill  d  my  anxious  breaft^ 
And  pain’d  my  foul  anew* 

Again  to  thee,  O  gracious  God, 

I  rais  d  my  mournful  eyes  ; 
ro  thee  I  fpread  my  woes  abroad, 
With  fup  plicating  cries. 

^Vhat  glory  can  my  death  afford  ? 

In  the  dark  grave  confined  ?  ' 
diall  fenfelefs  drift  adore  the  Lord, 

Or  call  thy  truth  to  mind  ? 

[ear,  O  my  God,  in  mercy  hear. 
Attend  my  plaintive  cry  ; 

»e  thou  my  gracious  helper  near, 

And  bid  my  forrows  fly. 


gain,  I  hear  the  voice  divine  ; 
New  joys  exulting  bound  ; 
ty  robes  of  mourning  I  refign, 
And  gladnefs  girds  me  round® 

hen  let  my  utmoft  glory  be 
To  raile  thy  honours  high, 

3r  let  my  gratitude  to  thee 

In  guilty  filence  die. 


v/  *  >  .  : 

>  thee,  my  gracious  God,  I  raife 
My  thankful  heart  and  tongue; 
be  thy  goodnefs  and  thy  praife’ 
My  everlafting  fong. 


/ 


\ 


F 


Mrs.  Stbsle, 


XXX.  Long  Metre. 

Recovery  from  fcknefs. 

FIRM  was  my  health,  my  day  was  bright 
And  I  prefum’d  ’twould  ne’er  be  nigh 
Fondly  I  faid  within  my  heart, 

“  Pleafure  and  peace  fhall  ne’er  depart.’* 

2  But  I  forgot  thine  arm  was  ftrong. 
Which  made  my  mountain  Hand  fo  long 
Soon  as  thy  face  began  to  hide, 

My  health  was  gone,  my  comfort  dy’d. 

3  Corre£led  by  a  Father’s  rod, 

I  cry’d  aloud  to  thee,  my  God  ; 

“  If  laid  in  duff,  can  I  declare, 

“  Thy  truth,  or  ding  thy  goodnefs  there 

4  “  Hear  me,  O  God  of  grace  ”  I  faid 
“  And  bring  me  from  among  the  dead  »*  s 
Thy  word  rebuk’d  the  pains  I  felt, 

Thy  pardoning  love  remov’d  my  guilt. 

5  My  fad  complaints  in  praifes  end, 

And  tears  of  gratitude  defcend, 

I  throw  my  fackcloth  on  the  ground. 
And  eafe  and  gladnefs  gird  me  round,, 

6  My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame 

Thy  power  and  goodnefs  fhall  proclaim 
Thy  praife  fhall  found  thro’  earth  and  h 
For  ficknefs  heard  and  fins  forgiven. 


/ 

prtm  XXXI.  Common  Metre. 

Relief  from  difitefs. 

tOME,  O  ye  Saints,  your  voices  raife, 

/  To  God  in  grateful  fongs  ;• 

\nd  let  the  memory  of  his  grace 
Infpire  your  your  hearts  and  tongues> 

His  frown,  what  mortal  can  fuftain  ? 

But  foon  his  anger  dies, 

His  life-refloring  fmile  again 
Returns,  and  forrow  flies,- 

Her  deepeft  gloom;  when r forrow  fpreads,. 

And  light  and  hope  depart, 

His  face,  oeleftial  morning  {beds 
And  joy  revives  the  heart. 

To  thee,  my  God;  opprefs’d  with  grief, 

I  breath’d  my  humble  cry  ; 

Thy  mercy  brought  divine  relief, 

And  wip’d  my  weeping  eye. 

Thy  mercy  chas’d  the  (hades  of  death, 

Arid  fnatch’d  me  from  the  grave; 

O  may  thy  praife  employ  that  breath, 
Which  mercy  deigns  to  fave* 

Mrs,  Steele, 


jpCalUI  XXXI,  Long  Metre. 

Confidence  in  Gtd. 

LORD,  in  thy  great,  thy  glorious  name, 
.  I  place  my  hope,  my  only  trull ; 
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Save  me  from  forrow,  guilt  and  fhame 

Thou,  ever  gracious,  ever  juft. 

he  fortrefs  where  my  hopes  retreat. ; 

•  ake  thy  power  and  mercy  known, 
(ety  §u*de  my  wandering  feet. 

3  Mv',hy|kindkhand,a]Jgracious  Lord> 
My  loul  I  cheerfully  refign ; 

My  favtour  God,  X  truft  thy  word> 

*0r  truth>  ^mortal  truth  is  thine. 

4  I  bate  their  works  T  * 

Wu  i  n  KS’  1  bate  their  wavs. 

Who  foi.ow  vanity  and  lies  ; 

f0*,  ‘°  t!leuLord  my  hopes  1  raife , 

And  truft  hi?  power,  who  built  the  fiies. 

5  What  perfea  blifs,  O  bounteous  Lord, 

mmenfely  great,  divinely  free. 

Haft  thou  referv’d  for  their  reward. 

Who  fear  thy  name  and  truft  in  thee! 

6  Bleft  be  the  Lord,  for  ever  bl eft, 

Whofe  mercy  bids  my  fear  remove ; 

fa"re.d  Wads  guard  my  reft. 

Are  his  almighty  power  and  love, 

7  Te  humble  fouls,  who  feek  his  face 
Let  facred  courage  fill  your  heart  f 
Hope  in  the  Lord  and  truft  his  grace. 
And  he  will  heavenly  ftrength  impart. 

Mrs,  Stih 
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$>£ali«  XXXII.  Long  Metre. 

The  marks  of  true  Repentance, 

HE’s  bleft  whofe  fins  have  pardon  gain’d, 

No  more  in  judgment  to  appear  ; 

Whofe  guilt  remiffion  has  obtain’d. 

And  whofe  repentance  is  fincere. 

i 

i  From  guile  his  heart  and  lips  are  free; . 

His  humble  joy,  bis  holy  fear 
With  deep  repentance  well  agree, , 

And  join  to  -prove  his  faith  fincere.1 

J-  Whilft  I  kept  filence  and  conceal’d 
My  load  of  guilt  within  my  heart  ; 

What  torment  did  my  confcience  feel  \ 

What  agony  of  inward  fmart  ! 

|  Heavy  ©n  me  thy  hand  remain’d, 

By  day  and  night  alike  diflrefs’d  ; : 

Till  quite  of  vital  moifture  drain’d, 

Like  land  with  fummer  drought  opprefsd- 

5  No  fooner  I  my  wound  dlfclos’d, 

The  guilt  that  tortur’d  me  within  ; 

But  thy  forgivnefs  interpos’d, 

And  mercy’s  healing  balm  pour’d  in. 

6  For  this  difplay  of  fovereign  grace, 

In  my  diftrefs  fo  freely  given; 

Each  humoleToul  will  leek  thy  face, 

And  find  his  way  to  peace  and  heaven. 

* 

Tatf.  and  Watts,  united  and-var.e4;-. 
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PS  A  L  M  S. 
©feint  XXXII.  Short  Mare., 

ConfeJJion  and  Pardon. 

O  BLESSED  fouls  are  they, 

Whofe  fins  are  cover’d  o’er, 
Divinely  bleft,  to  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  their  guilt  no  more  ! 

2  They  mourn  their  follies  paft, 

And  keep  their  hearts  with  care  •. 

Their  lips  and  lives,  without  deceit. 

Shall  prove  their  faith  fincere. 

3  When  I  conceal’d  my  guilt, 

I  felt  the  feftering  wound  ; 

But  I  confefs’d  my  fin  to  thee, 

And  ready  pardon  found. 

4  Let  Tinners  learn  to  pray, 

Let  faints  keep  near  the  throne, 

Our  help,  in  time  of  deep  diftreTs, 

Is  found  in  God  alone. 

Watts^ 


©falm  XXXIII.  Common  Metre . 

*  '  '  -  i  Y  rt  ■  ■  •  .  -v  • 

The  works  of  Creation  and  Providence . 

REJOICE,  ye  righteous  in  the  Lord, 
This  work  belongs  to  you  ; 

Sing  cf  his  name,  his  ways,  his  word, 

How  holy  juft  and  true  1 

2  His  mercy  and  his  righteounefs, 

Let  heaven  and  earth  proclaim ; 


'  . 


His  works  of  nature  and  of  grace,, 
Reveal  his  wond’rous  name, 


3  His  wifdom  and  almighty  word 
The  heavenly  orbits  fpread  ; 
And  by  the  fpirit  of  the  Lord, 
Their  fhining  hofts  were  made0 


4  He  bade  the  liquid  waters  flow, 
To  their  appointed  deep  ; 

The  flowing  feas  their  limits  know 
And  their  own  llation  keep. 


Ye  tenants  of  the  fpacious  earth, 
With  fear,  before  him  {land  ; 

He  [poke,  and  nature  took  its  birth9! 
And  refts  on  his  command. 


6  He  fcorns  the  angry  nations  rage. 
And  breaks  their  vain  defigns, 
His  counfel  Hands  thro5  every  age, 
And  in  full  glory  fhines. 


allU  XX  XI II.  'Six  Lin  e- Lot 

Creatures  vain  and  God  all fufficient 


HAPPY  the  Nation,  where  the  Lord 
Reveals  the  treafure  of  his  word, 

And  builds  his  Church,  his  earthly  throne; 
His  eye  the  heathen  world  furveys, 

He  form’d  their  hearts,  he  knows  their  ways. 
But  God  their  Maker  is  unknown, 


[M 

MJ 


'V  <. 


•  * 


P  4  • 
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Ill  1 


2  Let  kings  rely  upon  their  ho  ft, 

,  of  his  (Length,  the  warrior  boaft, , 

In  vain  they  boaft,  in  vain  rely 
in  vam  they  truft  the  brutal  force’ 

Or  fpeed,  or  courage  of  the  horfe,’ 

To  guard  his  rider,  or  to  fly, 

3  I;16  e}"e  °f  thy  companion,  Lord1 
Doth  more  fecure  defence  afford,’ 

vVnen  death  and  danger  threat ning  ftand  • 
1  hy  watchful  eye  preferves  the  juftf 
Who  make  thy  name  their  fear  and’truft  : 
When  wars  or  famine  wafte  the  Land.  ’ 

4  In  ficknefs,  or  the  bloody  field, 

Thou  our  Phyfician,  thou  our  Afield  ' 

Send  us  ialvation  from  thy  throne  • 

,  e  watt  to  fee  thy  goodnefs  Ihine, 

Let  us  rejoice  in  help  di  vine, 

For  all  our  hope  is  God  alone. 

Watts, 

JPfatm  XXXIV.  Firrt  Pari.  Cm.  Me,. 

Encouragement  to  truj}  and  love  GoJ„> 

npHRO’  all  the  changing  fcenes  of  file, ,  • 
in  troubie  and  in  joy  ; 

The  praifes  of  my  God  fhall’fliH 

My  heart  aud  tongue  employ,  * 

3^0:  his  deiiv’rance  I  will  boaft; 

Till  all  who  are  diftrefs’d 

$  A 


•i 


r'  ■  <  ■  n  <  ■) 


r  >  *  i  - .  •'  r-  pt  f,  ,Mf  ,  «”> 


From  my  example  comfort  take*. 
And  charm  their  griefs  to  reft 


i  o t 


3  The  hofts  of  God  encamp  around* 

The  dwellings  of  the  juft  : 
Protection  he  affords  to  all.  ; 

Who  make  his  name  their  trufL. 

4  O  make  but  trial  of  his  love. 

Experience  will  decide  ; 

How  bleft  are  they,  and  only  they 
Who  in  his  truth  confide, 

, 

5  Fear  him,  ye  faints  and  you  will  then 

H  ave  nothing  elfe  to  fear  : 

Make  you  his  fervice  your  delight, 

Your  wants  fhall  be  his  care. 

V  ’/  '  i  - 

>  Whilft  hungry  I  ions  lack  their  preyv 
The  Lord  will  food  provide, 

For  fuch  as  put  their  truft  in  him  ; 

And  fee  theiar  wants  fupply’d*. 


Tate. 


£>faImXXXIV.  Sec.  Part.  Com. Met, 

,  -j>  <  ‘ . . 

The  way  of  bolinefs  and  its  reward . 

Approach,  ye  pioufiy  difpos’d, 

And  my  inftru&ion  hear ; 

I’ll  teach  you  the  true  difcipline, 

Of  God’s  religious  fear.. 


vt  /  H  > 


•  Let  him  who  length  of  life  defires8. 
And  profperous  days  would  fee;. 
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From  fland'ring  language  keep  his  tongue, 
His  lips  from  falfhood  free. 

3  The  crooked  paths  of  vice  decline, 

And  virtue’s  ways  purfue  ; 

Lftabhfh  peace,  where  ’tis  begun, 

And  where. ’tis* loft  renew. 

The  Lord  from  heaven  beholds  the  in /v 
With  favourable  eyes  ;  J  ’ 

And  when  diftrefs’d,  his  gracious  ear 
is  open  to  their  cries* 

5  Deliverance  to  his  faints  he  gives, 

VV  hen  his  relief  they  crave  ; 

He’s  nigh  to  heal  the  broken  heart, , 

The  contrite  fpirit  fave. . 

Tate, 

fXaimXXXV.ver.  1 2. 1 3.1 4  .Com.Met, 

Love  to  Enemies, 

BEHOLD  the  love,  the  generous  love, 
Which  holy  David  Iho  ws  l . 

Hark,  how  his  tender  pity  moves. 

To  his  affli&ed  foesi 

2  When  they  are  Tick,  his  foul  complains. 

And  feems  to  feel  the  fmart ; 

The  fpirit  of  the  Gofpel  reigns, 

And  melts  his  pious  heart. 

S  How  did  his  flowing  tears  condole, 

As  for  a  brother  dead  I 
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And  fading,  mortify’d  his  foul, 

Whilft  for  their  life  he  pray’d  ! 

They  groan  and  curfe  him  on  their  bed,; 

Yet  ilill  he  pleads  and  mourns.; 

And  double  bleflings  on  his  head, 

The  righteous  God  returns. 

5  O  .glorious  type  of  heavenly  grace! 

Thus  Chrift,  the  Lord  appears ; 

Whilft  Tinners  curfe,  the  faviour  prays. 

And  pities  them  with  tears, 

<6  He,  the  true  David,  Ifrael’s  King, 

Blefs’d  and  belov’d  of  God, 

To  fave  our  fouls  from  death  and  fin, 

Shed  his  own  precious  blood. 

'Watts. 


pfalm  XXXVI.  Firft  Verfi.  Long  Met, 

' The  Perfe&ions  and' Providence  of  God . 

THY  mercy,  Lord,  my  only  hope, 

The  higheft  orb  of  heaven  tranfcends  ; 
Thy  facred  truth’s  unmeafur’d  fcope 
Above  the  fpreading  ikies  extends. 

2  Thy  juftice,  like  the  hills  remains, 

Unfathom’d  depths  thy  judgments  are  ; 
Thy  providence  the  world  fuftains, 

The  whole  fcreation  is  thy  care. 

3  Since,  of  thy  goodnefs,  all  partake, 

With  what  afTurance  ftiould  the  juft* 


V 
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•And  faints  to  thy  proteflion  truft. 


And  drink,  as  from  the  fountain  head. 


To  upright  hearts  thy  truth  dtfplay  • 
>th  thee,  the  fpringsof  life  remain  ’ 
I  hy  prefence  is  eternal  day,  • 


2  Forever  fiim  thy  juflice  fiands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep  • 
Wife  are  the  wonders  of  thy  hands  ’ 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep 

3  1  hy  providence  is  kind  and  large 
Both  men  and  heaffs  thy  bounty  ft. re ; 
i  he  whole  creation  is  thy  charge, 

But  faints  are  thy  peculiar  care!  ’ 

i  Oh  God,  how  excellent  thy  grace, 


Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  fprings  i 


£  Oh  God,  how  excellent  thy  grace. 

Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  fprings  \  ' 
The  Sons  of  Adam,  in  diflrefs. 

Fly  to  the  fhadow  of  thy  wings. 

5  From  the  Provifions  ol  thy  houfe. 

We  {hall  be  fed  with  rich  repafl  ; 

There  mercy  like  a  river  flows, 

And  brings  Salvation  to  our  tafte. 

6  Life,  like  a  fountain  lull  and  free, 

Springs  from  the  prefence  of  the  Lord  ; 

And  in  thy  light,  our  fouls  {hall  fee. 

The  glories  promis’d  in  thy  word; 

Watts, 


pfalmXXXVII.  Firft  Part.  Com.  Me! . 

The  cure  of  Envy  and  Unbelief. 

WHY  fhould  I  vex  my  foul  and  fret. 

To  fee  the  wicked  rife  ? 

Or  envy  Tinners  waxing  great, 

By  violence  and  lies ! 

1  As  flowery  grafs,  cut  down  at  noon. 

Before  the  evening  fades, 

O'  9 

So  fhall  their  glory  vanifh  foon* 

In  everlafting  (hades. 

]  Then  let  me  make  the  Lord  my  trull, 

And  praftife  all  that’s  good  ; 

So  fliali  I  dwell  among  the  juft, 

And  never  want  fox  food, 

G 
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4  I,  to  my  God,  my  ways  commit, 

And  cheerful  wait  his  will  ; 

Thy  hand,  which  guides  my  doubtful  feet. 
Shall  my  defires  fulfil. 

5  Mine  innocence  ftalt  tho«  difplay, 

^  And  make  thy  judgments  known  ; 
hair  as  the  light  of  dawning  dav, 

And  glorious  as  the  noon. 

6  The  meek  fhall  ftill  the  earth  pofTefs. 

And  be  the  heirs  of  heaven  ; 

True  riches,  in  abundant  peace, 

To  humble  fouls  are  given. 

Watti 


pfalm  XXXVII.  Sec.  Part.  Com.M 


"Religion  in  •words  and  deeds. 


WHY  do  the  wealthy  wicked  boaft, 
And  grow  profanely  bold  ? 

The  meaneft  portion  of  the  juft 
Excels  the  finner’s  gold. 


j2  The  wicked  borrows  of  his  friends, 
But  ne’er  dcfigns  to  pay  ; 

The  juft  is  merciful  and  lends, 

Nor  turns  the  poor  away. 

g  His  alms,  with  liberal  hand,  he  gives* 
To  all  the  fons  of  need  ; 

His  memory  to  long  ages  lives. 

And  blefied  is  his.  feed. 
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His  lips  abhor  to  fpeak  profane, 

To  (lander  or  defraud 

His  ready  tongue  dedaies  to  men, 

What  he  has  learn’d  of  God. 

Fhe  law  and  gofpel  of  the  Lord 
Deep  in  his  heart  abide  ; 

Led  by  the  fpirit  and  the  word. 

His  feet  (hall  never  Aide. 

When  Tinners  fall,  the  righteous  (land, 
Preferv’d  from  every  fnare  ; 

They  (hall  poflefs  the  promis’d  land, 

And  dwell  forever  there. 

Watt's* 


>MmXXXVILThirdPart.Gw?.Mf/. 

The  waj  and  end  of  the  righteous  and  wicked. 

yf"Y  God,  the  fleps  of  pious  men 
tJL  Are  order’d  by  thy  will  ; 

Tho’  they  (hould  fall,  they  rife  again. 

Thy  hand  fupports  them  dill. 


The  Lord  delights  to  fee  their  ways, 

Their  virtue  he  approves  ; 

He’ll  ne’er  deprive  them  of  his  grace, 

Nor  leave  the  men  he  loves. 

m 

The  heavenly  heritage  is  theirs, 

Their  portion  and  their  home  ; 

He  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them  heirs 
Of  blcflings  long  to  come. 


I  ‘ 
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i  The  haughty  finner  have  I  feen, 

Not  fearing  Man  or  God  ; 
j-vTe  princely  laurel,  fair  and  green^ 
Spreading  his  arms  abroad. 

fj  And  1  o,  he  vanifh’d  from  the  ground, 
-Oeflrcy  d  by  hands  unfeen  j 
Nor  root,  nor  branch,  nor  leaf  was  found. 
Where  all  that  pride  had  been. 

$  But  mark  the  man  of  righteoufnefs, 

His  feveral  fteps  attend  ! 

True  pleafure  runs  thro’  all  his  ways, 

And  peaceful  is  his  end. 

Watt  a. 

ipfelm  XXXVI II.  ver.9. 1  o  .Com. Met. 

Covjolation  in  Death . 

^  foul,  the  awful  hour  will  come, 

Apace  it  battens  on, 

1  o  bear  this  body  to  the  tomb. 

And  thee,  to  fcenes  unknown. 

2  My  heart,  Jong  labouring  with  its  woes. 

Shall  pant  and  fink  away  : 

And  you,  my  eye-lids,  foon  fhall  clofe, 

On  the  laft  glimmering  ray. 

2  Whence,  in  that  hour,  fhall  I  receive 
A  cordial  for  my  pain  ? 

When,  if  the  richeff  were  my  friends, 

Tfaofe  friends  would  weep  in  vain  * 


'-y‘ 
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Great  King  of  Nature  aad  of  grace 
To  thee  my  fpirit  flies  ; 

And  opens  all  its  deep  diflrefs* 

Before  thy  pitying  eyes. 

All  my  defires  to  thee  are  known. 

And  every  fecret  fear, 

The  meaning  of  each  broken  groan. 

Is  notic’d  by  thine  ear. 

O  place  me,  by  that  mighty  power 
Which  to  fuch  love  belongs, 

Where  darknefs  veils  the  eyes  no  more, 

And  groans  are  chang’d  to  fongs. 

Doddridge. 


Jpfalm  XXXIX.  Common  Metre.  - 

Man's  Mortality , 

rEACH  me  the  meafure  of  my  days, 

Thou  makfcr  of  my  frame, 

1  would  furvey  life’s  narrow  (pace, 

And  learn  how  frail  I  arm 

A  fpan  is  all  that  we  can  boaft** 

How  fhort  the  fleeting  time  ? 

Man  is  but  vanity  and  duft, 

In  all  his  flower  and  prime/ 

See  the  vain  race  of  mortals  move, 

Like  fhadows  o’er  the  plain  ! 

They  rage  and  ftrive,  defire  and  love, 

But  all  the  noife  is  vain. 

G  %  1 
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4'  o0r:ie  walk  in  honour’s  gaudy  (how, 

Some  dig  for  golden  ore  ; 

Txiey  toil  for  heirs,  they  know  not  who«> 
And  ftrait  are  feen  no  more. 

5  vVhat  fhould  I  wifh  or  wait  for  then 

From  creatures  earth  and  duft  ? 

They  make  our  expectations  vain, 

And  difappcint  our  truft. 

6  Tiiis  fruitiefs  fe arch  no  more  be  mines 

Such  hopes  I  now  recal  ; 

My  earthly  profpe£ls  I  refign, 

And  make  my  God,  my  all. 

Watts, 
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JpfaltU  XL.  FirftPart, Common  Metre 

Deliverance  from  great  dillrefs. 

T  WAITED  patient  for  the  Lord, 

A  He  bow’d  to  hear  my  cry  ; 

He  faw  me  refling  on  his  word, 

And  brought  falvation  nigh. 

9  Sunk  in  the  depths  of  fore  diflrefs 
And  all  my  flruggles  vain  ; 

When  human  help  feem’d  daily  Jefs, 

He  rais’d  me  up  again. 

3  Firm  on  a  rock  he  made  me  fland, 

And  taught  my  cheerful  tongue.  ' 
Topraife  the  wonders  of  his  hand/ 
in  a  new,  thankful  fong. 


4  1*11  fpread  his  works  of  grace  abroad, 

The  Saints  with  joy  fhall  hear  ; 

And  finners  learn  to  make  my  God 
Their  only  hope  and  fear. 

s  Vv  hat  mercies  fill  my  wondering  view  1 
How  many,  and  how  great ! 

Tile  is  too  fhort  and  words  too  few, 

Their  numbers  to  repeat. 

)  W  hen  I  m  aftli61ed,  poor  and  low, 

With  hope  I’ll  never  part, 

For  God  beholds  my  heavy  woe, 

And  bears  me  on  his  heart. 

Watts. 


PfallU  XL.  Sec.  Part.  Com.  Met. 

*T,he  divine  tnijjion  and facrif  ce  of  Cbrijl. 

rHUS  faith  the  Lord,  “  your  work  is  vain* 
Give  your  burnt  offerings  o’er  ; 

In  dying  goats  and  bullocks  flain, 

My  foul  delights  no  more.” 

Then  fpake  the  Saviour  **  Lo  I’m  here. 

My  God,  to  do  thy  will  ; 

Whate’er  thy  facred  books  declare 
Thy  fervant  fhall  fulfill.” 

And  fee,  th’e  bleft  Redeemer  comes 
Th’  eternal  Son  appears ! 

And  at  th’  appointed  time  affumes 
The  body  God  prepares  ! 


4  Much  he,  reveal'd  his  father’s  grace, 
And  much  his  truth  he  fhow’d  ; 

And  preach’d -the  way  of  righteoufnefs* 
Where  great  afTeniblies  Hood. 

j  His  Father’s  honour  touch’d  his  heart., 
He  pitied  Tinners  cries  * 

And,  to  fulfil]  a  Saviour’s  part, 

Was  made  a  facrifice. 

6  No  blood  of  keafls  on  altars  fhed 

Could  cleanfe  from  guilt  within  ; 
But  the  one  facrifice  he  made,  . 

Atones  for  all  our  fin. 

7  Then  was  the  great  falvation  fpread, 

And  Satan’s  kingdom  fhook  ; 

Thus  by  the  woman’s  promis’d  feed, 
The  Serpent’s  head  was  broke. 


Watts,' 


XLL  Long  Metre. 


Charity  Rewarded .  > 


LEST, is  the  man,  whofe  tender  care 


JD  Relieves  the  poor  in  their  difirefs ; 
Whofe  pity  wipes  the  .widow’s  tear, 
Whofe  hand  fupports  the  fatherlefs, 

ja  His  heart  contrives  for  their  relief, 
More  good  than  his  own  hand  can  do  ;  > 
He  in  the  time  of  general  grief, 

Shall  find  the  Lord  has  pity  too,. 
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3  His  foul  (hall  1  ive  fecure  on  earth, 

With  fecret  bleiTmgs  on  his  head  ; 

When  drought  and  peftilence  and  dearth* 
Around  him  multiply  their  dead, 

i  Or  if  he  languiCb  on  hh  couch, 

God  will  pronounce  his  fins  forgiven  ;  :  ^ 

Will  fave  him  with  a  healing  touch, 

Or  take  his  willing  foul  to  heaven. 

Watts* 


Ipfelm  XLII.  Common  Metre* 

Tks  pleafure  of  public  'cvorjblp. 

S  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  fireams* 
When  heated  in  the  chare  ; 

So  longs  my  foul,  O  God,  for  thee. 

And  thy  refrefhing  grace. 

For  thee,  my  God,  the  Irving  God, 

My  thirfty  foul  doth  pine  • 

O  when  fli all  I  behold  thy  face, 

Thou  majefly  divine  ? 

I  figh  whene’er  my  muting  thoughts 
Thofe  happy  days  prefent, 

When  i,  with  my  religious  friends, 

1  hy  temple  did  frequent. 

When  I  advanc’d  with  fangs  of  praife, 
My  folemn  vows  to  pay  ; 

Amidft  the  joyful  facred  throng, 

Which  kept  thefefial  day, 
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5  Why  reftlefs,  why  call  down,  my  foul  ? 

Truft  God,  and  he’ll  employ  * 

His  aid  ior  thee  ;  and  change  thy  fighs 
To  hymns  of  facred  joy. 

6  Why  reftlefs,  why  call  down,  my  foul  ? 

Hope  Hill  and  thou  {hall  fing. 

The  praife  oi  him  who  is  thy  God, 

Thy  health’s  eternal  fpring. 


Tate, 


IPfalm  XLIII  Long  Metre . 


GOD  of  our  Itrength,  to  thee  we  cry 
O  let  us  not  forgotten  lie  ; 
Opprefs’d  with  farrows  and  with  care* 


To  thy  prote£lion  we  repair. 


2  O  let  thy  light  attend  our  way* 
Thy  truth  afford  its  fleady  ray  ; 
To  Zion’s  hill  dire£l  our  feet, 


To  worfhip  at  thy  facred  feat. 


3  Thy  praife,  O  God,  {hail  tune  the  lyre, 
Thy  love  our  joyful  fong  infpire  ; 

To  thee,  our  cordial  thanks  be  paid, 

Our  fure  defence,  our  conftant  aid. 


3  Why  then  dejefled  arid  diilrefl’d  ? 


And  whence  the  grief  that  fills  our  breaft  ? 

In  God  we5*!!  h  ope‘  and  to  him  raife, 

A  monument  of  cndlefs  praife. 

« 


Altered  from  Mi r rick. 


pfalm  XLiv.  Common  Metre 

In  time  of  Wav. 

OLORD,  our  fathers  oft  have  told, 

In  our  attentive  ears. 

Thy  wonders  in  their  days  perform’d 
And  in  more  ancient" years. 

2  Twas  not  their  courage  nor  their  fword 
To  them  falvation  gave  ; 

’Twas  not  their  number,  nor  their  flrength, 
That  did  their  country  fave. 

3  But  thy  right  hand,  thy  powerful  arm, 
Whofe  fuccour  they  implor’d  ; 

Thy  providence  protefted  them* 

Who  thy  great  name  ador’d. 


4  As  thee,  their  God,  our  fathers  own’d 
So  thou  art  (till  our  Kiifg  ; 

O  therefore,  as  thou  didft  to  them. 

To  us  deliverance  bring. 


£ 


W  e  will  not  truft  our  fword  nor  bow, 
When  we  in  war  engage  ; 

But  thee,  who  canit  fubdue  our  foe. 
And  calm  their  haughty  rage. 


6  To  thee,  the  glory  we’ll  afcribe, 
From  whom  falvation  came  ; 

>  In  God  our  (hield  we  will  rejoice. 
And  ever  blefs  thy  Name, 


Tate  varied. 
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pfalm  XLV.  Fir  ft  Part.  Long  Metre 


’The  glory  of  Chrijl  and  the  power  cf  his  Gofpel. 

Q  W  be  my  heart  infpir’d  to  fing, 


IN  The  glories  of  my  Saviour  King  ; 
My  tongue  (hall  all  his  worth  proclaim. 
And  fpeak  the  honours  of  his  name, 

7  O'er  all  the  Sons  of  human  race, 


He  fliines  with  a  fuperior  grace; 
Love  from  his  lips  divinely  flows, 


And  bleiTings,  all  his  Rate  compote. 

3  Drefs  thee  in  arms,  moft  mighty  Lord, 
Gird  on  thy  fharp,  viftorious  fword  ;J 
In  majefty  and  glory  ride, 

With  truth  and  meeknefs  at  thy  fide. 

4  Thine  anger,  like  a  pointed  dart, 

Shall  pierce  thy  foes  of  Rubborn  heart  j 
Or  words  of  mercy,  kind  and  Tweet, 

Shall  melt  the  rebels  at  thy  feet. 

.5  Thy  throne,  O  God,*  forever  Rands, 

Grace  is  the  fceptre  in  thy  hands  ; 

Thy  laws  and  works  arejuR  and  right, 
Jultice  and  grace  are  thy  delight. 

6  Thy  father,  God,  hath  richly  fhed# 

His  oil  of  gladnels  on  thy  head  ; 

And  with  his  facred  fpirit  bleR, 

His  firft  born  Son  above  the  reft. 

*See  Hebrews  1.  8.  Watts. 
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pfahn  XLV.  Sec.  Part  Loxg  Metre, 

Chrijf  and  his  Church. 

THE  King  of  Saints !  how  fair  his  face  ! 
Adorn’d  with  majefty  and  grace  ! 

He  comes  with  biddings  from  above, 

And  wins  the  nations  to  his  love. 

i  At  his  right  hand  our  eyes  behold 
The  Church,  array’d  in  pureft  gold  ; 

1  he  world  admires  her  heavenly  drefs* 

Her  robes  of  joy  and  righteoufnefs, 

\  He  forms  her  graces  like  his  own, 

He  calls  and  feats  her  near  his  throne  ; 

Then,  let  thy  wandering  heart  forget. 

The  idols  of  thy  native  flate.  '• 

t  So  /hall  the  King  the  more  rejoice 
In  thee,  the  objetl  of  his  choice  ; 

Let  him  be  lov’d,  and  yet  ador’d. 

He  is  thy  Maker  and  thy  Lord. 

I  6  happy  hour,  when  thou  (halt  rife 
To  his  fair  palace  in  the  fkies  ; 

And  all  thy  Tons,  a  numerous  train,, 

Each  like  a  prince,  in  glory  reign. 

1  Let  endlefs  honours  crown  his  head. 

Let  every  age  his  praifes  fpread  ; 

Whilft  we  with  cheerful  fongs  approve, 

The  condefeentions  of  his  love. 

.  Watts, 
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JPfalnt  XLVI.  Long  Metre . 

Pralfe  for  national  peace 

GREAT  ruler  of  the  earth  and  fkies, 

A  word  of  thy  almighty  breath, 

Can  fink  the  world  or  bid  it  rife, 

Thy  fmile  is  life,  thy  frown  is  death. 

2  When  angry  nations  rufh  to  arms. 

And  rage  and  noife  and  tumult  reign, 
When  war  refounds  its  dire  alarms, 

And  (laughter  fpreads  the  erinafon  plain  : 

3  Thy  fovreign  eye  looks  calmly  down. 

And  marks  their  courfe  and  bounds  their 
power  ; 

Thy  word  the  angry  nations  own, 

And  noife  and  war  are  heard  no  more. 

4  Then  peace  returns  with  balmy  wings, 
Reviving  commerce  fpreads  her  fails  ; 

The  fields  are  green  and  plenty  fings, 
Refponfive  o'er  the  hills  and  vales. 

§  Thou  good  and  wife  and  righteous  Lord, 

All  move  fubfervient  to  thy  will  ; 

Both  peace  and  war  await  thy  word, 

And  thy  fublime  decrees  fulfill 

6  To  thee, we  pay  our  grateful  fongs, 

Thy  kind  protection  (till  implore  ; 

O  may  our  hearts,  and  lives  and  tongues 
Confefs  thy  goodnefs  and  adore. 

Mrs.  Stibls, 
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iP'almXLVI.  Six  Line-Long  Metre. 

War  and  Peace. 

God  is  our  refuge  in  diftrefs, 

A  prefent  help  when  dangers  prefs, 

In  him  undaunted  we’ll  confide  : 

Tho*  earth  were  from  her  center  toft, 

And  mountains  in  the  ocean  loft, 

DiiTolv’d  by  every  rifing  tide. 

2  A  gentle  ftream  withgladnefs  dill 
The  city  of  our  God  lhall  fill. 

The  facred  feat  of  God  moft  high  ; 

God  dwells  in  Zion,  whole  fair  towers, 

Shall  mock  th’  alfaultsol  earthly  powers, 
Whilft  his  almighty  aid  is  nigh. 

2  In  tumults,  when  the  heathen  rag  d, 

And  kingdoms  war  againft  us  wag’d, 

He  thunder’d  and  difpers’d  their  powers ; 
The  Lord  of  hofts  .conduffts  our  arms, 

Our  tower  of  refuge  in  alarms, 

Our  fathers  guardian  God  and  ours. 

4  Come,  fee  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
On  earth,  what  defoliation  brought, 

How  he  has  calm’d  the  jarring  world  ; 
He  broke  the  warlike  fpear  and  bow, 

With  them  the  thundering  chariot  too 
Into  devouring  flames  were  hurl'd. 

5  Submit  to  God's  almighty  fway, 

For  him  the  nations  lhall  obey, 


PSALM 
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TheGoTt^A  f°Verri’gn  Lord  ^nfefs 

q  condufts  our  arms, 

wer  of  refuge  in  alarms, 

As  to  our  fathers  in  diflrefs.  ,'5 

T*t*. 


iPfalm  XLVII.  Common  Metre. 

Vnivtrfal  Praife. 

O^OR  a  ft)  out  of  facred  iov 
To  God  the  fovereign  Kin?  f 
Let  every  land  their  tongues  employ 
And  hymns  of  triumph  fing. 

S  angels  fhout  their  lofty  praife, 

Let  mortals  learn  their ftrains'; 

Let  ail  the  Earth  their  voices  rai fe, 

O  er  all  the  Earth  he  reigns. 

]  Rehear  fe  his  praife  with  awe  profound 
_  Let  knowledge  lead  the  fong  ;  * 

Nor  mock  him  with  a  folemn  found. 

Upon  a  thoughtlefs  tongue. 

4  In  lirael  flood  his  ancient  throne, 

Lie  jov  d  that  chofen  race  ; 

But  now  he  callsthe  world  his  own, 

And  Heathens  tafte  his  grace. 


/ 


Watts. 
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IpfdllH  XLVIII.  Short  Metre. 

Gofpel  iVorJJeip  and  order. 

ft  REAT  is  the  Lord  our  God, 
kJ"  And  let  his  praife  be  great  ; 

He  makes  the  Church,  his  bleft  abode, 
His  moft  delightful  feat. 

Far  as  thy  name  is  known, 

The  world  declares  thy  praife  ; 

Thy  faints,  O  Lord,  before  thy  throne* 
Their  fongs  of  honour  raife. 


Let  ftrangers  walk  around 
The  city  were  we  dwell ; 

Compafs  and  view  thy  holy  ground, 
And  mark  the  building  well. 

The  order  of  thy  houfe. 

*  w 

The  worfhip  of  thy  Court, 

The  cheerful  fongs,  the  folemn  vows, 
And  make  a  fair  report. 


How  decent  and  how  wife ! 

Hpw  glorious  to  behold  ! 

Beyond  the  pomp  that  charms  the  eye, 
And  rites  adorn’d  with  gold. 

The  God  we  worfhip  now 
Will  guide  us  till  we  die  ; 

Will  be  our  God  whillf  here  below 
Our  God  above  the  fky». 


Wat  ts: 


\ 


7§ 


P  S  A  L  M  S. 


j^falrn  XLIX.  Common  Metre.. 


TT7HY  doth  the  man  of  riches  g] 
V  V  To  infolence  and  pride, 

To  fee  his  wealth  and  honours  flow 
With  every  riling  tide  ? 


£  Not  all  his  treafures  can  procure 
H  is  foul  a  Ihort  reprieve  i 
Redeem  from  death,  one  guilty  hour 


Or  make  his  brother  live. 

3  The  worth  of  life  can  ne’er  be  told0 

Its  random  is  too  high  ; 

Juftice  can  not  be  brib’d  with  gold;. 
That  man  may  never  die1. 

4  He  fees  the  bruti/h  and  the  wife. 

The  timorous  and  the  brave  ; 

Quit  their  pofleflians,  clofe  their  eyes*. 
And  haflen  to  the  grave. 

5  Yet  ,tis  his  inward  thought  and  pride, 

44  My  houfe  (hall  ever  Hand; 

And  that  my  name  may  long  abide, 

I’ll  give  it  to  my  land.” 

6  Vain  are  his  thoughts,  his  hopes  are  lof 

How  foon  his  memory  dies ! 

His  name  is  written  in  the  dull 
In  which  his  body  lies. 


Watts. 
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plalm  L.  Firft  Part. 

The  laji- judgment » 


THE  Lord,  the  judge,  before  his  throne. 
Bids  the  whole  earth  draw  nigh  * 

The  nations  near  the  riling  Sun, 

And  near  the  weftern  (ky. 


i  No  more  (hall  bold  blafphemres  fay, 
“  Judgment  will  ne'er  begin/’ 
No  more  abufe  his  long  delay. 

To  impudence  a$d  fin. 


I  Thron’d:  on  a  cloud,  our  God  (haH  come} 
Bright  flames  prepare  his  way, 

Thunder  and  darknefs,  fire  and  dorm 
Lead  on  the  dreadful  day. 

Heaven  from  above  his  call  (hall  hear. 
Attending  angels  come  ; 

And  Earth  and  Hell  (hall  know  and  fear, 

H  is  juftice,  and  their  doom. 

“  But  gather  all  my  Saints,  (he  cries) 

Who  made  their  peace  with  God, 

Thro*  the  Redeemer’s  facrifice, 

And  feal’d  it  with  his  blood. 

“  Their  faith  and  works  bro’t  forth  to  light 
Shall  make  the  world  confefs, 

My  fentenceof  reward  is  light, 

And  heav’n  adore  my  grace.’* 


Watt#, 


pfaltn  L.  Sec.  Part.  Long  Metre. 

Hypocrijy  expofed. 

THE  Lord,  the  judge  his  churches  warns, 
Let  hypocrites  attend  and  fear  ; 

Who  place  their  hopes  in  rites  and  forms, 
But  make  not  faith  nor  love  their  care. 

2  They  dare  rehearfe  his  facred  name, 

With  lips  of  falfhood  and  deceit  ; 

A  friend  or  brother  they  defame. 

And  footh  and  flatter  thofe  they  hate. 

3  They  watch  to  do  their  neighbour  wrong. 
Yet  dare  to  feek  their  maker’s  face  ; 

They  take  his  Cov’nant  on  their  tongue. 
But  break  his  laws,  abufe  his  grace. 

4  To  heaven  they  lift  their  hands  unclean, 
Defil’d  with  iuft,  and  ftain-’d  with  blood  ; 
By  night  they  praftife  every  fin, 

By  day  their  mouths  draw  near  to  God. 

5  And  vvhilfi  his  judgments  long  deky, 

They  grow  fecure  and  fin  the  more  ; 

They  think  he  fleeps  as  well  as  they. 

And  put  far  off  the  dreadful  hour. 

5  O  dreadful  hour  !  when  God  draws  near# 
And  fets  their  crimes  before  their  eyes  ; 

7  heir  guilt  and  punifhment,  appear, 

And  no  deliverer  can  arife, 

*  WArrj. 


p  s  A  L  M  s. 


IPtoWT.LI.  Firft  Part.  Long  Metre „ 

A  penitent  Pleading  for  pardon. 

SHEW  pity,  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive,  ' 

Let  a  repenting  Tinner  live  ; 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 

May  not  the  contrite  truft  in  thee  ? 


ivly  /ins  tho  great,  do  not  furpafs 
The  riches  of  eternal  grace  ; 

Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
oo  Jet  thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

O  wafh  my  foul  from  every  fin. 

And  make  my  guilty  confcience  clean  • 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 

And  pad  offences  pain  my  eyes. 


My  lips  with  fhame  my  finsconfefs 
Againft  thy  law,,  again  ft  thy  grace  ; 

And  fhould  thy  judgment  be  fevere, 

I  3m  condemn’d  but  thou  art  clear. 

Yet,  fave  a  trembling  (inner,  Lord, 

Whofe  hope,  (till  hovering  round  thy  word, 
beeks  for  fome  precious  promife  there, 
iome  fare  proteftion  from  defpair. 

rhen  (hall I  thy  love  infpire  my  tongue. 
>aIvation  fhall  be  all  my  fong; 

Vnd  all  my  powers  (hall  join  to  blefs 
i  he  Lord,  my  ftrength  and  righteoufnefj. 

Wattl 


JPfalttt  LI.  Second  Part.  LongMetre, 

*Ibe  Penitent  rejiored, 

OTHOU,  who  hear’ft  when  finners  cry, 
Tho*  all  my  crimes  before  thee  lie. 
Regard  them  not  with  angry  look, 

But  blot  (heir  memory  from  thy  book* 

2  Renew  me,  O  my  God,  within 
And  form  my  foulaverfeto  fin  ; 

Let  thy  good  fpirit  not  depart 

Nor  hide  thy  prefence  from  my  heart. 

* 

3  I  cannot  live  without  thy  light 

Call  out  and  baniihM  from  thy  fight  ; 

Thy  holy  joys,  O  God,  reftore, 

And  guard  me  that  1  fail  no  more. 

4  A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  king5 
Is  all  the  facrifice  I  bring  ; 

The  God  of  grace  will  not  defpife, 

A  contrite  heart  for  facrifice. 

5  My  foul  lies  humbled  in  the  duff 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  fentencejuft  \ 

Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye, 

And  favethe  wretch  condemn'd  to  die. 

6  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  grace 
Sinners  fhall  learn  to  feek  thy  face  ; 

I'll  lead  them  in  the  heavenly  road 
And  they  fhall  praile,  a  pardoning  God. 

Watts. 
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Ptalm  LII.  united  with  the  55.  M, 


Devotion  and  Confidence, 

ET  Tinners  take  their  courfe 


L_j  And  choofe  the  road  to  death  ; 

But  in  the  praifes  of  my  God 
I’ii  fpend  my  daily  breath. 

Thou  wilt  regard  my  cries, 

O  my  eternal  God ; 

Whilft  Tinners  perifh  in  Turprifef 
Beneath  thy  angry  rod, 

Becaufe  they  dwell  at  eafe, 

And  no  fad  changes  feel, 

They  neither  fear  thy  holy  name* 

Nor  learn  to  do  thy  will. 

But  like  an  olive  tree, 

Within  thy  courts  Til  Hand 
And  confidently,  Lord,  rely 
On  thy  protefting  hand. 

With  all  my  heavy  cares, 

I’ll  lean  upon  the  Lord  ; 

I’ll  caft  my  burden  on  his  arm3 
And  red  upon  his  word. 

His  arm  fliall  well  fuflain 
The  children  of  his  love  ; 

The  ground  on  which  their  Tafety  ftands 
No  earthly  power  can  move. 


Wattj9  and  Mirjuck, 
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JPfalitt  LIII.  Long  Metre. 

\  >- .  '  ■  -T 

Compared  with  Rom.  iii,  10,  n. 


B 


'The  degeneracy  of  the  'world  removed  by  the  Gyftel, 

EHOLD  the  fool  !  whofe  heart  denies 
The  God  who  form’d  the  earth  and  fkies 
And  whilfl  the  path  of  fin  he  treads, 

How  wide  the  dire  example  fpreads  L 


2  Th’  eternal  Sovreign  from  on  high 
Call  on  the  fons  of  men  his  eye  ; 

To  fee  if  any  underflood. 

And  fear’d  and  lov’d  their  maker  God, 


*  e  :  ■  ■  ' 

3  But  all  were  fo  degenerate  grown, 
None  the  true  God  had  fully  known  ! 
Both.  Jew  and  Gentile  long  had  been 
By  lult  enflav’d  and  dead  in  fin. 

4.  Both  gnoe  from  wifdom’s  path  affray 
Purfu’d  the  errors  of  their  way, 

With  difmal  fuper flition  blind, 

And  caufelefs  terrors  fill’d  their  mind. 


£  Who,  gracious  God,  to  finners  eyes 
Could  bid  the  wilh’d  falvation  rife  ? 

Thy  SON  did  light  and  truth  difplay  , 

And  turn  their  darknefs  into  day. 

6  No  flefh  fhall  hoaft  of  righteoufnefs, 

But  guilty  fhall  themfelves  confefs ; 

And  when  they  hejir  thy  pardoning  voitje^ 
In  thy  falvation  fhall  rejoice. 

Merrick  with  addititsf. 
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pfaltnLiv.  Particular  Metre . 

Deliverance frem  Enemies. 

T^HY  name,  O  God,  my  heart  avows, 

^  Do  thou  my  injur’d  caufe  efpoufe, 

And  be  thy  ftrength  my  aid  ; 

My  fervent  cries  in  mercy  hear, 

And  let  them  by  thy  pitying  ear 
With  full  regard  be  weigh’d. 

For  people,  from  thy  fear  eftrang’d, 

With  t)  'rants  fierce,  againft  me  rang’d, 

My  fainting  foul  purfue  ; 

But  mid  ft  my  helpers,  heaven’s  high  Lord 
Shall  ftand,  and -faithful  to  his  word, 

Each  adverfe  power  fubdue. 

O  let  my  heart,  their  rage  repell’d, 

Itfelf  a  willing  offering  yield  ; 

To  thee  its  praife  ihall  flow  ; 

Whilft  to  my  thought  thy  mercies  rife, 

Fhat  gave  me,  with  exulting  eyes, 

To  fee  my  proftrate  foe. 

M  £rju  cic. 


ptalm  LV.  Common  Metre . 

Impatience  corr tiled  by  faith . 

)W£RE  I  like  a  feather’d  dove  ! 

it  innocence  had  wings,  ( 

’d  fly  and  make  a  long  remove 
From  all  thefe  refilefs  things. 


\ 

\ 

j 


\ 


2  Let  me  to  fome  wild  defart  go, 

And  find  a  peaceful  home  ; 
vV  here  (forms  of  malice  never  blow. 
Temptations  never  come. 

3  Vain  hopes,  and  vain  inventions  all, 

T’  efcape  the  rage  of  hell  ! 
i  he  mighty  God  on  whom  I  call 
Can  lave  me  here  as  well, 

4  By  morning  light  I’ll  feek  his  face, 

At  noon  repeat  my,  cry  ; 

The  night  (half  hear  me  aik  his  grace^ 
Nor  will  he  long  deny. 

5  God  ray  preferver  and  my  friend 

Can  fhield  me  when  afraid  ; 

Ten  thoufand  , angels  muff  attend, 

If  he  command  their  aid. 

6  I’ll  call  my  burdens  on  the  Lord 

He.  will  fuflain  them  all  ; 

My  faith  (hall  red  upon  his  word 
And  I  (hall  never  fall, 

W 


LVI.  Common  Metre 

God's  care  of  bis  people. 

IN  Godj  moft  holy,  juff  and  true, 

I  have  repos’d  my  truff  ; 

Nor  will  I  fear  what  man  can  dof 
The  offspring  of  the  duff, 


v 
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God  counts  the  furrows  of  his  faints, 

Their  cries  affeft  his  ears  ; 

Thou  haft  a  book  for  their  complaints* 

A  bottle  for  their  tears. 

< 

Thy  folemn  vows  are  on  me,  Lord, 

Thou  (halt  receive  my  praile  ; 

I’ll  fing,  “  how  faithful  is  thy  word, 

How  righteous  are  thy  ways!” 

Thou  haft  fecur’d  my  foul  from  death, 

O  fet  thy  fervant  free, 

That  heart  and  hand  and  life  and  breath 
May  be  employ’d  for  thee. 

Watts, 


till  LVII.  Long  Mm  re. 

Divine  Prutechwt,  grace  and  truth. 

ft  Y  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  fprings 
tJL  Of  boundiefs  love,  and  grace  unknown  ; 
Hide  me  beneath  thy  fpieading  wings,. 

Till  the  dark  cloud  be  over  blown. - 


Up  to  the  heavens,  I  raife  my  cry, 

The  Lord  will  my  defires  perform  * 

He  fends  his  angel  from  the  fky, 

And  faves  me  from  the  threading  ftorm. 

Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 

Abovt  the  heavens  where  angels  dwell  j 
Thy  power  on  earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 


f 


f  * ‘A  - 


S3- 


p  S  A  L  M  S, 
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4  My  heart  is  fix’d,  my  fong  lhall  raife 
Immortal  Honours  to  thy  name  j 
Awake,  my  tongue,  to  found  his  praife, 
My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  ifame. 

<5  o  er  the  earth  his  mercy  reigns 
And  reaches  to  the  utmoft  fk.y  j 
.Bis  trutn  to  endlefs  years  remains, 

When  lower  worlds  diffolve  and  die; 

€  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God 
Abo^re  the  heavens  where  angels  dwell  ; 

Ih>  power  on  earth  be  known  abroad, 

And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

Watts. 

T  VTTT  C  ’  T  *  '  T  ,  , 

jlKnum  t  a  x  i LVlCtyg 

The  deJlyuBkn  of  Tyrants  and  Oppr effort 

SH  ALL  tyrants  rule  by  impious  laws  ? 

Shall  they  defpife  the  righteous  caufe, 
When  innocence  before  them  (lands  ? 
Bare  they  condemn  the  helplefs  poor, 

And  let  oppreftbrs  reft  fee u re, 

Whiiftgold  andgreatnefs  bribe  their  hands  ?. 

n  Do  they  forget  th’  almighty,  name, 

Lhat  God  o  er  all  is  JAdge  fupreme  ? 

High  in  the  heavens  his  juftice  reigns  ; 

Yet  they  invade  the  rights  ol  God, 

And  fend  their  bold  decrees  abroad, 

To  bind  the  tree  born  foul  in  chains 


( 
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A  poifon’d  arrow  is  their  tongue, 

The  arrow  (harp,  the  poifon  ffrong  ! 

And  death  attends  where’er  it  wounds 
They  hear  no  counfels,  cries  nor  tears  ; 
So  the  deaf  adder  flops  her  ears, 
Againll'the  melody  of' founds. 


.  Break  thou  their  teeth,  Almighty  God, 

The  teeth  of  lions  drench’d  in  blood  ; 

And  crufh  thofe  ferpents  in  the  daft  ; 
Thy  voice  (hall  thunder  from  the  fky, 

Their  crowns  (hall  fall,  their  titles  die. 
Their  grandeur  and  their  power  be  lofL 

Thus  fhali  thy  juflice,  mighty  Lord, 
Freedom  and  peace  to  men  afford, 

And  nations  (hall  unite  and  fay, 

“  Sure  there’s  a  God,  that  rules  on  high, 
Who  hears  th’oppreffed  when  they  cry, 
And' all  their  bufferings  will  reoav.” 

O  t  J 

Watts  altered; 


,  LIX.  Short  Metre , 

For  Deliverance  from  the  Savages , 

LORD -let  our  humble  cry 
-Before  thy  thione  afeend  ; 

Behold  us  with  companion’s  eye, 

And  ftill  our  lives  defend. 

-  For  foes  a  num’rous  band  4 

Againfl  our  lives  confpire  ;  : 

I  2 


-  r-'i 


P 
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I  hey  atm  dettruclion  thro’  the  land, 
And  Ipread  the  raging  fire. 


3  Seneath  the  fiient  fhade, 

Their  fecret  plots  they  lay, 

Our  peaceful  towns  by, night  invade,. 
And  wafle  the  fields  by  day. 


4  And  will  t ne  God  of  grace, 
Regardlefs  of  our  pain, 
Permit  fecure  that  bloody  race 
To  riot  o’er  the  flain  ? 


5  In  vain  their  fecret  guile 

Or  open  force  they  prove  ; 

Thine  eye  carj  pierce  the  deepeft  veil. 
Thy  hand  their  force  remove. 

6.  Deliver  us  from  death, 

Send  our  invaders  home  ; 

Ordrive  them  with  thy  powerful  breath 
i  nro  diftant  wilds  to  roam. 


■V 


7  Then  fhall our  grateful  voice 

Proclaim,  our  guardian  God  ; 

in  thy  lalvation  we’ll  rejoice 
And  found  thy  praife  abroad. 

___ _  Barlow  altered. 


LX..  Common  Metre . 

Humiliation  for  dif appointment  in  IVar. 
ORD,  hall  thou  call  the  nation  off  ? 
Mult  we  forever  mourn  ? 


P  S  A  L  i  Mr  S  . 

Wilt  thou  confume  us  in  thy  wrath  ? 

Shall  mercy  ne’er  return  ? 

The  terror  of  one  frown  of  thine 
Melts  all  our  flrength  away  : 
ke  men  fuodu  d  by  power  oi  wins 

W.e  tremble,  in  difmav, 

y 

Our  country  (hakes  beneath  thy  flroke, 
And  dreads  thy  lilted  hand  ; 

O  heal  the  people  thou  haft  broke, 

And  have  the -finking  land. 

Tift  up  thy  banner  in  .the  field, 

For  thofe  who  fear  thy  name  ; 

Defend  thy  people  with  thy  fhieldj 

And  . put  out  foes  to  lhame. 

Go  with  our  armies  to  the  fight. 

And  be  their  guardian  God  ; 

In  vain  confederate  powers  unite, 

Again  ft  thy  lifted  rod; 

3ur  troops  fhall  gain  a  wide  renown  1 
^  By  thine  affifting  hand  • 

-or  God  fhall  tread  the  mighty  down, 

And  make  the  feebJe  {land. 

Watts. 


Pfalttl  LXI.  Long  Metre. 

Safety  in  God., 

yHEN  overwhelm’d  with  pain  and  grief, 
V  Helplefs  and  far  from  al!  relief. 


My  heart  within  me  finks  and  dies, 

To  God  [  lift  my.  waiting  eyes. 

2'  on  the  rock,  my  footdeps  rear, 

I  here  let  me  Hand  unmov’d  and  hear, 

1  he  dorms  which  now  around  me  beat 
Roll  harmlefs  underneath  my  feet. 

3  d  hee,  Lord,  I  feek  whene’er  my  foes- 
On  mi  [chief  bent,  my  path  enclofe, 

I  hou  art,  in.  ev’ry  dang’rous  hour, 

My  Hedfad  hope,  my  dronged  tower, 

4  Remote  from  fear;  within  thy  firrine, 

^  hou,  Lord,  my  dwelling  fhalt  afhgn"; 

I  hy  wings  fhal!  wrap  me  in  their  (hade/ 
cor  thou  had  heard  me,  when  I  pray’d. 

5  Safe  in  thy  preface,  let  me  dand, 

And  (hare  the  bleflings  of  thy  hand  ; 

My  dwelling  Jet  thy  truth:  defend, 

Thy  mercy  on  my  deps  attend. 

6  s.  So  fhali  thy  love  a  wake. my  fong, 

My  voice  the  willing  note  prolong  ; 

Whiift  warm’d  wkh  zeal,  my  vows  I  pay^ 
And  blefs  thee  to  my  latedday. 

Merrick  varied,! 


JpfallU  L  X II .  Long  Metre . 

No  truji  in  the  Creatures  but  in  God, 

M:Y-  fpirit  looks  to  God  alone, 

My  rock  and  refuge  are  his.  throne.; 


In  all  my  fears,  in  all  my  ftraiu. 

My  foul  on  his  fa  1  vat  ion  waits. 

'  Trull  him  ye  faints,  in  all  your  wavs, 
To  him  your  fuppliant  voices  raife  ;3 
When  helpers  fail  and  foes  invade, 

God  is  our  all  fufficient  aid. 

)  Falfe  are  the  men  of  high  degree, 

The  bafer  fort  are  vanity  ; 

Laid  in  the  balance,  both  appear. 

Light  as  a  breath  of  empty  air. 

Make  not  increahng  gold  your  truft 
Nor  fet  your  heart  on  glittering  dull ; 
Why  will  you  grafp  the  fleeting  fmoke, 
And  not  believe  what  God  hath  fpoke  ? 

Once  bath  his  awful  voice  deelar  u} 
Once  and  again  my  ears  have  heard  ; 

“  All  power  is  his  eternal  due, 

He  mull  be  fear’d  and  trufted  too/5 

For  fovereign  power  reigns  not  alone, 
Grace  i$  a  partner  of  the  throne  5 
1  hy  grace  and  jultice,  mighty  Lord, 
Shall  well  adjudge  our- 1  aft  reward. 


Pfalm.LXIIL  Common  Metre., 

1  or  tlx  Lord' l  day  morning. 

^  ARL  1 ,  my  God,  without  delav, 

^  I  haile  to  feekvthy  face; 

j  .  •  ■ 


My  thirfty  fpirit  faints  away, 

Without  thy  cheering  grace. 

2  So  pilgrims  on  the  fcorching  fand9 

Beneath  a  burning  fky, 

Long  for  a  cooling  ftream  at  hand, 

And  they  muff  drink  or  die. 

3  I’ve  fee n  thy  glory  and  thy  power 

Through  ail  thy  temple  fhine  ; 

My  God,  repeat  that  heavenly  hour9 
That  vifion  fo  divine. 

4  Not  all  the  bleffings  of  a  feaft 

Can  pleafe  my  foul  fo  well  ; 

As  when  thy  richer  grace  I  talk, 

And  in  thy  prefence  dwell. 

5  Not  life  itfelf  with  all  its  joys 

Can  my  beft  paffions  move  ; 

Nor  raife  fo  high,  my  cheerful  voice. 

As  thy  forgiving  love. 

6  Thus,  till  my  laft.  expiring  day, 

I’ll  blefs  my  God  and  King  ; 

Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 

And  tune  my  lips  to  frng. 

WATTS; 


LX  III .  Long  Metre . 

*Tbe  Love  ofGed  and  bis  vjorjhip. 

GREAT  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim, 
Tho©  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  reft; 
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The  glories,  that  compofe  thy  name 
Stand  all  engag’d  to  make  me  bled. 

£  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  juft  and  wife, 
Thou  art  my  lather  and  my  God  ; 

And  I  am  thine,  by  facred  ties, 

Thy  Son,  thy  fervant  bought  with  blood, 

S  With  heart  and  eyes  and  lifted  hands, 

For  thee  I  long,  to  thee  I  look  ; 

As  travellers,  in  thirfly  lands, 

Long  for  the  cooling  water  brook, 

4  With  early  feet,  I  will  appear; 

Among  thy  faints  and  feek  thy  face  ; 

Give  me  to  fee  thy  glory  there, 

And  tafte  the  richnefs  of  thy  grace, 

5  Not  all,  by  worldly  men  poffefs’d, 

Not  all  the  joys  ourfenfes  know, 

Can  make  me  fo  divinely  bled, 

Or  raife  my  cheerful  paffions  fo. 

6  I’ll  lift  my  hands,  I’ll  raife  my  voice, 

Whild  I  have  breath  to  pray  or  praife ; 
This  work  fhall  make  my  heart  rejoice, 

And  well  employ  my  future  days. 


Wa  TT5. 


pfalm  LXIII.  Short  Metre . 


M 


Delight  in  Divine  tVorJlty. 

Y  God  permit  my  tongue, 

With  joy  to  call  thee  mine  ; 
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And  let  my  early  cries  prevail, 
To  tafle  thy  love  divine. 


s  Within  thy  Churches,  Lord, 

I  long  to  find  my  place  ; 

Thy  power  and  glory  to  behold. 
And  Feel  thy  quickening  grace. 

S  For  life,  without  thy  love, 

No  relifh  can  afford  ; 

No  joy  can  be  compar’d  with  this, 
To  ferv-eand  pleafe  the  Lord. 


4  To  thee  I’ll  lift  my  hands, 

And  praife  thee  w hi  1  ft  I  live, 

Not  the  gay  fcenes  of  time  and  fenfe 
Such  pure  delight  can  give. 


5 


Since  thou  haff  been  my  help, 
To  thee  my  Fpirit  flies  ; 

And  on  thy  watchful  Providence 
My  cheerful  hope  relies. 

€  The  fhadow  of  thy  wings, 

My  foul  in  faFefy  keeps ; 

I  follow  where  my  father  leads, 
And  hefupports  my  fteps. 


Watts. 


pfalm  LXIV.  a Six  Line-Loug  Metre * 

In  a  time  of  InfurrcElion. 

LORD,  to  our  requeft  give  ear, 

And  free  our  fouls  from  hoiliiefear  ; 


For  crafty  men,  of  impious  mind, 

(Their  powers  in  fecrei  league  combin’d  J 
With  fa&ious  rage  their  plots  devife. 

And  vent  tfafdr'rnplice,  mix’d  with  lies. 

*  •  ‘  •  V  ?  :  -  '  i  ■’.-hi 

Behold  the  flaughte inbreathing  throng, 

Whet  like  a  fword  their  -direatn  ing  tongue 

And  bend  their  bows,  to  (hoot  their  darts, 

Again  ft  the  men  of  upright  hearts. 

*  «->■  > 

In  works  of  mifchief  they  agree, 

And  vainly  think  that  none  lhall  fee. 

But,  wretches,  whither  will  ye  fly  ? 

Behold  the  arrow  from  on  high  ! 

Defcends,  and  hears,  upon  its  wing,, 
bhe  wrath  of  heaven’s  offended  king  ! 
if  our  Ganders  on  yourfelves  fhali  fa  11, 
dated,  defpis’d  and  fhunn’d  by  all. 

.he  wond  (hall  then  God’s  power  coniefs, 
lis  wifdorn,  love  and  righteoufnefs  ; 

men  fiial  1  fee,  with  rev’rend  tho’r, 
he  wonders  that  his  hand  hath  wro’t, 

Fhilft  all  fhali  own  his  dealings  juft, 
he  righteous  in  his  name  (hall  truft. 

Tate  and  Merrick  united  and* varied. 


din  LXV.  nirft  Part.  Long  Metre. 

Public  IVorfhip. 

DR  thee,  O  God,  our  conftant  praife 
In  Zion  waits,  thy  chofen  feat  : 


9% 
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Our  promis’d  altar;,  _ere  we’ll  raife, 

And  all  our  zealous  vows  completec 

2  O  thou,  who  to  my  humble  prayer, 

Didft  always  bend  thy  liftening  ear. 

To  thee,  {hail  all  mankind  repair, 

And  at  thy  gracious  throne  appear. 

2  Our  fins,  tho,  numberlefs,  in  vain 
To  flop  thy  flowing  mercy  try  ; 

For  thou  wilt  purge' the  guilty  flrain, 

And  wafli  away  the  crimfon  dye. 

4  Blefl  is  the  man,  who,  near  thee  plac’d,, 
Within  thy  facred  dwelling  lives ; 

Whilft  we  at  humbler  diftance  tafte 
The  vaft  delight  thy  worfhip  gives. 

Tati. 


Jpfaltll  LXV.  Sec.  Part.  Com. Met, 

Dfrim  Pt  trvider.ee  in  Air ,  Earth  and  Sea. 

TIS  by  thy  ftrength  the  mountains  Hand, 
God  of  eternal  power ; 

The  fea  grows  calm  at  thy  command, 

And  tempefts  ceafe  to  roar. 

2,  Thy  morning  light  and  evening  {hade 
Succeflive  comforts  bring  ; 

Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harveft  glad, 
Thy  flowers  adorn  the  fpring. 

3  Seafons  and  times  and  moons  and  hour?, 
Heav’n,  air  and  earth  are  thine  ; 
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When  clouds  diftil  in  fruitful  fhowers, 
The  author  is  divine* 

j  ' 

I  Thofe  wandering  clflerns  in  the  fky. 
Borne  by  the  winds  around, 

Whofe  w&t’ry  treafures  well  fupply,| 
The  furrows  oi  the  ground. 

j  The  thirfly  ridges  drink  their  fill, 

And. ranks  oi  corn  appear  ; 

Thy  ways  abound  with  bleflings 
Thy  goodnefs  crowns  the  year. 


Watts, 


[pfatm  LXV.  Third  Parf.  Com,  Met, 

; 


Fruitful  Seafons. 


GOD  is  the  Lord,  the  heavenly  king  j 

Who  makes  the  earth  his  care  ; 

¥ 

Vifits  the  paflures  every  fpring, 

And  bids  the  grafs  appear. 

J 

i  The  clouds,  like  rivers  rais’d  on  hig' 
Pour  out  at  thy  command, 

Their  wat’ry  blefiings  from  the  fky 
To  cheer  the  thirfty  land. 

}  The  fofiened  ridges  of  the  field 
Permit  the  corn  to  fpring  ; 

The  valleys  rich  provifion  yield, 

The  grateful  labourers  fing* 


V'V;  ^ 


•-  rv.a'iS-  er-vg  • 

•  '  -vv  ^  i 
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^  The  little  hills  on  every  fide 
^  Rejoice  at  falling  (bovvers ; 

I  he  meadows,  drefs’d  in  ail  the{r  ptidU% 

1  c  rfume  the  air  with  flowers, 

<5  The  barren  clods  refreSi’d  with  rain 
Promife  a  joyful  crop  ; 

The  fields  with  verdure  fill'd  again 
Revive  the  reaper’s  hope. 

6  The  various  months  thy  goodn-efs  crowns 
tl  cw  bounteous  are  thy  ways  1 
'  he  bleating  flocks  fpread  o’er  the  downs 
A  nd  (hep herds  fliout  thy  praife. 

Watt» 


iPfalm  LXV.  Long  Metre. 

A  ne%v  Verjion. 

Y  praife,  O  God,  in  Zion  waits  ; 

A  i\il  flefh  (hall  croud  thy  (acred  gates9 
To  offer  facrifi.ee  and  prayr, 

And  pay  their  willing  homage  there. 

Wbjat  tho’  iniquity  prevail, 

And  feeble  flefii  be  prone  to  fail  ; 

Yet  Lord,  thy  grace  thou  wilt  difplay , 
And  purge  each  hateful  flain  a  way. 

3  Thill  is  the  man  approv’d  by  thee, 

And  brought  thy  holy  courts  to  fee  ! 
Goodnefs,  immenfe  and  unconfin’d. 
Shall  largely  feaft  his  longing  mind. 
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g  Great  God,  by  thy  Almighty  hand, 

The  everlafting  mountains  ftand  : 

And  every  ftorm,  and  ev’ry  flood, 

Obey  thy  all  commanding  nod. 

5  Thy  light’nings,  flafhing  thro’  the  (kies, 
Fill  the  wide  earth  with  fad  furprife  ; 
But  cheer’d  by  thy  enliv’ning  voice, 
Rifing  and  fetting  funs  rejoice. 

6  From  thy  vafl,  inexhaufted  flores, 

The  earth  is  bleft  with  kindly  fliow*rs  ; 
And  favage  wilds  and  defarts  drear, 
Confefs  thee,  Father  of  the  year. 


7  The  flocks  which  graze  the  mountains  brow  • 
The  corn  which  clbthes  the  plains  below, 

To  ev’ry  heart  new  tranfports  bring. 

And  hills  and  vales  rejoice  and  fin g. 

i  Jacob  Kimball, 


ptalm  LX VI.  Firft  Part.  Com.  Met. 

D-ivint  power  and  goodnefs. 

NOV/  to  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Addrefs  a  cheerful  fong  ; 

Let'gratitude  infpire  your  mirth, 

And  joy  the  notes  prolong. 

2  Come  fee  the  wonders  of  our  God 
How  glorious  are  his  ways  1 
In  Aloft  s'  hand  he  puts  his  rod. 

The  fea  his  voice  obeys. 

K.  c  ‘ 
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3  He  made  the  ebbing  channel  dry, 

Whiift  Ifrael  pafs’d  the  flood';’ 

T'lie  trmes  beheld  witn  wondVin'r  cysy  ' 

A  guardian  in  their  God.  . 

*  *  J  '  *  - 

\  hlefs  the  Lord,  and  never  ceafe, 

Ye  faints,  fulfil  his  praife  ; 

He  keeps  our  lite,  maintains  our  peace. 
And  guides  our  doubtful  ways. 

5  Lord,  thou  haft  prov’d  our  fuffering  fouls, 

To  make  our  graces  fhine  ; 

So  filver  bears  the  burning  coaLj 
The  metal  to  refine. 

6  i  hr  o’  watery  deeps  and  fiery  ways9 

We  march  at  thy  command  i 
Led  to  poffefs  the  promis’d  piace, 

By  thy  unerring  hand, 

■  -  ~  •  -  Watts , 


Pfalm  LXVI.  Sec.  Part.  Com,  Mei 

Praife  to  God for  hearing. Prayer* 

OW  fliall  my  fo’emn  vows  be  paid. 

To  that  almighty  power  ; 

Who  heard  the  long  requefts  I  made, 

In  my  diftrefsful  hour. 

2  My  lips  and  cheerful  heart  prepare 
To  make  his  mercies  known  ; 


V 
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Come,  ye  who  love  my  God  and  hear. 

The  wonders  he  hath  done. 

f' 

3  If  fin  lay  cover’d  in  my  heart, 

When  praife  employ’d  my  tongue  ; 

The  Lord  had  fhewn  me  no  regard, 

Nor  I  his  praifes  lung. 

4  But  God,  his  name  be  ever  bled. 

Has  fet  my  fpirit  Free  ;  ‘ 

He  ne’er  reje&ed  my  requed, 

Nor  turn’d  his  heart  from  me,  . 

'  !  "  '  ’  Watts, 


r 


pfalm  LXVII.  Short  Metre-,. 

•  *  •  ,J  -4  *■ 

Vniverfal  Praife * 

O  blefs  thy  chofen  race. 

In  mercy,  Lord,  incline  ; 

And  caufe  the  brightnefs  of  thy  face> 

On  all  thy  church  to  ftiine. 

2  That  fo  thy  gracious  way 

May  thro’  the  world  be  known  ;  , 
Whilft  didant  lands  their  homage  pay. 
And  thy  falvation  own, 

3  Let  all  the  nations  join. 

To  celebrate  thy  fame  ; 

Let  the  whole  world,  O  Lord,  combine^ 
To  praife  thy  glorious  name. 


}  O  let  them  fhout  and  ling. 
In  humble,  pious  mirth  ; 


*°*  P'  s  A  L  M.  Si. 

For  thou  the  righteous  Judge  and  King 

Shalt  govern  all  the  earth. 


PCstmLXVIII.  F.  Part.  6  Line-L.M. 


'Tkcjufiice  and  companion  af  Gad, 


LET  God  arife  in  all  his  might, 

And  put  his  enemies  to  flight ; 

As  fmoke  that  fought  to  cloud  the  {kite 
Before  the  rifing  tempeft  flies  ; 

Or  wax  that  melts  before  the  fiie, 

So  fhail.his  fainting  foes  expire. 


Kingdoms  and  tnrones  to  God  belong 
I  iaife  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  fong  ; 
.He  riocs  and  thunders  thro*  the  fkv 
His  name,  Jehovah,  founds  on  high  ; 
Sing  to  his  name  ye  Tons  of  grace. 

\e  faints,  rejoice  before  his  face9 


3  The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs 
Fly  to  his  aid,  in  fharp  diflreTs ; 

In  him  the  poor  and  helplefs  find, 

A  judge  mod  juft,  a  father  kind  / 

He  breaks  the  captive’s  galling  chain, 
And  prifoners  fee  the  light  again, 

4  His  wond  rous  name  and  power  rehearfe., 
His  honours  fhali  ennch  your  verfe  ; 
Proclaim  him  King,  pronounce  him  ble/b, 
He’s  your  defence,  your  joy,  your  refl ; 
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When  terrors  rife  and  nations  faint, 

God  is  the  ihength  of  ever /  faint* 

Watts. 


pratttxLXVIII.ver.17,18.  S.P. L.M* 

Compared  with  Eph,  iv.  8,  9,  io. 

The  'afctnthtt  of  Chrift  and  the  gift  of  his  fpitit. 

Lord,  when  thou  didfl  afcend  on  high, 

Ten  thoufarid  angels  fill’d  the  fky  ; 

Thofe  heavenly  guards  around  thee  wait. 
Like  chariots  that  attend  thy  flate. 

Not  Sinaai’s  mountain. could  appear^ 

More  glorious  when  the  Lord  was  there  5  # 
When  he  proclaim’d  his  dreadful  law, 

And  ilruck  the  chofen  tribes  with  awe, 

5  How  bright  the  triumph  none  can  tell, 

When  the  rebellious  powers  of  hell, 

Which  thoufand  fouls  had  captive  made. 
Were  all  in  chains  like  captives  led, 

* 

.  Rais’d  by  his  father  to  the  throne. 

He  fent  his  promis’d  fpirit  down  ; 

With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men, 

That  God  might  dwell  on  earth  again. 

Watts.  .. 


PfalmLX  VIII.  Third  Par  t ,  LongMet 


Pralfe  for  divine  care  and  goodnefs, 

Eblefs  the  Lord,  the  juft,  the  good 
Who  fills  our  hearts  with  joy  and  food  9 
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Who  pours  his  bleflings  from  the  (kies,. 
And  loads  us  with  his  rich  fupplies. 

^  He  fends  his  Sun,  his  circuit  round, 

To  cheer  the  fruits,  fo  warm  the  ground  £ 
He  bids  t he  clou  Is  with  plenteous  rain, 
Kefrelh  the  thirfty  earth  again. 

3  To  his  kind  care,  we  owe  our  breath. 

And  all  our  near  efcapes  from  death  ; 
Safety  and  health  to  God  belong, 

He  neais  the  fick  and  guards  the  ftrong; 

4  His  own  right  hand  his  faints  (hall  raife, 
From  death  sdark  (hade  to  fing  his  praife 
And  bring  them  to  his  courts  above, 

To  fee  his  face  and  tafle  his  love. 

Watts. 


JPfalm  LXIX.  Common  Metre . 

7"Le  Obedienct  and  Death  of  Chrijl. 

FATHEK,  I  fing  thy  wondrous  grace 
I  blefs  my  Saviour’s  name  ; 

He  bought  falvation  for  the  poor, 

And  bore  the  Tinner’s  fhame. 

&  His  deep  diilrefs  hath  rais’d  us  high  ; 

His  duty  and  his  zeal 

Fulfill’d  the  iaw  which  mortals  broke. 
And  finifhall  thy  will. 

3  The  facrifice  he  offer’d  once 
Has  better  pleas’d  my  God* 


Than  all  the  vi&ims  of  the  law, 

Than  goats  or  bullock’s  blood, 

\  This  (hall  his  humble  followers  fee? 

And  fet  their  hearts  at  reft  ; 

They  by  his  death  draw  near  to  thee^ 

And  live  for  ever  bleft. 

5  Let  heaven  and  all  who  dwell  on  high 
To  God  their  voices  raife  ; 

While  lands  and  fe as  aflift  the  (ky, 

And  join  t’  advance  the  praife. 

>  Zion  is  thine,  moft  holy  God, 

Thy  fon  (hall  blefs  her  gates  ; 

And  glory,  purchas’d  by  his  deaths 
For  thy  own  Ifrael  watts. 

Watts, 


LXIX.  Long  Metre . 

*Th€  Suffer  of  Cbuji. 

DEEP  in  our  hearts  let  us  record 
The  forrows  of  our  dying  Lord, 
Behold  the  rifing  billows  roll 
To  overwhelm  his  holy  foul. 

•  The  Jews,  his  brethren  and  his  kin, 
Abus’d  the  man  who  check'd  their  fin  ; 
While  he  obey  d  God’s  holy  laws, 

*1  h^y  hate  him,  but  without  &  caufe. 

\  In  long  complaints  hefpends  his  breath, 
While  hoas  of  hell  and  powers  of  death, 


io8  P  S  A  L  M  .  S. 

I 

And  all  the  fons  of  malice  join, 

To  execute  their  vain  defign. 

4  for,  gracious  God,  thy  power  and  love 
Have  made  the  cuxfe  a  blefling  prov6  ; 
The’  once  upon  rhe  crofs  he  bled 
Immortal  honours  crown  his  head. 

£  Thro’  Clirift  thy  fort  our  guilt  forgive 
And  let  the  mourning  (inner  live, 

The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  name 
Nor  fhali  our  hope,  be  turn’d  to  fhame; . 

Watts  varied. 

*  '  t  r  » 

,  '  *  f  1  ■  1  >  '  ; 


Jpfalm>  LXXt  •  Common  Met  re. 

P rot e Elian  agairft  Enemies. 

REAT  God,  attend  my  humble  call 
3T  Nor  hear  my  cries  in  vain  ; 

j  3 

O  let  thy  grace  prevent  my  fall 
And  fliil  my  hope  fuflain. 

y  * 

2  When  foes  inful  ring  wound  my  name, 

And  tempt  my  foul  affray ; 

Then  let  them  hide  their  face  with  fhame, 
To  their  own  plots  a  prey. 

3  Whim  all  who  love  thy  name  rejoice, 

And  glory  in  thy  word, 

In  thy  falvation  raife  their  voice, 

To  magnify  the  Lord. 

4  Be  thou  my  help  in  time  of  need, 

T6  thee-.  O  Lorn.  |  pray  ; 


P  SAL  M  S. 
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In  mercy  haflen  to  my  aid. 
Nor  let  thy  grace  delay. 


Barlow. 


LXXI.  Firlt  Fart.  Com. 

Old.  agz,  detith  and  the  refurrcZlion. 

Y  God,  my  ever  la  fling  hope, 

JVJL  I  live  upon  thy  truth  ; 

Thy  hands  have  held  iny  childhood  up. 
And  flrengthen’d  ill  my  youth. 


New  wonders,  Lofd,  rhy  eyes  have  Teen 
With  each  revolving  year. 

Thou  know’ll  the  days  which  yet  remain  ; 
I  trbfl  them  to  thy  care» 


Will  thou  forfake  my  hoary  hairs 
And  leave  my  fainting  heart  ? 
Who  fhall  fuflam  my  linking  years 
It  God  my  flrength  depart  ? 

£)own  to  thv  fi  lent  vale  of  death 
Will  be  my  next  remove ; 

O  may  thefe  poor  remains  of  breath 
Declare  thy  wond’rous  love* 


Let  me  thy  power  and  truth  proclaim 
To  the  furviving  age; 

And  leave  a  favour  of  thy  name 
When  I  fhall  quit  the  flage. 


By  long  experience  I  have  known 
Thy  fovereign  power  to  lave  ; 

JLii 


At  thy  cotnmand  I  venture  down 
Sec  urely  to  the  grave. 

7  When  I  am  buried  in  the  duft. 

My  fleGi  fhall  be  thy  care  ; 

Thefe  withering  limbs  with  thee  I  truft. 
To  raife  them  flrongand  fair. 

'Watts. 


iPfcllHt  LXXI.  Sec. Part.  Com. Met-. 

Cbr'ift  cur  Jlrength  and  >  ighteoufnejy . 

MY  Saviour,  my  almighty  friend, 

When  I  begin  thy  praife, 

VV  here  will  the  growing  numbers  end3 
The  numbers  of  thy  grace  ? 

2  Thou  art  my  'everlafling  trufl 
Thy  goodnefs  I  adore  ; 

And  fince  I -knew  thy  giaces  hid! 

1  fpeak  thy  glories  more. 

3  My  feet  fhall  travel  all  the  length 
Of  the  celeftial  road, 

And  march  with  courage  in  thy  ftren<nh 
To  fee  my  father  God. 

H  Wnen  I  am  fill’d  ivith  fham  e  and  grief 
For  fame  remains  of  fin  ; 

Thy  prornifes  (hall  bring  relief, 

And  give  me  peace  within. 

6  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 
The  victories  of  my  king  J 
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My  foul  redeem’d  from  fin  and  hell 
Shall  thy  falvation  fing. 

5  My  tongue  £hal!  all  the  day  proclaim 
My  Saviour’s  dying  blood  ; 

His  death  has  brought  my  foes  to  fhame 
And  made  my  peace  with  God. 

Watts* 


PfalmLXXII.  FirftPart.  Long  Metre. 

‘ The  kingdom  of  Chrijl. 

REAT  God,  whofe  univerfal  fway| 

OT  All  heav’n  reveres,  all  worlds  obey 
Now  make  the  Saviour’s  glory  known, 
Extend  his  power,  exalt  his  throne. 

-  1  hy  fceptre  well  becomes  his  hands 
Angels  lubmit  to  his  commands  ; 

His  ju  (lice  (hall  protedl  the  poor, 

And  pride  and  rage  prevail  no  more. 

I  With  power  he  vindicates  the  juft, 

And  treads  th’  opprelfor  in  the  duft  ; 

His  righteous  government  (hall  laft. 

Till  days  and  years  and  time  be  pad, 

[  The  heathen  lands  that  lie  beneath 
The  (hades  of  overfpreadiog  death, 

Revive  at  his  firft  dawning  light, 

And  defarts  biofiom  at  the  fight. 

?  7  he  faints  (hairflourifh  in  his  days, 

Dref  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praife  ; 


?■  s  A  L  M  3, 


P.eace,  like  a  river,  from  his  throne 
Shall  flow  to  nations  yet  unknown. 


Watts, 


The  kingdom  of  Chriji;- 


FESUS  fhall  reign,  where’er  the  fun 
Does  his  fucceflive journeys  run  ; 

His  kingdom  ilretch  from  fhoreito  fhore, 
Till  moons  fha.il  wax  and  wane  no  more. 


J 


2  Through  him,  (hall  endleffc  prayer  be. made, 
And  praifes  throng  to  crown  his, head  ; 

His  name,  like  fweet  perfume,  (hall  rife,. 


With  every  daily  facrihce. 


3  i^rom  north  to  Couth  {hall  princes  meet, 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  fee:  ; 


And. barbarous  nations  at  his  word, 
Submit  and  bow  and  own  their  Lord,. 

4  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love,  with  grateful  fong.; 
And  infant  voices  fliall  proclaim, 

Their  early  bleflings  on  his  name. 

<5  Bleflings  abound  where’er  he  reigns, 
The  prifoner  leaps  to  lofe  his  chains  3 
1  he  weary  find  eternal  .reft, 

And  all  the  fans  of  want  are  biefL 


i 


P  S  A  L  m 


6  Where  hedifplays  his  Healing  power, 

The  fling  of  death  is  known  no  more  f 
In  him  the  Tons  of  Adam  boafl, 

More  bledings  than  their  Father  loft. 

.  .  .  ..  / 

7  Let  every  creature  rife  and  bring 
Peculiar  honours  to  our  King, 

Angels  defcend  with  fongs  again 
And  earth  repeat  the  long  Amen . 

Watts, 


Pfalttl  LXXII,  ThirdPart.  Long  Met* 

O 

\ 

D  i'vine  influence  compared  to *  Rain. 

AS  fhowers  on  meadows  newly  mown, 

Our  Ood  (hall  fend  his  fpirit  down  $ 
Eternal  fourceof  grace  divine, 

What  foul  refrefhing  drops  are  thine  ! 

2  Lands  which  beneath  a  burning  fky 
Have  long  been  defolate  and  dry/ 

Th’  effufions  of  his  love  (hall  fl*are, 

And  fudden  life  and  verdure  wear, 

3  The  dews  and  rains  in  ail  their  {lore, 
Watering  the  partuses  o'er  and  o’er,  * 

Are  not  fo  copious,  as  that  grace, 

Which  fandif^s  and  faves  our  race, 

fc  ^s*n  iolt  Gfence,  vernal  fhowers 
Defcend  and  cheer  the  fainting  flowers 
So  in  t^e  fecrecy  of  love, 

Falls  the  bl eft  influence  from  above, 

I*.a. 
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5  T.  bat  heavenly  influence  let  me  find, 

In  holy  filence  of  the  mind  ; 

Whilft  every  grace  maintains  its  bloomy, 
Diffufing  wide  its  rich  perfume, 

6  Nor  let  thefe  bleffings  be  confin’d 
To  me,  but  pour’d  on  ail  mankind  ; 

1  ill  all  the  wa lies  in  verdure  rife, 

And  a  new  Eden  blefs  our  eyes. 

PvIPPON  ’S  Coliedlion 


IPfalm LXXIIL  Firft Part.  LongMt, 

Dangerous  Profgerily. 

LORD,  what  a  tnouglitlefs  wretch  was  L 
To  mourn  and  murmur  and  repine ; 

To  fee  the  wicked  plac’d  on  high. 

And  pride  in  robes  of  honour  fhine 

n  fathom  this  my  thoughts  I, bent, 

But  found  the  cafe  too  hard  for  me  ; . 
Till  to  the  home  of  (3od  I  went 
Then  l  their  end  did  plainly  fee. 

3  However  high  advanc’d  they  all 
r  °n  ^Tpery  places  loofefy  ftand  ; 

I  hence  into  ruin  headlong  fall, 

Cap  down  by  thine  almighty  hand. 

4  Their  fancied  joys,  how  M  they  flee  !  ' 

,  ^ce  a  dream  when  nran  awakes  ;  ' 
i  heir  fongs  of  fofte/1  harmony 

Out  a  preface  to  their  plagues. 


F  S  A  L  M’  & 


V 

5  But  prefence  me  fupplied, . 

And  thy  right  hand  directs  my  way.; 
i.  hy  counfels,  Idoici  dial]  be  my  i/uide, 

'Jo  realms  or  peace  and  cndlefs  dayT. 

Watts  and  Tate, 

Mill  LXXIir.  Sec.  Part.  Com. Met. 

God  pur  Portion. 

GOD,  mv  fupporter  and  my  hope,. 

My  help  forever  near  ; 

Tnine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up, 

When, (inking  in  defpaitv,. 

2  ^ZLCOl*n~eJs*  ^ord,  d>a ]  1  guide  my  feed' 

*  “ro  this  dark  wildernefs; 

Thy  hand  conduft  me  near  thy  feat, 

To  dwell  before  thy  face. 

3  Were  I  in  heaven,  without  mv  God 
i  would  be  no  joy  to  me  * 

And  whilft  this  earth  is  my  abode, 

1  long  for  none  hut  thee* 

4  What  if  the  fprings  of  life  were  broke, 
And'flefK  and  heart  fbould  faint  ? 

God  is  my  foul’s  eternal  rock. 

The  ftrength  of  every  faint. 

5  Behold,  the  finners  who  remove, 

Far  from  thy  prefence,  die; 

Fmt  all  the  idol-gods  they  love,. 

Can  fave-them  when  they  cry. 


\ 


P  S  A*  L  M  S; 


ii6: 

6  But  to  draw  near  to  thee,  my  God, 

Shall  be  my  fweet  employ  ; 

My  tongue  fhall  found  thy  works  abroad, 
And  tell  the  world  my  joy.. 

Watts* 


ptMmLXXIV,  Ver.ia — 17.  C.  Met 

Divine  Providence. 

PARENT  ot  nature,  GOD  fupreme, 

Thy  works  are  great  and  good  ! 

Ail  nature  manifefts  thy  name, 

The  fky,  the  earth,  the  flood. 

2  Thine  is  the  cheerful  day,  and  thine 
The  dark  return  of  night  ; 

Thou  haft  prepar’d  the  fun  to-fhine, 

And  every  feebler  light. 

3  By  thee,  each  region  of  the  earth 
In  perfed  order  Hands  ; 

The  glowing  fouth,  the  frozen  north- 
Obey  thy  fix’d  commands. 

4  Thou  didft  divide;  th’  Egyptian  fea> 

By  thy  refifllefs  might  ; 

To  make  thy  tribes  a  wondrous  -way* 

And  then  fee ure  their  flight. 

£  At  thv  command,  the  folid  rock 
Pour’d  water  from  its  fide  ; 

And  thou  didft  lead  thy  chofen  fleck, 

Thro’  Jordan’s  parting  tide, , 


\ 


l!  S.  A,  L  M  S*  i, 

6  If  nature  owns  its  fcvereign  Lord, 

We  would  obey  thy  will  ; 

And  whilfl  we  truft  thy  faithful  word, 

We  fing  .thy  praifes  flill. 

Watts  and  Tate  with  .variation  and  addition* 


JPfaltU  LXXV.  Long  Metre . 


P purer  cf.  Government  from  God  alone . 


(Applied  to  the  American  Revolution.) 


TO  thee,  mofl  holy  and  tnoft  high, 

We  render  thank  *  and  ling  thy  praife  * 
Thy  worLs  declare  thy  name  is  nigh. 

Thy  works  oi  wonder  and  of  grace. 


2,  To  bondage  doom’d,  thy  free-born Tons 
Beheld  their  foes  indignant  rife  ; 

And  fore  opprefs’J  by  earthly  throne  s* 
Appeal'd  to  him  who  rules  the  fkics. 

3  Then,  mighty  God,  with  equal  power* 

Arofe  thy  vengeance  and  thy.  grace, 

To  drive  their  legions  from  our  fnore* 

And  fave  the  men  who  fought  thy  face. 

4.  Let  haughty  Princes  fink  their  pride, 

Nor  lift  fo  high  their  fcornful  head  : 

But  lay  their  impious  thoughts  afide. 

And  own  the  Powers  which  God  has  made. 

5;  Such  honours  never  come  by  chance, 

Nor  do  the  winds,  promotion, blow*; 


?•  S  A  L  Ivl  S. 
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But  God  the  Judge  doth  one  advance^. 

’Tis  he  that  lays  another  low. 

*  «t.  •  4  *  A 

6  No  vain  pretence  to  royal  birth 
Shall  raifea  tyrant  to  the  throne  ; 

T'h*  impartial  Sovereign  of  the  Earth 
Will  maxe  the  rights  of  men  be  known. 

7  His  hand  will  yet  uphold  the  juft, 

And  whilft  he  tramples  on  the  proud* 

And  lays  their  glory  in  the  duft, 

Our  lips  (hall  fing  his  praife  aloud. 

Altered  from  Watts; 


IpMm  LXXV  1.  Common  Metre.. 

God's  guardian  care  of  his  people ^ 

IN  Judah,  God  of  old  was  known, 

His  name  in  Ifrael  great ; 

In  Salem,  ftood  his  facred  throne, 

And  Sion  was  his  feat. 

2  From  Sion  went  his  dreadful  word, 

And  broke  the  threatning  how  ; 

The  (pear,  the  arrow  and  the  fword, 

And  cru fil’d  th*  Aftyrian  foe. 

•  4  *•» 

g  What  are  the  earth’s  wide  kingdoms  elfe 
But  mighty  hills  of  prey  ? 

The  hill  on  which  Jehovah  clwells^ 

Is  glorious  more  than  they. 


P  S  A  L  «  M  s. 
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{  What  power  can  ftand  before  thy  fight 
When  once  thy  wrath  appears  ? 

When  heaven  fhines  round  with  dreadful  light 
The  earth  lies  Hill  and  fears.  * 

■  t  *  k 

>  When  God  by  his  own  Tovereign  grace 
Appears  to  fave  th*  opprefs’d  ; 
rhe  wrath  of  man  fhali  work  his  praife 
And  he’ll  retrain  the  reft. 

“WATTS. 


pralm  LXXVII.  Common  Metre. 

Comfort  derived, from  ancient  Providences . 

r  X  THEN  overwhelm’d  with  pain  and  grief, 
V  ¥  Beneath  thy  chaftening  rod  ; 

Depriv’d  of  comfort  and  relief, 

We  look  to  thee,  our  God. 


Wilt  thou  forever  caft  us  off?  -  - 

And  will  thy  wrath  prevail  ? 

Haft  thou  forgot  thy  tender  love  ? 

And  will  thy  promife  fail  ? 

But  faith  forbids  this  fcopelcfs  though;. 
And  checks  this  doubting  frame  ; 

We  know  the  works  thy  hand  has  wroh, 
Thy  hand  is  ftili  the  fafrie. 

Hong  did  the  Sons  of  Jucob  lie, 

By  Egypt's  yoke  opprefs’d  ; 

Didft  thou  ref  ufe  to  hear  their  cry 
And  give  thy  people  reft  ? 


y 


v2’2t> 


f  S  A  L  M  S. 


■£  In  thine  own  way,  thy  chofen  iheep 
Maft  hear  thy  mighty  call  ; 

Muft  venture  thro’  the  parted  deep'; 

Befide  the  liquid  wall, 

6  Strange  was  t  heir  journey  thro’ the  Tea, 

A  path  before  unknown  ! 

Terrors  attend  their  wond’rous  wav. 

But  mercy  leads  them  on, 

7  Tho’  tracklefs  waves  of  ocean  hide 

Thy  foctfteps  from  our  fight ; 

We’ll  iollow  where  thy  hand  (hall  guide. 

For  thou  wilt  lead  us  right. 

* .  ; •  -Altered  from  Watts.  • 


pfalm  LXXVIIL  firft  part,  C.  Met 

Religious  Education  of  Children . 

GIVE  ear,  ye  children,  to  my  Law, 

Devout  attention  lend  ; 

Let  the  in  ftruHions  of  mv  mouth, 

Deep  in  your  hearts  defcend. 

2  My  tongue  by  infpir?tion  taught 
Shall  parables  unfold  ; 

Dark  oracles,  but  underftood. 

And  own’d  for  truths  oi  old. 

g  Which  we  from  facred  regifterS, 

Of  ancient  times  have  known  ; 

And  our  forefathers  pious  care 
To  us  hath  handed  down* 


■PSALMS. 


«[  Let  children,  learn  the  mighty  deeds, 
Which  God  perfQrm’d  of  old  ; 

Which  in  our  younger  years  we  faw-. 

And  which  our  fathers  told. 

5  Our  lips  fhall  tell  them  to  our  fons, 

And  they  again  to  theirs  ; 

That  generations,  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them  to  their  heirs. 

6  Thus  fhall  they  learn,  in  God  alone. 

Their  hope  fecurely  (lands  ; 

T  hat  they  may  ne’er  forget  his  works, 

But  praf  itife  his  commands. 

Tate  and  Watt*,  - 

PfalmLXXVIII.  Sec. Part.  Com. Met. 

Ver.  19.  20. 

A  table  in  the  •wildernejs . 

PARENT  of  univerfal  good, 

We  own  thy  bounteous  hand  • 

Which  did  fo  rich  a  table  fpread, 

Ev’n  in  a  defart  land. 

i  Struck  by  thy  power,  the  flinty  rocks 
In  gufhing  torrents  flow  ; 

The  feather'd  wanderers  of  the  air. 

Thy  guiding  inflin6l  know. 

\  From  pregnant  clouds,  at  thy  command, 

Defcends  celeftial  bread  ; 

M 
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And  by  light  drops  of  pearly  dew, 


Are  numerous  armies  ted. 

4  Supported  thus,  thine  Ifrael  march’d, 

The  promis’d  land  to  gain  ; 

And  fhali  thy  children  now  begin 
To  leek  their  God  in  vain  ? 

5  Are  all  thy  flores  exhaufted  now  ? 

Or  does  thy  mercy  tail  ? 

That  faith  fhould  languish  in  our  bread, 
And  anxious  care  prevail  ? 

6  Yebafe  unworthy  fears,  be  gone, 

And  wide  difperfe  in  air  ; 

Eor  I  deferve  my  father’s  rod. 

When  I  didrud  h  is  care. 


Doddridge. 


» 


BEHOLD,  O  God,  how  cruel  foes 
Our  peaceful  heritage  invade  ; 

Their  lawlefs  tribute  they  impofe, 

And  in  the  duff  our  towns  are  laid. 

2  To  rav’nous  birds,  our  flelh  they  gave, 

Slaughter’d  on  fields,  with  crimfon  dy’tl  • 
The  cheap  indulgence  of  a  grave 
Is  by  inhuman  foes  deny’d. 


PSALMS.  i*3 

q  How  long,  O  Lord,  fhall  we  endure  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  hear  the  captrve  s  cry  ; 
Refcue,  by  thine  almighty  power. 

The  trembling  wretch,  condemn  b  to  di 

a  Remember  not  our  former  guilt, 

But  fave  us  by  thy  bound  lefs  grace  ; 

Then  (hall  our  wades  again  be  built. 

And  all  our  mouths  be  fill’d  with  probe. 

Altered  from  Bar  low. 


]g>Calm  LXXX.  Long  Metre. 

f The  vineyard  of  God  laid  ivajic. 

GREAT  Shepherd  of  thine  lirael, 

Who  didft  between  the  cherubs  dw- 
And  lead  the  tribes,  thy  chofen  fheep 
Safe  thro’  the  defart  and  the  deep  : 

z  Thy  church  deferted  now  appears ; 

Shine  from  on  high,  difpel  our  fears ; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore, 

We  {ball  be  fav’d  and  figh  no  more. 

3  Haft  thou  not  planted  with  thy  hand 
A  lovely  vine  in  this  our  land  ? 

Did  not  thyt power  defend  it  round  ? 

And  heavenly  dews  enrich  the  ground  ? 

4  How  did  the  fpreading  branches  fhoot, 
And  blefs  thy  people  with  its  fruit  ! 

But  now,  O  Lord,  look  down  and  fee 
Thy  mourning  vine,  thy  lovely  tree  1 


***  PS  A  L  M  s 

5  Why  is  its  beauty  thus  defac’d  ? 

Why  are  ns  fences  thus  Jaid  wafle  ?• 

£!S  fruit  expos’d  befide  the  way  ' 
lo  each  rapacious  hand  a  prey  j 

6  JietUrn’  °  G°d,  thy  face  incline 
Return  and  vifit  this  thy  vine  • 

urn  us  to  thee,  thy  face  difplay 
And  grief  and  fear  foall  fly  away. 

Watts  and  Merrick 


LX  XXI.  Short  Metre. 

I^G  to  the  Lord,  aloud, 

And  make  a  joyful  noife  : 

GLe-1STfUr  fleng'h’  C!lr  favi^r  God, 
e«-  iLaei  hear  his  voice. 

^rotij  vile  ldolatj-y^ 

Preferve  my  worfh’ip  clean  • 
am  the  Lord  who  fet  thee  free 
hrom  f]  a  very  and  fin. 

“  f‘®‘^Vhy  defires  abroad 
And  1 11  fuppjy  them  well  • 

But  if  ye  will  refufe  your  God, 

•ii  Lrael  wiIJ  rebel, 

4  “  ril  leave  them,  faith  the  Lord 

i  o  their  own  luffs  a  prey  : 

And  Jet  them  run  the  dannoL  , 

•MS  their  own  c.hofen  way. 


P  S  A  L  M  S.  1«5 
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5  “  Yet,  O  that  ail  my  Saints, 

Would  hearken  to  my  voice  ; 

Soon  would  1  eafe  their  fore  complaints 
And  make  their  hearts  rejoice. 

6  “  Whilfl  I  deflrov  their  Poes 

I’d  richly  Feed  my  flock  ; 

And  they  fiiould  tafle  the  ffream  that  flows, 
From  their  eternal  rock.” 

Watts. 


jpfalm  LXXXII.  Common  Metre . 

Warning  to  Magijirates. 

GOD  in  the  great  alTembly  fiands 
And  with  impartial  eye  ; 

Beholds  how  rulers  life  their  power 
And  does  their  actions  try. 

a  When juflice  reigns  and  right  prevails, 

The  Judge  their  virtue  loves  ; 

But  when  iniquity  abounds, 

Their  deeds  hedifapproves. 

3  The  faithful  voice  oF  confcience  (peaks 
In  filence  to  their  mind  ; 

-How  long  will  ye  unjuflly  judge 
And  he  to  finners  kind  ? 

4  **  Pioteft  the  humble,  help  the  poor, 

The  fatherlefs  defend  : 

Dare  not  the  widow  to  opprefs, 

And  be  the  fufferer’s  friend. 


iao  P  S  A  L  M  &, 

5  “  Remember  tho’  your  feat  is  high 

Your  title  Gods  on  earth  ;  6 

Your  heads  muft  in  the  grave  be  laid 
•Like  men  of  humbler  birth. 

6  “  y°ur  Public  and  private  deeds  - 

Will  into  judgment  come  ; 

And  Irom  my  lips  muft  each  receive  • 

The  moll  impartial  doom.” 

7  Arife,  0  God,  thy  facred  truth 
Thro’  all  the  earth  difplay  ; 

Till  every  nation  (hall  behold 
And  own  thy  righteous  Iway-. 

Altered  from  Ta  t  e  , 


Pfalm  LXXXIII.  Short  Metre . 

A  Complaint  againj}  P erf  ecu  tors . 

ND  will  the  God  of  grace 
Perpetual  filence  keep  ? 

When  bloody  men  more  fierce  than  wolves 
•Devour  his  diarmlefs  fheep  ? 


2  Againft-thy  feeble  flock 

Their  counfels  they  employ  ; 
And  malice  with  her  watchful  eye 
Purlues  them  to  deflroy. 


3  “  Gome  let  us  join,  they  fay, 
To  extirpate  the  race  ; 

Till  darK  oblivion  fhall  prevail. 
Their  inem’ry  to  effaced* 
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l  Awake,  Almighty  God, 

And  difappoint  their  aim. 

Make  them  like  chaffbefore  the  wind. 

Or  bubble  to  the  flame. 

i  Then  (hall  the  nations  know, 

That  glorious*  faithful  word, 

No  human  counfels  or  device 
Can  band  againft  the  Lord.'9 

Altered  from  Watts, 


IPf&liW  LXXXIV.  Long  Metre , 

‘The  pie  afar  e  of  public  'ivorjhip. 

REAT  God,  attend  while  Zion  bngs 
The  joy  that  from  thy  prefence  fprings^ , 
To  fpendone  day  with  thee  on  earth 
Exceeds  a  thoufand  days  of  mirth. 

The  fparrow  chufes  where  to  reft 
And  for  her  young  provides  a  neb  ; 

But  will  my  God  to  fparrows  grant, 

Thofe  pleafures  which  his  children  want  f 

Might  I  enjoy  the  meanefl  place 
Within  thy  houfe,  O  God  of  grace  ; 

Not  tents  of  eafe  nor  thrones  of  power 
Should  tempt  me  to  delert  thy  door. 

God  is  our  Sun,  he  makes  our  day 
Gods  is  our  fhield,  he  guards  our  way, 

From  all  tlT  afiaults  of  hell  and  fin, 

From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 


5  All  needful  grace  will  God  bellow, 

And  crown  that  grace  with  glory  too  ; 

He  gives  us  ail  things,  and  witholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  fouls. 

i 

6  Blefl  are  the  men,  whofe  fkdfaft  mind 
To  Zion’s  gate  is  ftill  inclin’d  j 

God  is  their  lirength  and  thro*  the  road 
J  hey  lean  upon  their  helper,  God. 

7  Cheetful  they  walk  with  growing  ftrength, 

'  a'l  ^lail  meet  in  heaven  at  length  ; 

Tili  all  before  thy  lace  appear. 

And  join  in  nobler  worlhip  there. 

Watts. 


pfalmLXXXIV .  FirfrPart.  Com.  Met . 

Delight  in  divine  ordinances . 

M\  heart  and  fie fh  cry  out  for  thee 
While  far  from  thine  abode,* 

When  lhall  I  tread  thy  courts  and  fee 
My  Saviour  and  my  God  ! 

2  To  fit  one  day  beneath  thine  eye. 

And  hear  thy  gracious  voice, 

Exceeds  a  thoufand  days  employ’d 
In  fin’s  voluptuous  joys. 

3  Much  rather  in  God’s  houfe  would  I 
The  meaneff  office  take, 

Than  in  the  wealthy  tents  of  fin 
My  fp  lend  id  dwelling  make* 
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For  God  who  is  our  Sun  and  fhield 
Will  grace  and  glory  give  ; 

And  no  good  thing  will  he  withold 
From  them  who  judly  live. 

O  God,  whom  heavenly  hofls  obey. 

How  highly  bled  is,  he, 

Whofe  hope  and  truft  fecurely  plac'd 
Are  dill  repos’don  thee  ! 

O  could  I  o’er  the  fpacious  land 
And  lea  extend  my  fway  ; 

For  one  bled  hour  at  thy  right  hand 
I’d  give  them  both  away. 

Tate  and  WATrsp 


•fcfolLXXXIV.  Sec. Part.  Com.  Met, 

)  Delight  in  divine  ordinance t v 

LORD  how  worthy  of  our  love 
Is  that  delightful  place, 

Where  we  can  meet  to  pray  and  hear 
Thy  word  of  truth  and  grace  ! 

3ur  longing  foul  faints  with  defire 
To  tread  that  bled  abode  ; 

3ur  panting  heart  and  flefh  cry  out 
For  thee,  the  living  God. 

rhere  the  great  Monarch  of  the  Ikies, 

Kts  Caving  power  difplays, 
fnd  light  breaks  in  upon  our  eyes. 

With  kind  and  quickning  rays. 
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4  The  birds  more  happy  far  than  we 
Abound  thy  temple  throng  ; 

Securely  there  they  build  and  there, 
Securely  hatch  their  young. 

^  Thrice  happy  they  whofe  choice  has  thee 
Their  fure  prote£ion  made  ! 

Who  love  to  tread  the  (acred  ways 
Which  to  thy  temple  lead  ! 

6  Thus  they  proceed  by  various  Heps, 

And  (till  approach  more  near, 

Till  all  on  Zion’s  heavenly  mount 
Before  their  God  appear. 


Tate  and  Watts  with  variation. 


LXXXIV.  Hallelujah  Metn 


The  pleafure  of  public  ’worfbip . 

ORD  of  the  worlds  above, 


H  How  pleafant  and  how  fair 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love 
Thy  earthly  temples  are  ! 

To  thine  abode,  My  heart  afpires, 
With  warm  defires.  To  fee  my  God. 

2  The  fparrow  for  her  young 

With  oleafure  feeks  a  neft, 

*  * 

And  wandering  fwallows  long 
To  find  their  wonted  reft  ; 

With  equal  zeal,  Lord  I  would  wait 

Within  thy  gate,  And  with  thee  dwe 
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3  To  fpend  one  facred  day 
Where  God  and  faints  abide, 

Affords  diviner  joy 

Than  thoufand  days  befide, 

Where  God  reforts,  I  love  it  more 
To  keep  the  door,  Than  fhine  in  courts. 

4  O  happy  fouls  that  pray 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear  ! 

O  happy  men  that  pay 
Their  conftant  fervice  there  ! 

They  praife  thee  ftill,  And  happy  they. 
Who  find  the  way  To  Zion’s  hill. 

5  They  go  from  ftrength  to  ftrength 
Thro’  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 

Till  each  arrives  at  length, 

Till  each  in  heaven  appears. 

O  glorious  feat !  When  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring  Our  willing  feet  ! 

Watts. 


pfalm  LXXXV.  Common  Metre. 

Prayer  for  Public  Deliverance . 

TH  F  favour,  gracious  Lord,  difplay 
Which  we  have  long  implor'd  ; 

And  for  thy  wond’rous  mercy’s  fake 
Thy  heavenly  aid  afford. 

2  Thine  anfwer  patiently  we’ll  wait 
For  thou  with  glad  fuccefs, 


ig‘2 
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If  they  no  more  to  folly  turn 
Thy  mourning  faints  wilt  blefs* 

3  Tothofe  who  fear  thy  holy  name, 

Is  thy  falvation  near  ; 

And  in  its  former  happy  {late 
Cur  nation  fliall  appear. 

4  For  mercy  now  with  truth  is  joined 

And  righteoufnefs  with  peace; 

I  hofe  kind  companions  abfent  long 
With  friendly  arms  embrace. 

5  Truth  from  the  earth  like  faired  flowers 

Shall  fpring  and  bloom  around  ; 

And  judice  from  her  heavenly  feat 
Behold  andblefs  the  ground. 

6  The  Lord  will  on  our  land  bedow 

Whatever  thing  is  good  ; 

The  foil  in  plenty  fliall  produce 
Her  fruits  to  be  our  food. 

y  Before  him  righteoufnefs  fliall  go 
And  his  juA  path  prepare  ; 

Whild  we  his  facred  deps  purfue 

With  condant  zeal  and  care. 

Miltok  and  Tate. 


pfalm  LXXXV.  Long  Metre. 

Salvation  by  CbriJl. 

SALVATION  is  forever  nigh 

The  fouls  who  fear  and  trud  (he  Lord  ; 
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And  grace,  defcending  from  on  big?* 

Tile  hope  of  glory  (hall  afford. 

£  Mercy  and  troth  on  earth  are  met 
SinceChrifl  theLord  came  down  from  heav'n  ; 
By  his  obedience  fo  complete, 

J  office  is  pleas’d  and  peace  is  given, 

3  Now  truth  aftd  virtue  fh all  abound, 

Religion  dwell  on  earth  again, 

And  heavenly  influence  blefs  the  ground 
In  our  Redeemer’s  gentle  reign. 

1  His  righteoufnefs  is  gone  before 
1  o  give  us  free  accels  to  God  ; 

Our  wandering  feet  fh-dl  foray  no  more, 

But  mark  his  iieps  and  keep  the  road 

Watts. 


PfallU LX  X  X  V I .  Vc r .  8 , 9 , 1 0 .  L .  Met s 

rTbe  only  living  and  trite  God. 

ETERNAL  God,  almighty  caufe 

Ot  earth  and  leas  and  worlds  unknown  ; 
All  things  are  fubjedi  to  rhv  laws  ; 

All  things  depend  on  thee  alone, 

1  Thy  glorious  being  fingly  (lands 
Of  all  within  itfelf  poifefs’d  ; 

ContTotjl’d  by  none  are  thy  commands, 

Thou  from  thy  felt  alone  art  bled, 

1  ^  0  thee,  alone  oui  (elves  we  owe  $ 

Let  heav  n  and  earth  due  homage  pay  ; 


. 
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AH  oiner  Gods  we  dtfavow, 

•Deny  their  claims,  renounce. their  /way. 

4  Spread  thy  great  name  thro’  heathen  lands, 
1  hcii  iao!  Deities  dethrone  ; 

Deduce  the  world  to  thy  command 
And  reign,  as  thou  art,  God  alone. 

Reformed  Liturgy, 

LX XX VI I.  Long  Metre* 

'I'hc  Church  the  birth  place  eg  Saints , 

(On  opening  anew  place  of  worlhip,) 

AND  will  the  great  eternal  God 
On  eaun  edablifh  his  abode  ? 

And  will  he  from  his  radiant  throne 
Avow  our  temples  as  his  own  ? 


2  We  bring  the  tribute  of  our  praife, 
And  fing  that  condescending  grace, 
Which  to  our  notes  will  lend  an  ear 
And  call  us  finful  mortals  near. 


-3  Our  father’s  watchful  care  weblefs, 
Which  guards  our  fynagogues  in  peace^ 
I  hat  no  tumultuous  Iocs  invade, 
io  fill  our  worlhippers  with  dread. 


4  Thefe  walls,  we  to  thy  honour  raife, 
Long  may  they  echo  with  thy  praife  ; 
And  thou  defeending  fill  the  place, 
With  choice!!  tokens  of  thv  grace* 


V 
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J  Here  let  the  great  Redeemer  reign, 
With  all, the  graces  of  his  train 
Whilfl  power  divine  his  word  attends, 
To  conquer  foes  and  cheer  his  friends. 

6  And  in  the  great  decifive  day, 

When  God  the  nations  fhall  furvey, 
May  it  before  the  world  appear, 
Thoufands  were  born  to  glory  here. 


Doddridge: 


(Adapted  to  the  detlgn  of  humane  focieties.) 
ROM  thee,  great  Lord  of  life  and  death, 


JL'  Do  we  receive  our  vital  breath  ; 

And,  at  thy  fov’reign  call,  refign 
That  vital  breath,  that  gift  divine. 

£  Wilt  thou  (how  wonders  to  the  dead  ? 
Wilt  thou  revive  the  lifelefshead  ? 
And  from  the  filence  of  the  grave. 
Wilt  thou  the  wretched  vifiim  fave  ? 

3  Such  wonders,  formerly  unknown. 

Thy  providence  to  us  hath  Qiown  ; 

To  feeble  man,  thou  do  ft  impart 
The  plaftic,  life-redeeming,  art. 

|  We  blefs  thee  for  the  (kill  and  power, 
From  death’s  appearance,  to  reftore  ; 


Tms  nice  machine  of  curious  frame  | 
And  light  again  the  vital  flame, 

-5  May  every  life,  by  thee  reftor’cf. 

Be  con  derated  to  the  Lord  ; 

May  pious  love  in  {pi  re  each  breaft, 

VV  hich  has  thy  faying  hand  confefs’d* 

6'  Again  'he y  muftrefig^i  their  breath. 
And  fink  beneath  the  ilroke  of  death  ; 
When  from  that  death  they  (hail  revive. 
May  each  with  thee  in  glory  live, 

. — .  - .  ....  -  .   \  . 


Pfahn .L. XXX VIII.  Six  Line -L.  Met, 


On  th(  death  of friends, 

QGOD  of  my  falvation,  hear 

My  nightly  groans,  my  daily  prayer, 
That  fill  1  employ  my  wailing  breath  ; 

My  foul,  declining  to  the  grave, 

Imploies  thy  fovreign  power  to  lave, 
hiorn  daik  defpair  and  gloomy  deaib8 

a  Thy  wrath  lies  heavy  on  my  foul, 

And  waves  of  forrow  o’er  me  roll, 

\\  hilft  dull  and  filence  fpread  the  gloom  * 
My  friends,  belov’d  in  happier  days, 

The  dear  companions  of  my  ways, 

Defcend  around  me  to  the  tomb. 


3  As  loft  in  lonely  grief  I  tread 
The  filem  mapfions  of  the  dead 


P  S  A  L  M‘  S. 


*37 

Or  to  feme  throng’d  affcmbly  go  ; 

Thro’  all  alike,  I  rove  alone, 

Forgotten  here,  and  there  unknown, 

The  change  renews  my  piercing  woe. 

4  Wilt  thou  negleft  my  mournful  call  ? 

Or  who  (hall  profit  by  my  fall  ?  • 

When  life  departs  and  love  expires  ; 

Can  duff  and  darknefs  praife  the  Lord,1 
Or  wake  and  brighten  at  his  word, 

To  join  the  high  angelic  choirs  ? 

g  My  friends  are  gone,  my  comforts  fled, 

The  fad  remembrance  of  the  dead 

Recals  my  wandering  thoughts  to  mourn; 
But  thro’  each  melancholy  day, 
l  call  on  thee  and  Rill  will  pray, 

Imploring  Rill  thy  kind  return, 

Barlow, 


JPfalm  LXXXIX.  Fir  ft  Part.  C.M. 


hi  effect  Goff  el. 

BLEST  are  the  fouls  who  hear  and  know 
The  Gofpel’s  joyful  found  ; 

Peace  fhall  attend  the  path  they  go 
And  light  their  Reps  furround. 


2.  Their  joy  fhall  bear  their  fpirits  up 

Thro’  their  Redeemer’s  name  ; 

¥ 

His  promiles  exalt  their  hope 
Nor  Satan  dares  condemn, 

n:'b  * 


¥  y 
•r 
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3  I  lie  Lord  our  glory  and  defence 
Strength  and  falvatior.  gives  ; 

Ifiaei,  thy:  king  foiever  reigns 
i  ky  God  forever  lives. 

Watts, 


♦ 

I  *  * 


i 


!j, 

till. 
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IPfalmLXXXIX.  Sec. Part.  Com .  Met 

cfbc  Covenant  oj  grace. 

EAR  what  the  Loid  in  vifion  faid 
And  made  his  mercy  known  } 

•Sinners, behold  your  help  is  laid 
On  my  beloved  Son, 


«* 


^  “  Behold  the  man  my  wifdotn  chofe^ 
Among  your  mortal  race  ; 

IJiS  head  my  holy  oil  overflows. 

The  fpirit  of  my  grace. 


3  fhail  ae  reign  on  David’s  throne^ 
My  people’s  better  king  ; 

My  arm  ihail  put  his  rivals  down, 

And  did!  new  fuhje£ls  biing, 

4  “  My  truth  fhall  guard  him- in  his  way 

With  mercy  by  his  fide  ; 

While  in  myna  me,  thro*  earth  and  fe.ar. 
He  /hall  iiijtrkrmph  ride. 


5'  41  Me  for  his  father  and  his  God, 
He  fhall  forever  own  ; 

Call  me  his  rock,  his  high  abode., 
And  i'll  fupport  my  Sorij, 


P:  S-  A  L  Ml  s;. 


6  My  fbfi-born  Son,  array’d  in  grace 


At  my  right  hand  (hall  fit  ; 

Beneath  him,  Angels  know  their  place. 
And  Princes  at  his  feet. 


7  "  My  cov’nant  (lands  forever  fafL 
My  promifesare  fit  ong  ; 

Firmasthe  Heavn’s  his  throne  firall  lafi 


His  feed  endure  as  lor>gf** 


Watts,... 


#Ca!m  LXXXIX.  Third  Part.  C.  Ml. 


Ybt  Covenant  of  Gracr. 


ET  (faith  the  Lord)  if  David’s  race. 


JL  The  children  of  my  Son, . 

Should  break  my  laws,  abefe  my  grace*., 
And  tempt  my  anger  down;: 


£  49  Their  fins  I’D  vi fit  with  the  rod, 

v  y 

And  make  their  folly  fmart  ; 

But  never  ceafe  to  be  their  God, 


Nor  from  my  truth  depart. 


3  •*  My  covenant  I  will  not  revoke,* 

But  keep  my  grace  in  mind  ; 

And  what  eternal  love  hath  fpoke,- 
Eternal  truth  (hah  bind. 

£  “  Once  have  I  fworn  (J  need  no  mere) 
And  pledg’d  my  holinefs  ;  ^ 

To  feal  the  (acred  promife  fure9 

To  David  and  his  race,. 


I 
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<S*  **  San  (hall  fee  his  offspring  rife* 

And  fpread  from  fea  to  Tea  ; 

Long  as  he  travels  round  the  (kies, 

To  give  the  nations  day. 

^  Sure  as  the  moon  that  rules  the  night; 

*•  His  kingdom  (hall  endure  ; 

Till  the  fix’d  laws  of  (hade  and  light 
Shall  be  obferv’d  no  more.” 

Watts. 


J^falmLXXXIX.  Six  Line-L.  M. 

Life ,  Death  and  ike  Refur) e Ellon. 

r I  'T1INK,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  man  ! 

-S.  How  few  his  hours,  how  (hort  the  (pan 
Short  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  : 

Who  can  fecure  his  vital  breath, 

Againft  the  bold  demands  of  death, 

With  (kill  to  fly,  or  power  to  fave  ? 

i  , 

%  Lord,  (hall  it  be  forever  (aid, 

“  The  race  of  men  was  only  made 
For  (ieknefs,  forrow  and  the  dud 
Are  not  thy  fervants  day  by  day 
Sent  to  the  grave,  and  turn'd  to  clay  ? 
Lord,  where’s  thy  kindnels  to  the  juft  x 

3  Haft  thou  not  promis’d  to  thy  Son, 

And  all  his  feed,  a  heavn’Jy  crown  ? 

But  flefh  and  fenfe  indulge  defpair  f 

Lorever  bleffed  be  the  Lord. 

,  "  \  c  *•*  •  * 
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That  faith  can  read  thy  holy  word* 

And  find  a  refurre£lion  there* 

4  Forever  blefled  be  the  Lord, 

Who  gives  his  faints  a  long  reward, 
tor  all  their  toil,  reproach  and  pair?,, 

Let  all  below,  and  all  above, 

Join  to  proclaim  thy  wondrous  love. 

And  each  repeat  their  loud  amtn. 

Watts* 


Pfalm  LXX  X IX .  Firft  Part .  L  ongMet- * 

*Tbe  C&vtnani  of  Gract, 

C^OREVER  thall  my  long  record 
L  The  truth  and  mercy  of  the  Lord  ; 

Mercy  and  truth  forever  {land 
Like  heavn  eftablifli’d  by  his  hand. 

Thus  to  his  Son,  he  fwore,  and  faid, 

“  With  .thee -my  covenant  is  made  ; 

In  thee  dial  1  dying  Tinners  live. 

Glory  and  grace  are  thine  to  give. 

(i  Be  thou  my  prophet,  thou  my  priefL. 

Thy  child  ren  fhall  be  ever  blefh; 

Thou  art  my  chofen  king,  thy  throne 
Shall  ftand  eternal,  as  my  own, 

There  s  none  of  all  my  faints  above. 

So  much  my  image  or  mv  love, 

Gele/lial  powers  thy  fubje6h  are  ; 

Then  what  can  earth  with  thee  compare  ? 
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1  <2 
X- 

A  u  David  my  ferVant,  whom  I  chofe* 

To  guard  my  flock  to  crufh  my  foes,. 

And  rais’d  him  to  the  Jewifh  throne 
Was  but  the  fiiadcw  of  my  Son.” 

6  Now  let  the  church  rejoice  and  fing; 
Jefus  her  Saviour  and  her  king  ; 

Angels  his  heavenly  honours  (how, 

And  Saints  declare  his  works  below;* 

Wat' 


pfalsn  LXXXIX.  Sec. Part.  L,  M 


Divine  Sovereignty  and  -public  vuorJJj’p, 


WHAT  feraph  of  celeflu!  birth 

To  vie  with  Ifrael’s  God  Qiall  dare  ; 
Or  who  among  the  fons  of  earth, 

Gan  with  the  mighty  God  compare  ? 


2  Lord  God  of  armies  w ho  can  hoafl 
Of  (Length  and  power  like  thine  renown?< 
Of  fuch  a  num’rous  faithful  hoft. 

As  that  which  does  thy  throne  furround  ? 


g  Thou  doft  the  raging  fea  controul 
And  change  the  lurface  of  the  deeo  ; 
Thou  mak’it  the  deeping, billows  roll, 
Thou  mak’ft  the  rolling  billows  deep  • 


4.  In  thee,  the  fov ’reign  right  remains 
O'  earth  and  heaven  ;  thee,  Lord,  alone,. 
The  world  and  all  that  it  contains 
Their  maker  and  preferver  own,. 


p 

Happ  ’,  thrice  happy  they,  who  hear 
n»e  (acred  trumpet’s  joyful  found  ; 

\nd  who  among  thy  faints  appear 
iVnh  thy  moll  glorious  prefence  crown’d, 

With  rev’rence  and  religious  dread 
rhy  faints  will  to  thy  temple  prefs  ; 
rhy  fear  thro'  all  their  hearts  ihall  fpread 
Who  thy  mod  holy  name  coniefs. 


pfalm  XC.  Common  Metre, 

God':  eternity  , and  Alan's  mortality. 

1  EFORE  the  hills  in  order  flood, 

^  Or  earth  receiv’d  her  frame  ; 

'rom  everlafling,  thou  art  God, 

To  endlefs  ye^rs  the  fame. 

"hy  word  commands  ourflefh  to  duf! 

“  Return,  yefons  of  men 
dl  nations  rofe  from  earth  at  firft, 

And  turn  to  earth  again. 

L  thoufand  ages  in  thy  fight 
Are  like  an  evening,  gone  ; 
hort  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rifing  Sum 

ime,  like  an  ever. running  dream 

Bears  all  its  fons  away  ; 
hey  fly  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
•Dies  at  the  opening  day. 
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^  ’Tis  but  a  few  whofe  days  amount 
To  threefcore  years  and  ten  ; 

And  all  beyond  that  {hort  account 
Is  for  row-,  toil  and  pain. 

€  Then  let  us  learn  the  he&v’nly  art 
T’irnprove  the  hours  we  have  5 
That  we  may  aft  the  wifer  part, 

;  And  live  beyond  the  grave. 

Watts  « 


pfalm  XC.  Long  Metre. 

Divine  prote^i on  thro ’  every  age. 

r  |  ^HOU,  Lord,  thro’ every  changing  fcene, 
A  Hall  to  thy  faints  a  refuge  been  ! 

I  hi  o’  every  age,  eternal  GoD, 

Their  pleafing  home,  their  fafe  abode  ! 

5  In  thee  our  lathers  fought  their  ref!. 

And  were  with  thy  proteftion  bleft  ; 

Tho’  in  the  fhade  of  death  they  lie, 

They ’1 1  rife  and  dwell  above  the  (ky» 

3  Behold  their  fons,  a  feeble  race  ! 

We  come  to  fill  our  fathers’  place  1 
Our  helplefs  flare  with  pity  view, 

And  let  us  (hare  their  refuge  too. 

4  I  hro’  all  the  thorny  paths  we  tread, 
lire  we  are  number’d  with  tire  dead  $ 
When  friends  defect,  and  foes  invade* 

Be  thou  wr  all  (ufficient  aid. 
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So  when  this  pilgrimage  is  o’er, 

And  we  mud  dwell  on  earth  no  more  ; 

To  thee,  great  God,  may  we  afeend 
And  find  an  everlafting  friend. 

To  thee  our  infant  race  we’ll  leave, 

Them,  may  their  father’s  God  receive  * ' 
That  voices  yet  unform  a  may  raife 
Succeeding  hymns  ol  humble  pra'ife. 

•Dodd  kid  g  e 


MS 


XC.  Short  Metre. 

¥be  JJoortnefs  of  l ft, 

what  a  feeble  piece, 

-J  Is  this  our  mortal  frame  ! 

Our  life,  how  poor  a  trifle  his 
That  Larce  deferves  the  name  ! 

Alas,  the  brittle  clay, 

That  built  our  body  firfl  1 
And  every  month,  and  every  day, 

Tis  mouJd’ring  back  to  dull  ! 

Then,  if  cur  days  muff  fly, 

We’11  keep  their  end  in  fight  ; 

V  a  ^  them  all  in  vvifdom’s  way,, 
A,nd  let  them  fpeed  their  flight. 

J  hGy  ,jJ  fooner  waft  us  o’er 
This  life  s  tempefluous  fea  ; 

rhg"  /M1  we  ,eac^  'he  peaceful  fkore 
Of  bleft  eternity.  - 

O 
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A  C I .  C ommon  Metre, 

Divine  Protection,  Rejig  nation  and  Gratitude. 

WHLN  I  furvey  life’s  varied  feene, 
Amidff  the  darkefl  hours ; 

.Bright  rays  of  comfort  ihine  between, 
And  thorns  are  mix’d 'with  flowers. 


2  This  thought  can  all  my  feais  controul. 

And  bid  my  forrows  fly  ; 

No  harm  can  ever  reach  my  foul, 
Beneath  my  father’s  eye. 

3  Whate’er  thy  facred  wilj  ordains* 

Ogi  ve  me  (Length  to  bear  ; 

And  let  me  know,  my  father  reigns, 
And  trufl  his  tender  care. 

4  If  pain  and  ficknefs  rend  this  frame 

And  life  almofi  depart  ; 

Is  not  thy  mercy  Rill  the  fame, 

To  cheat  my  drooping  heart  ? 

5  Is  blooming  health  my  happyTnare  ? 

O  may  I  blefs  my  God  ; 

Thy  goodnefs  let  my  long  declare, 

And  fpi ead  thy  praife  abioad. 

G  While  fuch  delightful  gifts  as  thefe 

Are  kindly. dealt  to  me  ; 

Be  all  my  hours  of  health  and  eafe 

Devoted,  Lord,  to  thee. 

\  7 

y  If  cares  and  forrows  me  furround, 

Their  power  why  fhould  I  fear  ? 


4 


s  A  L  M  3,  1, 

My  inward  peace  they  cannot  wound, 

It  thou,  my  God,, art,  near* 

Thy  fov’reign  ways  are  all  unknown 
I «  my  weak,  erring  fight  • 

^ et  let  niv  foul,  adoring,  <*.vn 
That,  all  thy  ways  aie  right, 

Mrs.  Steele, 


•  |5)  faUU  X  C 1 1 .  L  ong  Met  re . 

.  For  the  Lord's  daj . 

X  TELCOME,  thou  day  of  (acred  red  ! 
v  ▼  No  mortal  cares  (hall  fill  my  bread, 
Q  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
tike  David’s  harp  ol  folemn  found, 

My  heart  (hall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 

And  blefs  his  works  and  blefs  his  word  ; 

I  by  works  of  grace  how  bright  they  {Line! 
How  deep  thy  counfels,  how  divine  ! 

f  \  r  /  t 

Fools  never  raife  their  tho’ts  fo  high 
Like  brutes  they  live,  like  brutes  they  die  ! 
Like  grabs  they  flouriih  ’till  thy  breath, 

Command  them  to  the  (hade  of  death. 

*■ 

Lut  I.  Gull  fhare  a  glorious  part, 

When  grace  hath  purify ’d  my  heart,  • 

And  frefh  fupplies  of  joy  are  fhed 
L.ke  holy  oil  to  cheat  my  head. 
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,5  Sin,  my  worlt  enemy  before* 

Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more  y 
My  inward  foes  (hall  all  be  (lain* 

Nor  Satan  break  my  peace  again* 

6  Then  (hall  1  fee,  and  hear,  and  know» 

All  I  defir’dor  wifh’d  below  ; 

And  every  power  find  full  employ 

4 Jin  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

_  Watt 

pfaltn  XCIII.  Long  Metre . 

Divine  Sovereignty  and  Holitrefs. 

THE  Lord, .the  God  of  gtaiy  reigns. 

In  robes  of  majefty  array’d  ; 

The  earth’s  foundations  he  fuftains, 

And  rules  the  world  his  hand  hath  made. 

2  Ere  rolling  Teas  began  to  move, 

Or  the  blue  heav’ns  were  diet ch'd  abroad 
Thy  facred  throne  was  fix’d  above, 

Erom  everlafling  thou  art  God. 

g  The  floods,  O  Lord,  lift  up  their  voice 
And  tofs  their  troubled  waves  an  high  ; 
But  God  above  can  fliil  the  noife, 

And  make  the  angry  fea  comply. 

4  Thy  righteous  laws,  O  Lord,  are  fure# 
And  thofe  who  in  thy  prefence  dwell, 
That  happy  ftation  to  fecure, 

Mull  {fill  in  holinefs  excell. 


T.vt*  and  Stesi 
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XGIIT.  Particular  Metr 

Divine  -power,  the  Church's fi/eiy. 

jT^HE  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 

^  And  roy<d  (late  maintains  ; 

His  head  with  awjul  glories  crown’d  • 
Array’d  in  robes  of  light, 

‘  Begirt  with  fov’reign  might, 

And  rays  of  tnajehy  around.. 

upheld  by  thy  commands, 

The  wo:  Id  fee u rely  (lands. 

And  fkies  and  liars  obey  thy  word 
1  hy  throne  was  fix’d  on  high, 

Before  the  Harry  Iky.; 

Eternal  is  thy  kingdom,  Lord. 

In  vain  the  noify  crowd, 

Like  billows  fierce  and  load, 

Againfl  thine  empire  cage  and  roar  ; 

In  vain  with  angry  fpite, 

>  The  fuily  nations  fight, 

And  dafh  like-  waves  againfl  the  ffiore. 


Let  floods  and  nations  rage, 

And  all  their  powers  engage, 

Let  fwdiing  tides  aifault  the  fky 
The  terrors  of  thy  frown, 

Shall  beat  their  madnefs  down  ; 
1  by  throne  forever  Hands  on  high. 

Thy  promifes  are  true, 

1  hy  grac£  is  ever  new  ; 

O  2 
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There  fix'd,  thy  Church  (hall  ne'er  remc 
Thy  faints  with  holy  fear,. 

Shall  in  thy  courts  appear,. 

And  fing  thine  everlafiing  love, 

Wat 


pfaim  XCIV.  Common  Metre* 

Again]]  •wicked  Rulers. 

HOW  long  O  Lord,  fhall  wicked  men 
In  fplended  triumph  ride  h 
How  long-fhail  haughty  tyrants  reign, 

By  violence  and  pride  ! 

a  They  fay,“  the  Lord  nor  fees  nor  hears  , 
When  will  the  fools  be  wife  ? 

Can  he  be  deaf  who  form’d  their  ears  ? 

Or  blind,  who  made  their  eyes  ? 

3  He  kndws  their  impious  tho'ts  are  vain, 
And  they  (hall  feel  his  power; 

His  wrath  (hall  pierce  their  fouls  with  pai 
In  fome  diftreffing  hour. 

4  Powers  of  iniquity  may  rife, 

And  frame  pernicious  laws  ; 

But  God,  my  refuge,  rules  the  ikies, 

He  will  defend  my  caufe. 

^  When  multitudes  of  mournful  tho’t5 
Within  my  bofom  roll, 

Thy  grace  which  pardons  all  my  fault? 
Shall  chear  my  drooping  foul. 


F  S  A  L  M  S> 
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6-  Bleft  is  the  man,  thy  hands  chaftife 
And  to  his  duty  draw  ; 

Thy  fcourges  make  thy  children  wife*. 

When  they  forget  thy  law. 

7  For  God  will  not  call  off  his  faints 
Nor  his  own  promife  break  ; 

He  pardons  his  inheritance. 

For  his  own  mercy’s  fake;. 

Watt  a*.. 

IPfaim  XCV.  Common  Metre, 

Before  Prayer. 

SING  to  the  Lord  Jehovah’s  name. 

And. in  bis  flrength.  rejoice  ; 

When  his  falvation  is  our  theme, 

w  * 

Exalted  be  our  voice. 

2  With  thanks  approach  his  awful  throne 
And  pfafms  of  honour  fing  ; 

The  great  Jehovah  reigns  alone?i 
The  whole  creation’s  king, 

3  Let  princes  hear,  let  angels  know 
How  mean  their  natures  fcem  ; 

Thofe  gods  on  high  and  gods  below,. 

When  once  compar’d  with  him, 

$  Earth,  with  its  caverns  dark  and  deep- 
Lies  in  his  fpacious  hand  ; 

He  fix’d  the  feas  what  bounds  to  keep* 

And  where  the  hills  mull  Hand, 
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■5  Come  and  with  humble  fouls  adore. 
Come  kneel  belore  his  face  ; 

O  may  the  creatures  of  his  power 
Be  children  of  his  grace.' 

6  Now  is „t he  time,  he  bends  his  ear 
And  waits  (or  our  requefl  ; 

Come  left-lie  roufe  his  wrath  and  fwear 
“  Ye  (hall  not  fee  my,  ref},” 


Watts*. 


IPfoim  XCV:  FirftPart.  Long  Met. 

Public  \ wstrjhip , 

COME  loud  anthems  let  us  finer, 

Louci  thanks  to  our  al mighty  king  * 

For  we  our  voices  high  fhouid  raife, 

When  our  falvationVrock  we  praife, 

^  Into  his  prefence  let  us  haile, 

To  thank.him  for  his  favours  paft  ; 

To  him  addrefs,  in  joyful  fongs, 

A  be  praife  that  to  his  name  belongs, 

3.  hor  God,  the  Lord,  enthron'd  in  flate. 

Is  with  unrival  Pd  glory  great  | 

A  king  fuperior  far  to  all, 

Whom  by  the  title  Gods,  we  call. 

* 

4  The  depths  of  earth  are  in  his  hand, 

Her  feeret  wealth  at  his  command  ; 

The  (Length  of  hills  that  threat  the  fkies 
Subjetied  to  his  empire  lies. 
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5  The  rolling  Ocean’s  vafi  abyfs 
By  the  fame  fov’reign  right  is  his  ; 
*Tis  mov’d  by  that  almighty  hand, 
Which  form’d  and  fix’d  the  folid  land.. 


£  O  let  us  to  his  courts  repair, 


And  bow  with  adoration  there  I 
Down  on  our  knees  devoutly  alb 
Beiore  the  Lord  our  maker  fall.. 


Pfalnt  XCV.  Sec.  Part.  Long  Met 


Canaan  loji,tbro *  unbelief. 


OMEletour  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 


\V  ho  fram’d  our  natures  by  his  word  %■ 
He  is  our  fhepherd,  we  the  flieep 
His  mercy  chofe,  his  paftures  keep* 

s  Come  let  us  hear  his  voice  to  day, 

The  counfelsof  his  love  obey  ; 

Nor  let  our  hardned  hearts  provoke 
LikeTfrael  the  avenging  ftroke, 

3  Ifrael  that  faw  his  works  of  grace. 

Yet  tempt  their  Maker  to  his  face  ; 

A  faithlefs  unbelieving^brood, 

That  tir’d  the  patience  of  their  God. 

4  Thus  faith  the  Lord,  “  how  falfe  they  prov 
Torget  rny  power,  abufe  my  love  ! 

Since  they  defpife  my  reft,  I  fwear. 

Their  feet  (hall. never  enter  there.” 


5  Look  back,  rny  foul,  with  holy  dread. 

And  view  thofe  ancient  rebels,  dead 
Attend  the  offer’d  g race  to  day, 

Nor  lofe  the  bleflhfg  by  delay. 

6  Seibie  the  kind  promife,  while  it  waits, 

And  match  to  Zion’s  heavenly  gates  j 
Aelieve  and  take  the  promis  d  reft, 

Obey  and  be  forever  bleft. 

Watts. 


PfaimXC  V.  Short  Metre. 

Before  a  fermon ^ 

COME,  found  his  praife  abroad, 

And  hymns  of  glory  fmg'; 

Jehovah  is  the  fov’reign  God, 

The  univerfal  king. 

2  He  form’d  the  deeps  unknown, 

He  gave  the  Teas  their  bound  ; 

The  watery  worlds  are  all  hh  own, 

And  all  the  folid  ground. 

3  Come,  worfhlp  at  bis  throne, 

Come,  bow  before  the  Lord  ; 

We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own, 

He  form’d  us  by  his  word. 

4  To  day  attend  his  voice. 

Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod  ; 

Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice* 

And  own  your  gracious  God. 
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g  But  if  your  ears  refufe, 

The  language  ol  his  grace  ; 

And  hearts  grow  hard  like  ftubborn  Jews*. 
That  unbelieving  race. 

6  The  Lord  in  anger  dreft. 

Will  lift  his  hand  and  fwear, 

You,  who  defpis’d  my  promis’d  reft 

Shall  have  no  portion  here.  Watts, 

jpfalm  XCVI.  Particular  Metre. 

Univerfal  Praife . 

LET  all  the  earth  their  voices  raife 
To  fing  a  lofty  pfalm  of  praife  ; 

And  blefs  the  great  Jehovah’s  name  ; 

His  glory  let  the  heathen  know, 

His  wonders  to  the  nations  fhow. 

And  ail  his  works  of  grace  proclaim. 

&  Great  is  the  Lord,  his  praife  be  great, 

Who  fits  on  high  enthron’d  in  ftate, 

To  him  alone  let  praife  be  giv’n 
Thofe  Gods  the  heathen  world  adore, 

In  vain  pretend  to  fov’reign  power, 

He  only  rules  who  made  the  heav’n. 

3  He  fram’d  the  globe,  he  fpread  the  fky, 

And  all  the  (hining  worlds  on  high, 

He  reigns  complete  in  glory  there  ; 

His  beams  are  majefty  and  light, 

His  glories  how  divinely  bright  ! 

His  temple  how  divinely  fair  ! 

4  Let  heaven  he  glad,  let  earth  rejoice, 

Let  ocean  lift  its  roaring  voice, 

Proclaiming  loud  “  Jehoyah  reigns  'fi} 


*3*  PSALM  S. 

For  joy  let  fertile  valleys  ling, 

And  tuneful  groves  their  tiibute  bring. 

To  him  whole  power  the  word  fuftains. 

6  SrLme’  'he  great  ^  the  glorious  hour, 
When  earth  fhall  own  his  fov’reign  pow’r 

And  barb’rous  nations  fear  his  name; 
Then  Ural)  the  univerfe  conlefs, 

Tile  beauty  of  his  hohnefs, 

And  in  his  courts  his  grace  proclaim. 

"  Tat?  and  Watts,  united  and  varied. 

Ipffllltt  XCV  II.  Lo?ig  Mt  ue. 

Grace  and  Glory. 

^pK-  Almighty  reigns  exalted  high, 

A  O’er  all  the  earth,  o'er  all  the  fk'y  ; 

J-et  the  whole  earth  in  longs  rejoice, 

-Arid  hulls  celeflia!  join  their  voice. 

2  Deep  are  his  counfels  and  unknown, 

But  grace  and  truth  fop  port  his  throne  ; 

1  ho’  gloomy  elouds  his  feet  fur  round, 
Juflice  is  their  eternal  ground. 

3  Ye,  who  confefs  his  holy  name. 

Hate  every  work  of  fin  and  (hame  ; 

He  guards  the  fouls  of  all  his  friends 
And  from  the  fnares  of  hell  defends. 


4  Immortal  light  and  joys  unknown 
Are  for  the  faints  in  darknefs  fovvn, 

Thofe  glorious  feeds  (hall  fpring  and  rife 
And  the  bright  harveft  blefs  our  eyes. 

5  Rejoice  ye  righteous  and  record 
The  facred  honours  of  the  Lord 
None  but  the  fouls  who  tafte  his  grace 

Can  trmraph  in  his  holinefs.  Watts. 


P  S  A  L  M  S. 


'57 


X CVIl I.  Com.  Metre. 

Blejjingx  of  the  MrJJiab's  kingdum. 

rO  our  almighty  maker,  God, 

New  honours  beaddrefs’d; 

His  great  falvation  (limes  abroad, 

And  makes  the  nations  biefs’d. 


He  fpake  the  word  to  Abr’ham  Bill, 

His  truth  fulfils  his  grace  ; 

The  Gentiles  make  his  name  their  trull, 
And  learn  his  righteoufnefs, 

joy  to  the  world  !  the  Lord  is  come, 

Let  earth  recei  ve  her  king  • 

Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 

And  heaven  and  nature  ting. 

Joy  to  the  world  |  her  faviour  reigns, 

Let  men  their  long s  employ  ; 

Wmle  lands  and  Teas,  rocks,  hills  and  plains 
Repeat  the  founding  joy. 

No  more  let  fin  and  forrow  grow 
Nor  violence  abound  ; 

■He  comes  to  make  his  bleflings  flow, 
Wherever  man  is  found. 

He  rules  the  world  with  righteoufnefs 
And  makes  the  nations  prove, 

The  bleflings  of  his  truth  and  grace, 

The  wonders  of  his  iove. 


TO 
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Jpfslltt  XCIX.  Short  Metre . 


^  b°{y  God  ’wcrjhip^cd  cwitfc  Reverence, 


THE  God,  Jehovah  reigns* 

Let  all  the  nations  lear  ; 

Let  Tinners  tremble  at  his  throne. 
And  faints  be  humble  there. 


2  Exalt  the  Lord,  our  God  ! 

And  worfhip  at  his  feet  ; 

His  nature  is  all  holinefs, 

And  mercy  is  his  Teat. 

3  When  Ifrael  was  his  Church, 

When  Aaron  was  his  pried, 

When  Moses  cry;d5  when  Samuel  pray’d 
He  gave  his  people  red. 

4  Oft  he  forgave  their  fins, 

Nor  would  defiroy  their  race  ; 

And  oft  he  made  his  vengeance  knowi^ 
When  they  abus’d  his  grace. 

5  Exalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

Whofe  grace  is  dill  the  Tame  ; 

Still  he’s  a  God  oi  holineTs 
And  jealous  for  his  name. 

Watts, 

*» —  •«■■■  .  ...  .  j 

jpl&IUH  C.  Long  Metre. 

Prelife  id  cur  Creator. 

BEFORE  Jehovah’s  awful  throne, 

Ye  nations,  bow  with  facred  joy ; 
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Know,  that  the  Lord  is  G  > !  alone 
He  can  create,  and  he  deftroy, 

fi  His  fov*reign  power  without  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay  and  form'd  us  men  ; 

And  when  like  wand’ring  fheep  we  ftraj’d 
He  bro’t  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  We  are  his  people,  we  his  care, 

Our  fouls  and  all  our  mortal  frame  ; 
vVhat  lading  honours  (hail  we  rear, 

Aim  jghty  maker,  to  thy  name  ! 

4  V  gates  with  thankful  fo ng,su 
High  as  the  heav'n  our  vojces  raife  ; 

And  earth  with  her  ten  thoufand  tongues. 
Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  founding  praife. 

5  ^  ^ou  Lord  art  good,  thou  Lord  art  kind  ; 
Great  is  thy  grace,  thy  mercy  fare  ; 

And  the  whole  race  of  men  foal!  find 
Thy  truth  from  age  to  age  endure, 

6  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command  ; 

Vaft  as  eternity  thy  love  : 

Firm  as  a  rock,  thy  truth  foall  (land. 

When  rolling  years  fhail  ceafe  to  move. 


Cl.  Common  Metre . 

A  f faint  for  ike  Mafier  of  a  family. 

F  juftice  and  of  grace  I  fing, 

And  pay  to  God  my  vows  * 
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Thy  grace  and  \  i {lice,  heavenly  king,;.. 
a  each  me  to  iule  my  houfe, 

a  Mow  (o  my  Lent  O  God,  repair, 

And  make  thy  fervant  wife  ; 

)  ATI!  fuffer  nothing  near  me  there,. 

I  hat  (hall  offend  thine  eyes. 

.£  *  Ffce  man  who  doth  his  neighbour  wrongs 
By  falihood  or  by  force  ; 

2  he  fcornlul  eye,  the  fland’rous  tongue, 

I’ll  drive  them  from  my  doors. 

f  The  pure,  the  faithful  and  the  juft, 

My  favour  fhall  enjoy  ; 

The/e  are  the  friends  that  I  will  truft, 

The  fervants  I’ll  employ. 

5  The  wretch  that  deals  in  fly  <kceif3 

I’ll  not  endure  a  night  ; 

The  liar’s  tongue  I  ever  hate, 

And  banilh  from  my  fight. 

6  III  purge  my  family  around, 

And  make  the  wicked  flee  ; 

So  fhali  my  houfe  be  ever  found, 

A  dwelling  fit  for  thee. 

•  Watt®; 

ptalin  CII.  Firft  Part,  Common  Met, 

Fray  or  heard,  and  Zion  rr/9orcd, 

LET  Zion  and  her  Tons  rejoice. 

Behold  the  promis’d  hour  ! 
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Her  God  hath  heard  her  mourning  voice. 
And  will  exalt  his  power. 

2  Her  dull  and  ruins  that  remain, 

Are  precious  m  our  eves  ; 

Thofe  ruins  fh^ll  be  built  again. 

And  all  that  dull  fhall  rile. 

3  The  Loro  will  raife  Jerufalem, 

And  Hand  in  glory  there  ; 

Nations  (hall  bow  and  own  his  name, 

And  worlhipin  his  fear. 

|  He  fits  a  fov’reign  on  his  throne, 

With  pity  in  his  eyes  ; 

He  hears  the  dying  pris’ners  groan, 

And  lees  their  wants  arife. 

5  He  frees  the  fouls  condemn’d  to  death 
And  when  his  faints  complain  ; 

It  can’t  befaid  they  fpent  their  bieatb. 

Or  filed  their  tears  in  vain.' 

>  This  (hall  be  known  when  we  are  dead, 

And  left  on  long  record. 

That  ages  yet  unborn  may  read 
And  learn  to  tiuft  the  Lord. 

_  Watts. 

PfalW  Cl  I.  See.  Part.  Common  Metre 

The  unchangeahlenefs  of  Gcd. 

THOU,  Lord,  haft  earth’s  foundation  laid^ 
The  heav’ns  a  glorious  frame, 

P  2 
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By  thine  almighty  hand  were  fpread, 

And  ipeak  their  maker’s  name. 

2  Their  filming  glories  all  fib  all  fade, 

By  tlvy  comrouling  power ; 

Chang’d  like  a  vefiure  when  decay’d  ; 

But  thou  fbalt  Bill  endure. 

3  Thy  bright  perfeftions,  all  divine, 

Eternal  as  thy  days  ; 

Thro’  ever  tailing  ages  thine, 

With  undimimih’d  rays. 

4  Thy  fcrvant’s  children,  ftill  thy  cares 

Shall  own  their  father’s  God  ; 

To  lateft  times  thy  favour  fhare, 

And  fp  read  thy  praife  abroad. 

Mrs.  Steele, 


JpfallU  CII.  Vcr.  24—27.  Long. Me 

Compared  with  Hebrews,  i.  8—12.  xiii.  8. 

Z'be  mortality  of  mar,  and  the  eternity  of  C hr  ]i> 

IT  is  the  Lord,  our  maker’s  hamd 

Wea  kens  our  fi/ength  amidfl  the  race  • 
Difeafe  and  death,  at  his  command, 

Arrell  us  and  cut  fiiort  our  days. 

2  Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray, 

Nor  let  our  fun  go  down  at  noon  ; 

Thy  years  are  one  eternal  day  ; 

And  mu II  thy  people  die  fo  foon  ? 
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3  Yet  in  the  mid H  cf  death  and  grief, 

This  tho’t  our  iorrow  (hall  affuage  •. 

Oar  Father  and  oiu  Saviour  live, 

Chrill  is  the  fame  thro’  ev’ry  age. 

4  ’Twas  he  this  earth’s  foundation  laid, 

Heav’n  is  the  braiding  of  his  hand  ; 

This  earth  grows  old,  thefe  heavens  (hall  fade, 
And  all  be  chang’d  at  his  Command. 

5  The  ftarry  curtains  of  the  Ikv 
Like  garments  (hall  be  laid  afide  ; 

But  fit  11  thy  throne  flands  firm  and  high,, 
Thy  church  forever  rnuil  abide. 

6  Before  thy  face,  thy  church  {hall  live. 

And  on  thy  throne  thy  children  reign  ; 

1  ms  dying  world  lha!l  they  iurvive 
Ant>  the  dead  faints  be  rais’d  again. 

Watts., 


plaint  CIII.  Firft  Part.  Long  Met* 

Praife  to  God  for  bit  good*  ffs. 

BLESS,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God* 

Cail  home  thy  tho’ts  that  rove  abroad  y 
Let  all  the  powers  within  me  join, 

In  work  and  worfhip  fo  divine. 

~  Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  God  of  grace, 

His  favours  claim  thy  bigheft  praife  y 
Let  not  the  wonders  he  hath  wio’t, 

Be  loft  in  filence  and  Forgot, 
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v  vices  of  the  mind  he  heals, 

And  cures  the  pains  that  nature  feels  ; 
Redeems  the  four!  from  guilt,  and  faves, 
Our  waiting  life  from  threatning  grave?* 

4  Our  youth  decay  d,  his  power  repairs, 

I-is  mercy  crowns  our  growing  years  ; 

He  fatisftes  our  mouth  with  good, 

And  fills  our  iouIs  with  heavenly  food, 

5  He  fees  the  oppreffnr  and  the  opprefl. 

And  often  gives  the  fufFerers  reft  ; 

But  will  hisjjuftice  moredifpiay 

In  the  iaft,  great  de cifiveday. 

6  His  power  he  fhowH  by  Mofes*  hands. 
And  gave  to  Ifrad  his  commands  ; 

But  made  his  truth  and  mercy  known. 

To  all  the  nations  by  his  son. 

Watts. 


CIII.  Sec.  Part.  Short  Met , 

Divine  mercy  in  the  midji  of  judgment, 

Y  foul,  repeat  his  praife, 

Whofe  mercies  are  fo  great ; 

Whofe  anger  is  fo  flow  to  rife, 

So  ready  to  abate. 


£  God  will  not  always  chide. 

And  when  his  wrath  is  felt; 

His  ftrokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes* 
And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 
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3  High  as  the  heavens  are  rais’d. 
Above  the  ground  we  tread  ; 
So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  htgheft. tho’ts  exceed,. 


1 


His  grace  fubdues  our  fins ; 


And  his  forgiving  love  ; 

Par  as  the  eaft  is  from  the  wettj 

Doth  all  our  guilt  remove* 

* 


5  The  pity  of  the  Lord- 

To  thofe  who  fear  his  namr, 
Is  fuch  as  tender  parents  feel  ; 
He  knows  ourfeebie  frame*. 


5  Our  days  are  as  the  grafs, 

•  Or  like  life  morning  flower  ; 

When  biafting- winds  fpread  o’er  the  field; 

it  withers  in  an  hour. 


7  But  thy  compaflron,  Lord, 

Thro’  ages  {hall  endure  ; 

And  children’s  childrea«ever  find' 

Thy  words  of  promife  fure. 

Watts* 


|5talttT  CIII.  Third  Part.  C.  M. 

God's  tender  regard  to  human  ivcaknefs. 

F  ORD,  we  thy  wond’rous  power  proclaim^ 
And  make  that  power  our  trull ; 

W  hi ch  rais’d  at  fii  ft  this  carious  frame, 

from  mean  and  lifeiefs  dull. 

»  « 
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Bv  dull  fop  ported  dill  it  {lands, 

Prepar’d  in  various  forms  ; 

And  wro't  by  thy  creating  hands. 

To  nourifh  mortal  worms, 

3  A  while  thefe  frail  machines  endure  j 
Tne  fabric  of  a  day  ! 

Then  I ufe  their  animating  power  ; 

And  moulder  back  to  clay, 

^  \et  frail  and  feeble  as  we  are 
This  tbo’t  is  our  repofe  ; 

That  he  who  fi  ft  our  frame  did  rear, 

Its  various  weaknefs  knows, 

j  / 

5  He  views  us  with  a  pitying  eye, 

While  ftnjggling  with  our  load  ; 

In  pains  and  dangers  he  is  nigh, 

Cur  lather  and  our  God, 

6  Gently  fupported  by  his  love, 

We  tend  to  realms  of  peace  ; 

Where  every  pain  (hall  larremoye, 

And  every  frailty  ceafe, 

Doddridge. 


11? faint  CIII.  Fourth  Part.  Com .  Met 

Angelic  Ptzife. 

THOU, Lord  in  heav’n  haft  plac’d  thy  throiK 
Thy  kingdom  wide  extends  ; 

1  by  vaft  dominion  fhall  he  known, 

To  earth’s  remoteft  ends. 
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l  Ye  angels  who  excel  in  might, 

And  wait  to  do  his  will  ; 

Biels  him,  whole  work  is  your  delight 
Whofe  pieafute  ye  fulfil. 

$  Ye  feraphs,  who  with  joy  obey 
T.  be  orders  of  your  king  • 

A.vcnd  his  churches  when  they  pray 
And  join  the  praife  they  fing. 

f  Whilil  all  his  works  his  praife  proclaim, 

O  let  mv  heart  and  tongae. 

Join  with  the  univerfal  frame 
In  this  eternal  fong. 

Partly  from  Watts, 


PCaim  CIV.  Firft  Part.  Long  Met. 

Divine  majcjiy  and  goodnefs  in  SUrm  and  Rain . 

A  WAKE  my  foul  to  hymns  of  praife, 
rA.  To  God  the  fong  of  triumph  raife  ; 
Adorn’d  with  majefiy  divine, 

What  pomp,  what  glory,  Lord,  ate  thine  ! 

Light  forms  his  robe,  and  round  his  head, 

The  heavens  their  ample  curtain  fpread  / 
See,  on  the  wind’s  expanded  wings, 

The  chariot  oi  the  king  ot  kings.  ’ 

Around  him  rang’d  in  awful  /fate, 

Daik  fiieat  /loans  attendant  wait ; 
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And  thunders  ready  to  fulfil. 

The  mandates  of  his  fove^eign  will. 

A  Horn  earth’s  low  margin  to  thefkies* 

He  bids  the  dufky  vapours  rife  ; 

Then  from  his  magazines  on  high, 
Commands  th’  impnfon’d  winds  to  fly* 

,5  The  lightning’s  pallid  (beet  expands, 

And fhowers  defcend  on  furrow’d  lands-; 
Whilft  down  the  mountain’s  channei’d  Tide, 
I  he  torrent  rolls  in  fwelhng  p>ridc, 

■b  Till  fpent  its  wild  impetuous  force, 

And  fettled  in  its  deftin’d  courfe, 

It  waters  ail  the  fruitful  plains, 

And  life  in  various  forms  fuftains. 

,7  Thus  clouds  and  dorms  and  fires  obey 
Thy  wife  and  all  controuling'fway  ; 

And  whilft  thy  terrors  round  us  Hand, 

We  fee  a  father’s  bounteous  hand, 

M-errick,  with  alteration  and  addition. 

--  f%  I  T*  .  ■  ■  «■  '■■■■■'  — - - 

IPfalm  CIV.  bee.  Part.  Long  Metre, 

The  Seaman's  Prayer. 

ALMIGHTY  ruler  or  the  Ikies, 

How  various  are  thy  works!  how  wife! 
Thy  power  throughout  all  fpace  extends, 
Sinks  through  all  depth,  all  height  tranfcenda« 

2  Not  earth  alone  beholds  her  ft  ores. 

Enrich’d  by  thy  exhauillefs  (tores; 


mm 
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Alike  throughout  their  liquid  reign, 

The  fpieading  Teas  thy  gifts  contain. 

3  Beneath,  unnumber’d  fifties  fwarm 
Of  different  fize,  of  various  form  ; 

Above,  the  fhips  incumbent  ride, 

Borne  on  the  bofom  of  the  tide, 

l  Here,  huge  Leviathan  is  feen 
To  fporr,  the  mighty  waves  between  ; 

There,  icy  mountains  float  and  roll, 

Hiiv  n  from  the  Teas  beneath  the  pole. 

5  °n  high,'  the  concave  we  behold 
In  living  blue,  or  fparkling  gold  ; 

hiift  waving,  azure  fields  around. 

Spread  to  th’  horizon’s  utmoft  bound. 

*  winds  and  waves  obey  thy  will  * 

The  needle  owns  thy  power  and  (kill ; 

And  fleer  d  by  thy  dire6iing  hand, 

Oui  bark  fliall  gain  the  wifh’d  for  land* 

Mirrick  with  alteration  and  addition. 

g)falmCIV.  Third  Part.  Long  Metre. 

Divine  Providence  toward  Man  and  Beaj ?. 

VAST  are  thy  works,  Almighty  Lord, 

All  nature  refts  upon  thy  word  ; 

And  the  whole  race  of  creatures  ffands, 
Waiting  their  portion  from  thy  hands. 

I  If  thou  the  vital  air  deny 
Behold  them  ficken,  faint  and  die; 

'  <2 
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I) uft  to  its  kindred  duft  returns, 

And  earth  her  ruin’d  offspring  mourns*’ 

3  Rut  thou  can  ft  breathe  on  duft  again, 

Aod  fill  fhe  world  with  beafts  and  men  ; 

A  word  of  thy  creating  breath 
Repairs  the  vvafte  of  time  and  death, 

4  Thy  glory,  fearlefs  of  decline, 

1  by  glory,  Lord,  (hall  ever  (bine  ; 

1  by  works,  the  wonders  of  thy  might 
Are  honour’d  with  thy  own  delight, 

&  Larth  at  thy  look  fhall  trembling  ftand* 
Lonfctous  of  fovereign  power  at  hand  ; 

And  touch  d  by  thy  vindictive  ftroke. 

The  everlafting  mountains  fmoke. 

6  In  thee,  our  hopes  and  wifhes  meet. 

And  make  our  contemplations  fweet. 

1  by  praifes  (hall  our  breath  employ, 

T  ill  we  fhall  rife  to  endlefs  joy, 

'Watts  and  Merrick, 

PfalmCIV.  FourthPart.  LongMetre. 

7 be  voice  of  the  Creatures  proclaiming  God . 

'"jHIdhRE  is  a  God,  all  nature  fpeaks, 

Through  earth  and  air  and  Teas  and  fkies  ; 
i>ee,  from  the  clouds,  his  glory  breaks, 

When  the  firft  beams  of  morning  rife  ! 

9,  Behold,  the  fun  ferenely  bright, 

O’er  the  wide  world’s  extended  frame, 
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Inlcribes  in  charaflers  of  light. 

His  mighty  Maker's  glorious  name. 

3  DifTufmg  life,  his  influence  fpreads, 

And  health  and  plenty  fmile  around; 

The  fruitful  fields  and  verdant  meads 
Are  with  a  thousand  bleflings  crown’d, 

4  Almighty  goodnefs,  power  divine, 

1  he  fields  and  verdant  meads  difplay  ; 

And  blefs  the  hand  which  made  them  fliinsj 
With  various  charms,  profufely  gay. 

,5  For  man  and  bead,  here,  daily  food 
In  wide  extenfive  plenty  grows ;  • 

And,  there,  for  drink,  the  chryilal  Hood 
In  flreams,  fweet  winding,  gently  flows. 

6  By  cooling  flreams  and  foftning  [bowers, 

I  he  vegetable  race  are  fed  ; 

And  trees,  and  plants,  and  herbs  and  flowers, 
Their  Maker's  conflant  bounty  fpread. 

7  Ye  curious  minds,  who  roam  abroad, 

And  trace  creations's  wonders  o’er  ; 
Contefs  the  footfleps  o  f  the  God, 

Come  bow  before  him,  and  adore.  v 

Mrs.  Steele. 

©Calm  CIV.  Particular  Metre . 

PART  I 

Bless  God,  o  my  foul, 

Rejoice  in  his  name  ; 


* 
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And  let  my  glad  voice 
"2  hy  greatnefs  proclaim  ; 
Surpaffing  in  honor 
_  Dominion  and  might  ; 

^  l]Y  throne  is  the  heaven^ 

^  hy  robe  is  the  light. 

2  The  fky  we  behold. 

A  curtain  difplayVJ, 

*1  he  chambers  of  heaven 
On  waters  are  laid. 

'I  he  clouds  are  a  chariot 
Thy  glory  to  bear,. 

On  winds  thou  art  wafted^ 

I  hou  1  id  ell  on  air. 

3  As  rapid  as  fire 

Thy  angels  on  high 
Convey  thy  commands^ 

Thy  Mini  Hers  fly. 

The  earth,  on  its  bafis 
Eternal  fuflain’d, 

Is  fix’d  in  the  fl  at  ion 
1  hy  wifdom  ordain’d. 

-I  The  world,  when  at  firfT 
Of  chaos  compos’d, 

Was  void,  without  form, 

In  waters  enclos’d  ; 

Thy  voice  how  majeflic, 

In  thunder,  was  heard, 

The  waters  Tub  Tided, 

The  mountains  appear’d,. 
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PART  II. 

5  Thy  providence  fix’d 

The  dream  and  its  fource  ; 

The  Tea  knows  its  bounds, 

The  rivers  their  courfc. 

Convey’d  through  dark  channels, 
Springs  rife  on  the  hills, 

They  burfi  in  the  fountains,  .  N 

They  fail  in  the  rills* 

5  The  beads  of  the  wild 
Their  fored  forfake  ; 

The  herd  quits  the  field. 

To  drink  of  the  lake  : 

On  trees  crown’d  with  blodoms 
Its  margin  along, 

Birds,  warbling  fweet  mufic^ 

Praife  God  in  their  fono-, 

o 

7  Decending  on  hills 

Clouds  plenteoufnefs  pour. 

All  nature  revives, 

Earth  fnnles  in  the  fhower  i 
A  garment  of  verdure 
Apparels  the  plain  ; 

Iruits  fwell  in  the  garden, 

P le Ids  wave  with  their  grain,, 

l  With  moidure  refrefh’d 
The  vine-yields  its  fruit, 

Tis  balm  to  our  hearts  * 

To  health  a  recruit. 

Q  a*. 
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With  plea fu re  we  gather 
The  richnefs  of  oil, 

9J  is  ftrength  to  our  body, 
Support  to  our  toil. 

P  a  Pv  T  l±JL 

9  The  trees  full  oHap 

With  joy  rear  their  head. 
The  cedars  their  boughs 
O’er  Lebanon  fpread^ 
Secure  in  their  covert 
4  be  bird  flies  for  reft. 

She  fings  on  the  branches-,,. 

She  broods- on  the  nefD 

AO  The  p*ne  yields  a  home* 

The  floik  to  fecure. 

The  goat  on  the  crag 
Defies  the  purfuer. 

Even  creatures  too  feeble 
Vhemfelyes*  to  defend, 

On  caves  and  concealment,, 
Foe  lafety  depend. 

ii  The  moon  by  thy  law 
Increufes  and  wanes. 

The  fun  Jceeps  the  courfe 
Thy  wifdom  ordains. 

By  night  the  fierce  Lion 
Roams  wide  for  his  prey, 
But  flies  to  his  cavern 

When  morn  brings  the  day. 
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t2  Then  man  with  the  fua 
His  labor  renews, 

'Till  evening  arrives 
That  labor  parities. 

Such,  Lord,  is  the  wifdonr- 
Thy  works  all  proclaim* 

Let  earth  crown’d  with  richer 
Rejoice  in  thy  name  ! 

A  R  T  IVL 

*&  N°r  here  only,  Lord,, 

Thy  might  we  ad„re,.. 

The  Tea  owns  thy  hand, 

Thy  wifdom  and  power  ;; 
l  here  tribes  without  number^ 
Thy  creatures,  refott 
Levia:han  gambols, 

And  whales  take  their  fportv, 

^  here  fhips  fpread  their  fails 
1  ne  fur  lace  to  fweep. 

There  nimbly  glide, 
Conceal’d  in  the  deep  ; 

They  all  know  their  fealon, 

A  s  feafo  ns  a  ri  fe  ; 

And  tribes,  which  thy  bounty* 
H  as  made,  it  fupplies. 

^5  *  hy  will  and  thy  word 

Endue  them  with  breathy 
Confum’d  by  thy  Had 
They  (brink  into  death  ^ 
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Reftor’d  at  thy  pleafure 
New  beings  appear, 


To  people  the  waters 
The  earth  and  the  air, 

'S6  Rejoice  then,  O  Lord, 


in  glory  fecure. 


The  works  thou  haft  made 
Through  ages  endure. 
Yet,  aw’d  by  thy  prefence, 


When  thou  dravveft  near, 
Smoke  burfts  from  the  mountainsB 
Earth  trembles  with  fear, 

if  Thus  Lord  let  me  fi ng 
Thy  glory  to  raife  ; 

Delightiul  the  ftrain 

When  tun’d  to  thy  praife. 

The  vile  have  their  lufferings. 

The  juft  their  reward, 

Blefs  God  O  my  fpirit  ! 

O  praife  ye  the  Lord  f 
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PfallU  C  V.  Com.  Metre. 


‘The  divine  promife  to  Abiabam  fulfilled. 


IVE  thanks  to  God,  invoke  his  name. 
And  tell  the  world  his  grace  ; 


Sound  thro*  the  earth  his  deeds  of  farwe 
That  all  may  feek  his  tace. 


I 
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®  ^  0  Abr  and  his  feed  hefwore. 

To  give  Canaan’s  land  ; 

Tho  Grangers,  dellitute  of  power 
A  little  feeble  band. 

3  Like  pilgrims  thro’  the  countries  round. 
Securely  they  remov’d ; 

And  haughty  kings  who  on  them  frown'd* 
Severely  he  reprov’d, 

$  The  Lord  himfelf  chofe  out  their  ways*, 
And  mark’d  their  journies  right  ; 

G i v e  t he m  hi s  leading  cloud  by  day, 

A  fiery  guide  by  night.. 


\  They  thiril,  and  waters  from  the  rock, 

In  rich  abundance  flow  ; 

And  following  ftiil  the  courfe  they  took* 
Ran  ail  the  defart  through. 

i  O  wondrous  flream  !  O  bleffed  type  i 
O  f  ever  flowing  grace  ! 

So  Chrifl  our  rock  maintains  our  life* 
While  we  his  footfteps  trace. 

Thus  guarded  by  th*  almighty  hand, 

The  chofen  tribes  poflefs’d,  . 

The  ble fli  ngs  of  the  promis’d  land. 

And  there  enjoy’d  their  refl. 

Then  let  the  world  forbear  its  ragc^ 

Nor  put  the  church  in  fear  ' 


Watts* 
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Ifrael  mu  ft  live  thro*  every  age, 
And  be  th*  almighty’s  care. 


IPfallll  CVI.  Fir  ft  Part.  Long  Me* 

Tfie  thar after  and  final  frofpttity  of  the  Righteous* 

RENDER  thanks  to  God  above, 

The  fountain  of  eternal  love  ; 

Whofe  mercy,  firm  thro^ages  pall 
Has  flood  and  fhall  forever  laft. 

Who  can  his  mighty  deeds  exprefs. 

Not  only  vaft  but  numberlefs  ? 

What  mortal  eloquence  can  raife, 

Jufl  tribute  of  immortal  praife  ? 

Happy  are  they  and  only  they, 

Who  from  thy  precepts  never  ftray  ! 

Who  know  what’s  right,  nor  only  fo. 

But  always  pra&ife  what  they  know. 

Extend  to  me  that  favour,  Lord, 

Thou  to  thy  chofen  doft  afford 
Be  th  is  my  fiappinefs  to  fee. 

Thy  Church  in  lull  profpeiity. 

&  Remember  what  thy  mercy  did, 

For  Jacob’s  race,  thy  chofen  feed  ; 

And  with  the  fame  faivation  blefs, 

Each  humble  fuppliant  of  thy  grace* 

£.  O  may  I  fee  thy  tribes  rejoice, 

And  aid  tire  triumph  with  my  voice  ; 


& 


3 


4 
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This  is  my  glory  Lord  to  be 
Join’d  to  thy  Church  and  near  to  thee. 

Let  Ifrael’s  God  be  ever  bleft, 

Who  gives  his  people  heavenly  reft  ; 

Let  all  his  faints  with  full  accord, 

Lxalt  their  voice  to  praife  the  Lord. 

Tate  and  Watts  united. 


PfallU  CVI.  Sec.  Part.  Short  Met. 

f  unified  and  pardoned  Or,  the  love  of  God  unchangeable 

OD  of  eternal  love  ! 

^  How  fickle  are  our  ways  ! 

And  yet  how  oft  did  Ifrael  prove, 

The  riches  of  thy  grace  1 

They  faw  his  wonders  wrought. 

And  then  his  praife  they  fung  ; 

But  foori  his  works  of  power  forgot 
And  murmur’d  with  their  tonguej 

*vTow  they  believe  his  word, 
t  While  rocks  with  water  flow  ; 

STow  with  their  luffs  provoke  the  Lord 
And  dare  the  vengeful  blow. 

"et  when  they  mourn’d  their  faults 
He  hearkened  to  their  groans  ; 

>to  t  his  own  cov’nant  to  his  tho’ts 
And  call’d  them  fiill  his  -fons.  " 

'heir  names  were  in  his  book, 

He,  iav  d  them  from  their  foes j 


&8o 
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Oft  lie  chaftis’d  but  ne’er  forfook, 
The  people  whom  he  chofe. 

6  Let  Ifrael  blefs  the  Loid, 

Who  lov’d  their  ancient  race  ; 
And  chriftians  join  the  folemn  word 
Amen,  to  all  thepraife. 


Watts: 


pUUill  CV1L  Fir  ft  Part.  Long.  Met 

Ifrael  led  thro *  the  'wildernef  to  the  land  offromife. 

GIVE  thanks  to  God  ;  he  reigns  above. 
Kind  are  his  tho’ts,  his  name  is  love  ; 

His  mercy  ages  pad  have  known, 

And  ages  long  to  come  ftiall  own. 

2  Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord, 

The  wonders  of  his  grace  record  ) 

Ifrael,  the  nation  whom  he  chofe. 

And  refeu’d  from  their  mighty  foes* 


3  In  their  diffrefs,  to  God  they  cry’d, 

God  was  i heir  favrour  and  their  guide  t 
He  led  their  march  far  wand’ring  round. 
5Twas  the  right  path  to  Canaan’s  ground. 

So  when  our  firft  reieafe  we  gain, 

From  fin’s  hard  yoke  and  Satan’s  chain  ; 
We  have  this  defart  world  to  trace, 

A  tirefome  and  a  dang'ious  place. 


5  God  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  way, 
He  guides  our  iootfleps,  left  we  ftray  ; 


HAL  M  s-  i 

lie  guards  us  with  a  powerful  hand. 

And  brings  us  to  the  heavenly  land. 

5  Then  let  us  all  with  joy  record, 

The  truth  and  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ; 

How  great  his  works,  how  kind  his  ways  ! 
Let  every  tongue  pronounce  his  praife  ! 

Watts. 


PfatmCVII.  Sec.  Part.  Lon^r  Metre. 

CorreSUmfor  Sin,  and  relief  tt  Prifiners. 

T^ROM  age  to  age,  exalt  bis  name, 
i  ^God  and  his  grace  are  (till  the  fame ; 
hie  nils  the  hungry  fouls  with  food, 

And  feeds  them  with  fubfbntial  good. 

2  Rut  if  their  hearts  rebel  and  rife, 

Againft  the  God,  who  rules  the  kies  ; 

It  they  rejeft  his  heavenly  word, 

And  flight  the  counfels  of  the  Lord. 

5  He’ll  bring  their  {pints  to  the  ground. 

And  no  deliv’rance  (hall  be  found  ; 

Laden  with  gnef,  they  wafle  their’fareath 
In  darkneis  and  the  (hades  of  death. 

[  1  hen  to  the  Lord,  they  raife  their  cries, 

Le  makes  the  dawning  light  arife  ; 

And  fcatters'all  that  difmal  (hade,  ’ 

^  llung  heavy  o’er  their  head. 

R 
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S  He  cuts  the  bars  of  brafs  in  two , 
Anri  lets  the  joyful  prif’ner  thro*  ; 

1  akes  off  the  load  of  pain  and  grief. 
And  gives  the  lab’ring  foul  relief. 


6  C)  may  the  fons  of  men  record, 


The  wond’rous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ; 
How  great  his  works  !  how  kind  his  ways  ! 
Let  ev  ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praife  ! 


Watts. 


CVII.  Third  Part.  C.  Met, 

Intemperance  ebajiis'd  and  reformed . 

BEN  EAT.  H  God's  terrors  doom’d  to  groa 
Behold  th5  intemp’rate  band; 

*1  he  fruits  of  folly  reap,  and  own. 

The  juftice  of  his  hand. 

2  From  food  eflrang’d  their  languid  foul 
The  needful  meal  foregoes  ; 

Life  feels  its  current  faintly  roll 
And  hafiens  to  its  clofe. 

3  Diflrefs’d,  to  God  they  make  their  pray’r, 
And  nature,  joyous  fees, 

H  is  word  her  ruin’d  ftrength  repair. 

Her  fiercefl  tortures  eafe. 

4 

O  then  that  all  would  blefs  bis  name, 

Who  thus  his  mercy  prove  ; 

And  flil i  from  age  to  age  proclaim* 

The  wonders  of  his  love. 


That  men  of  various*  tongues  would  fing, 
His  a 61s  in  frequent  lays  ; 

And  yield  to  heavVa  eternal  king, 
Thefaerifiee  of  praife* 

Merrick. 


Pfatm  CVII.  Fourth  Part.  Long.  Met. 

Dangers  and  Deliverance  by  Sea. 

npHEY  who  in  (hips  with  courage  bold, 

A  O  er  fwelling  waves  their  trade  purfue; 
The  Lord’s  amazing  works  behold. 

And  in  the  deep,  his  wonders  view. 

Soon  as  his  dread  command  is  pad, 

The  low’ring  dorm  begins  to  rife  ; 

It  fweeps  the  fea  with  rapid  hade  * 

And  makes yhe  fweiling  billows  rife. 

1  he  lab’rmg  fhips  borne  up  to  heav’n 
kJpon  toe  iorty  waves  appear  ; 

"I^hen  down  the  deep  abvfs  are  driv’n, 

Whild  ev’ry  foul  diffolves  with  fear. 

T  hey  reel  and  dagger  to  and  fro, 

Like  men  with  fumes  of  wine  opprefs’d  % 

Lor  does  the  fkiliFu!  feaman  know,  f 

Which  way  to  deer,  what  courfe  is  bed, 

i  nen  to  the  Lord  s  indulgent,  ear, 
i  heir  fuppiication  they  addrefs  ; 

He  kindly,  condefcends  to  hear, 

And  frees  them  from  their  deep  didreis. 


'H  P  S  A  L  M  s.. 

6  He  bids  the  ftorm  its  furv  ceafe 

j  ) 

And  lays  the  billows  calm  and  (till  ; 

Then  fammons  forth  the  gentie  breege*. 

The  feaman’s  wifhes  to  fulfil. 

\ 

7  O  tlien,  that  an  the  earth,  with  me, 

Would  God  for  all  his  goodnels  praife  j 
And  for  the  mighty  works  which  he 

1  hroughout  the  won d ’ring  world  difnlavs. 

Tate  varied. 


PfelmCVIi.  Fifth  Part.  Long  Metre , 

Colonies  planted  and  punijbed. 

WHER&  nothingidwehhutbeafts  of  prey 
Or  men  as  fierce  and  wild  as  they  » 
God  bids  th’  opprefs’d  and  poor  repair, 

And  builds  them  towns  and  cities  there. 

&  1  hey  fow  the  fields  and  trees  they  plant, 
Whofe  yearly  fruit  fupplies  their  want  ; 
Their  race  grows  up  from  fruitful  flocks. 
Their  wealth  increafes  with  their  flocks., 

3  Thus  they  are  bled  ;  but  if  they  fin, 

He  lets  the  favage  nations  in  ; 

Aholiile  race  invades  their  lands, 

Their  princes  die  by  barb’rous  hands, 

4  Their  captive  fons,  expos’d  to  (corn 
Wander  unoitied  and  forlorn  : 

4  7 

1  The  country  lies  unfenc’d,  untih’dy 
And  defolation  fpreads  the  field. 
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-  Yet  if  the  humbled  people  mourns, 

Again,  his  dreadful  hand  he  turns  ; 

Again  he  makes  their  cities  thrive, 

And  bids  the  dying  churches  live. 

1  \  / 

3  The  righteous,  with  a  joyful  fenfe, 

Admire  the  works  of  Providence  ; 

And  wife  obfervers  fill  1  fhall  find, 

The  Lord  is  holy  juft  and  kind. 

Watt 


J^faim  C  VIII.  Common  Metre. 

A  general fong  of  graft’. 

OGOD  my  grateful  foul  afpires 
To  magnify  thy  name  ; 

My  tongue  with  cheerful  fongs  of  praife 
Shall  celebrate  thy  fame. 

2  Awake,  my  heart,  and  thou,  my  voice. 
Thy  willing  tribute  pay  ; 

And  let  a  hymn  of  facred  joy 
Salute  the  opening  day.  * 

3  To  all  theliftening  world,  around, 

Thy  goodnefs  I  will  fing  ; 

Whilft  every  grateful  tongue  fhall  join 
To  praife  th*  eternal  king. 

4  Becaufethy  mercy*s  boundlefs  height 
The  higheft  heav’n  tranfeends  ; 

And  far  beyond  the  fpreading  earth 
Thy  faithfulnefs  extends. 

R  2 


5  Be- thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 

Above  the  Garry  frame  ; 

And  let  the  world,  with  one  eonfent, 

Conlefs  thy  glorious  name. 

Altered  from  Tats**. 


Pfalm  CIX.  Common  Met . 


Love  to  Enemies  from  the  example  of  ChriJ}„ 


OGOD  wecelebiate  thy  praife, 
Thy  mercy  is  our  fong  ; 


Thu’  fi oners  fpe  ak  again (l  thy  grace, , 
With  a  blafpheming  tongue. 


2  When  in  the  form  of  mortal  man. 
Thy  Son  on  earth  was  found  ; 
With  cruel  Ganders,  falfe  and  vain9e 
They  compaiYd  him  around. 


3.  Their  mishies  his  compaGion  mov’djv 
Their  peace  he  Gill  purfu’d  ; 

They  render’d  hatred  for  his  love, 
And  evil  lor  his  good. 

4.  Their  malice  rag’d,  without  a  caufe,. 
Yet  with  his  dying  breath, 

He  pray’d  for  murderers  on  his  crofs. 
And  blefs’d  his  foes  in  death. 

£  Let  not  this  bright  example  Gone- 
in  vain  before  our  eyes 
May  we  like  him  to  peace  incline*. 
And  love  our  enemies. 


P  S  A  L  M  S. 
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6  Thus  fhal]  we  too  thine  image  bear. 

And  thus  our  fonfhip  prove  ; 

Tor  good  and  bad  thy  bounty  (ha re, 

Thou  God  of  boundlefs  love. 

Watts  varied'. 


Jpffilltt  CX.  Long  Metre., 

The  Priejihood  and  Kingdom  of  Chriji . 
r~jHHUS'  the  eternal  lather  Ipake, 

X  To  Chriil  his  Son,  “  afcend  and  fit,., 
At  my  right  hand,  till  l  ihall  make, 

Thy  foes  fubmiffive  at  thy  feet* 

2  “  From  Zion  fhai!  thy  word  proceed, 

Thy  word,  the  fceptre  in  thy  hand 
Shall  make  the  hearts  of  Tinners  bleedo. 
And  bovv  their  wills  to-. thy  command., 

3  “  O  blefTed  power  l  O  glorious  day  ! 

A  fplendid  viciTiy  {hall  enfue  ! 

And  converts  who  thy  grace  obey 
Exceed  the  drops  of  morning  dew  !”! 

f  God  hath  pronounc’d  a  firm,  decree. 

Nor  will  repent  the  thing  he  [wore  ; 

“  Eternal  Tnall  thy  prieRhood  be, 

When  Aaron’s  Tons  (hall  fei  ve  no  more*. 

5  “  Melchizcdek  the  wond’rous  prieft, 

Whofe  generation  was  unknown, 

The  king  of  righteoufnefs  and  peace, 

Was  a  fair  type  of  Chriil  my  Son.”’ 
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6  Thro*  ai!  the  earth  his  reign  fliali  fpread, 
Ancl  fierce  oopofers  frown  in  vain  ; 

Eor  God  (hall  raife  his  humble  head, 

And  his  exalted  throne  maintain. 

Watts  varied. 


Long  Metre. 


‘The  divine  perfections. 

PRAISE  ye  the  Lord  ;  to  fpeak  his  praife 
My  foul  her  utrnofi:  powers  fhaii  raife  ; 
With  private  friends,  and  in  the  throng 
Of  thofe  who  to  his  houfe  belong. 

3  His  works,  for  greatnefs  tho’  renown’d, 

His  wondhcus  works  are  always  found, 

By  thofe  who  feek  for  them  aright. 

And  in  the  pious  fearch  delight. 


g  His  works  are  all  of  matchlefs  fame, 
And  univerfa!  glory  claim  ; 

His  truth,  confirm’d  thro’  ages  paft 
Shall  to  eternal  ages  laft. 


4  By  precept,  he  has  us  enjoin’d 

To  keep  his  wond’rous  works  in  mind  ; 
And  to  pcHerity  record, 

How  good  and  gracious  is  the  Lord. 

f;  juft  are  the  dealings  of  his  hands. 
Immutable  are  his  commands  ; 

By  truth  and  equity  fuftain’d. 

And  for  eternal  rules  ordain’d, 


P  S  A  L  M  S 


-  Who  wifdom’s  facred  prize  would  win, 
Muft  with  the  fear  of  God  begin, 

1  in  mortal  praiie  and  heavenly  (kill 
Have  they  who  know  and  do  his  will. 

Tats; 


Ipfalm  CXIL  Long  Metre.. 

'the  charafter  and  happinefs  of  the  lit.  rat  mart. 

npHAT  nrun  is  blefs’d  who  ftands  in  awe 
X  Of  God,  and  loves  his  facred  law  ; 
His  name  on  earth  {hall  be  renown’d. 

And  with  increafing  honour  crown’d. 


His  hofpitable  home,  fhal!  be, 

To  friends  and  Grangers  al  ways  free 
His  virtue  fate  from  all  decay, 

Shall  blelliogs  to  his  heirs  convey. 

The  man  that’s  fill’d  with  virtue’s  lights 
Shines*- brigh^eft  in  affkbiion’s  night  ; 
Compaflion  dwells  wuhin  his  mind, 

His  juflice  flows  to- all  mankind. 

His  liberal  favours  he  extends, 

To  fome  he  gives,  to  others  lends ; 

And  what  his  charity  impairs, 

He  faves  by  prudence  in  affairs. 


Though  dangers  threaten  him  around, 
Unmov’d  (hall  he  maintain  his  ground  % 
1  he  fweet  remembrance  of  the  juft. 
Shall  fiourifh  when  he  fieeps  in  dufk 


J9°  P  S  A  L  M  S. 

6  His  bands,  whifft  they  his  alms  bellow’d, 
His  glory’s  Future  harvefl  fovv’d  ; 

Whence  be  1110!!  reap  a  fute  reward, 

And  dwell  Iwever  with  the  Lard, 

Tat*  variid. 


IPtalm  CXI1I,  Long  Metre. 

Divine  great nefs  and  con  detention, 

’\7rE  fervants  of  th’  almighty  king, 

■A  In  every  age,  his  praifes  fmg'; 
Where’er  the  circling  fun  difplays 
His  rifing  beams  or  fetting  rays, 

£  <*bove  the  earth,  beyond  the  iky. 

Stands  his  high  throne  of  majeliy  ; 

Not  time,  nor  nature’s  narrow  rounds 
Can  gn  e  ms  vail;  dominion  bounds, 

3’  What  impious  mortal  rafhly  dare, 

What  angel,  with  our  God  compare  ? 

His  glories,  how  divinely  'bright, 

Who  dwells  in  uncreated  light  ? 

4  He  bows  his  glorious  head  to  view, 

W  hat  the  bright  boils  of  angels  do  ; 

And  condefcends  yet  more  to  know. 

The  mean  affairs  of  men  below, 

£  From  duff  and  cottages  obfeure. 

His  grace  exalts  the  humble  poor; 

Gives  them  the  honor  c  his  Tons, 

And  makes  them  meet  for  heav’nly  thrones. 

Watts, 
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jPfflittt  C  X  f  V .  Long  Metre. 

T\xn  acles  attending  Ijrael’s journey, 

XXTHhxN  Iirael  free’dfrom  Pharaoh's hand 
V  V  ^  Left  the  proud  tyrant  and  his  land. 
The  tribes  with  cheerful  homage  own 
Their  King,  and  Judah  was  his  throne. 


Acrofs  the  deep,  their  journey  lay, 
Lie  deep  divides  to  make  them  way  ; 
Jordan-  beheld  their  march  and  fled, 
With  backward  current  to  his  head. 


The  mountains  {hook  like  trembling  flieep. 
Like  lambs,  the  {mailer  hills  did  leap  ; 

Not  Sinai  on  its  hafe  could  fhnd. 

Confcious  of  fov’reign  power  at  hand. 

Wha  power  could  make  the  fea  divide  ? 

Oi  Jordan  backward  roil  his  tide! 

Why  didye  leap,  ye  little  hills  ? 

And  whence  the  fright  that  Sinai  feels  } 

Let  ev’y  mountain,  ev’y  flood 
Retire,  and  know  th*  approaching  God, 
The  King  of  Ifrael  !  fee  him  here. 

'1  rcmbie  thou  earth,  adore  and  fear. 

He  thunders  and  all  nature  mourns  ; 

The  rock  to  flowing  water  turns  ; 

Xrom  flones,  fpnng  fountains  at  his  word. 
And  earth  and  Teas  confefs  the  Lord. 

Watts# 


p  S  A  L  M  S. 


3-92 


pfalm  CXV.  Long  Meix 

Idolatry  reproved. 

\^rOT  to  ourfel  ves,  who  are  but  duft, 
X  M  Not  to  ourfelves  is  glory  due ; 
But  to  thy  name,  thou  only  juft. 

Thou  only  gracious,  wife  and  true  ! 


2  Thy  dreadful  majefty  proclaim. 

Nor  let  the  heathen’s  haughty  tongue, 

Infult  tvs,  and  to  raife  our  {name, 

Say  “  where’s  the  God  you’ve  ferv’d  fo  long  i 

g  The  God  we  ferve  maintains  his  throne, 
Above  the  clouds,  beyond  the  Ikies  ; 

Thro’  ail  the  earth  his  will  is  done, 

He  knows  our  groans,  and  hears  our  cries, 

4  But  the  vain  idols  they  adore 

Are  fenlelefs  (napes  of  ftone  or  wood  ; 

At  belt  a  mafs  of  glittering  ore, 

A  filver  faint,  or  golden  God. 


5  O  1/rael,  make  the  Lord  thy  hope, 

Thy  help,  thy  refuge,  and  thy  reft  ; 

The  Lord  Ihali  build  thy  ruins  up, 

And  blefs  the  people  and  the  prieft. 

6  The  dead  no  more  can  fpeak  thy  praife, 
They  dwell  imfilence,  in  the  grave  ; 

But  whilft  we  live,  we’ll  fing  thy  grace, 
And  tell  the  world  thy  power  to  fave. 

Watts, 
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|j5fsllU  CXVI.  Common  Metre. 

Pralfe  for  deliverance  from  d if  refs. 

WHAT  (hall  I  render  to  my  God, 
For  all  his  kindnefs  fhown  ? 

My  feet  (hall  vifit  thine  abode, 

My  fongs  addrefs  thy  throne. 

2  Among  the  faints,  who  fill  thy  houfe. 

My  off’rings  fliall  be  paid  ; 

There  fliall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 
My  foul  in  anguifh  made. 

3  How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight 

Thou,  ever  bleffed  Go p!  §  ’ 

How  dear  thy  fervants  in  thy  fight ! 

How  precious  is  their  blood,  ° 


How  happy  all  thy  fervants  are  ! 

,  Srea£  lh>'  grace  to  me  ! 

rv.y  .ife,  which  thou  haft  made  thy  care 
Fold,  i  devote  to  thee. 

3  Here,  in  thy  courts,  I  leave  my  vow, 

And  thy  rich  grace  record  ; 
itnefs,  ye  faints,  who  hear  me  now 
IF  I  lor  fake  the  Lord. 

- __________  Watts; 
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PfellU  CXVII.  Short  Met . 

P^aifs  to  Clod fyom  all  Nations, 

HY  name,  Almighty  Lord, 

Shall  found  thro’  diftant  lands, 
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Great  is  thy  grace,  and  fure  thy  word, 
Thy  truth  forever  (lands. 

2  Far  he  thine  honours  fpread, 

Long  may  thy  praife  endure  ; 

Till  morning  light  and  ev’ning  (hade 
Shaj]  be  exchang’d  no  more. 


SOV’REIGN  of  life,  I  own  thy  hand, 
in  ev’ry  chaft’ning  (Iroke  ; 

And  w  hi  Iff  I  fmart  beneath  thy  rod, 

Thy  prefence  I  invoke. 

2  To  thee,  in  my  diflrefs,  I  cry’d, 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear  ; 

Thy  powerful  word  my  life  prolong’d, 
Andbio’t  falvation  near. 

3  Unfold,  ye  gates  of  lighteoufnefs, 

That,  with  the  pious  throng  ; 

I  may  record  myfolemn  vows, 

And  tune  my  grateful  fong. 

4  Praife  to  the  Lord,  whofe  gentle  hand 
Renews  our  lab’ring  breath  ; 

Praife  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  his  faint! 
Triumphant  in  their  death. 
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vly  God,  in  that  appointed  hour, 

The  heav’nly  world  difplay  ; 

Where  fin  and  death  (hall  have  no  place, 
And  tears  be  wip’d  away. 

rhere,  whilft  the  nations  of  the  blefs’d 
With  rapture  fing  around  ; 

My  anthems  to  delivering  grace 
In  loftier  llrains  (hall  lound. 

Doddridge,  with  variation. 


falmCXVIII.  Sec. Part.  Com.  Metre. 

For  the  Lord's  day. 

THIS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 

He  calls  the  hours  his  own  ; 

Let  heav’n  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad. 

And  praife  furround  thy  throne. 

This  day,  the  Saviour  left  the  dead, 

¥ 

And  Satan’s  empire  fell  ; 

This  day,  the  faints  his  triumph  fpread 
And  all  his  wonders  tell.  ^ 

Hofannato  th*  anointed  king, 

To  David's  holy  fon  ; 

Save  us,  O  Lord,  defeend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 

Blefs’d  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men, 

t 

With  meffages  of  grace  ; 

Who  comes  in  God,  his  father’s  name. 

To  fave  our  finful  race. 
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*5  Hofanna  in  thehigheft  drains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raife  ; 

1  he  high eft  heav’ns  in  which  he ’reigns 
ohali  give  him  nobier  praife. 

Watts. 

piWm  CXVIII.  Short  Metre. 

*  Salvation  by  Chrijl. 

DEHOLD  the  corner  Rone  ! 

W  hich  God  in  Zion  lays  ; 

*o  build  our  heav’niy  hopes  upon, 

And  his  eternal  praife  1 

t  The  Jewifh  fcribeaod  pried: 

Reject  it  with  difdam  * 

Yet  on  this  rock  lhalj  Zion  reft 
And  envy  rage  in  vain. 

3  The  work,  O  Lord,  is  thine, 

And  wond  rous  in  our  eves  , 

This  day  declares  it  all  divine, 

This  day  did  Jefus  rife, 

4  How  glorious  is  the  day, 

By  our  redeemer  made  ! 

Let  us  rejoise  and  Ting  and  pray, 

Let  ail  the  church  be  glad. 

g  Hofanna  to  the  king, 

Of  David!  s  royal  blood  ! 

Bids  him,  ye  faints,  he  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  from  your  God. 
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We  blefs  thy  holy  word. 

Which  aii  this  grace  difplays  ; 

And  offer  on  thine  altar,  Lord, 

Our  lacrifice  of  praife. 

Watts  > 


g>falm  CXIX.  FirftPart.  Com,  Met . 

The  happinefs  of  a  virtuous  life. 

T  TOW  blefs’d  are  they  who  always  keep 
X  X  The  pure  and  perfe61  way  ! 

Who  never  from  the  facred  paths 
Of  God’s  commandments  ft  ray  ! 

'  How  blefs’d  who  to  his  righteous  laws 
Have  Rill  obedient  been  ! 

And  have  with  humble  fervent  zeal 
fits  favour  fought  to  win  ! 

3  Such  men  their  utmoft  caution  ufe 

To  (hun  each  wicked  deed, 

But  in  the  path  which  he  directs 
With  conftant  care  proceed. 

4  1  hou  flriflly  haft  enjoin’d  us,  Lord 

To  learn  tby  facred  will, 

And  all  our  diligence  employ 
Thy  datutes  to  fulfil. 

5  O  then,  that  thy  mod  holy  will 

Might  o’er  our  ways  prefide  ; 

And  we  the  courfe  of  all  our  life* 

By  thv  direftion  guide  ! 
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6  Then,  with  aflurance  (hould  we  walk 
From  all  confufion  free, 

Convinc’d,  with  joy,  that  all  our  ways 
With  thy  commands  agree, 

■  *  Tate. 


pfalm  CXIX.  Sec.  Part.  Com.  Met . 

c±he  danger  attending youth . 

TNDULGEN  r  God,  with  pitying  eye  * 
JL  The  fons  of  men  furvey  ; 

And  fee  how  youthful  finners  fport 
In  a  deftruftive  way. 


Q 


In  pie  dare's  flowery  path  they  tread 
On  future  years  preiume  ; 

Altho’  ten  thoufand  fnares  are  fpread 
To  (natch  them  to  the  tomb. 


3  Reduce,  O  Lord,  their  wandering  mind 
Amus’d  with  airy  dreams, 

That  heavenly  wifdom  may  difpel 
Their  vifionary  fchemes. 


4  With  holy  caution  may  they  walk 
And  make  thy  word  their  guide  ; 

Till  each,  the  danger  fafely  pafl 
On  Zion’s  hill  abide. 

DoddtvIdge,  with  variation. 
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PfalmCXIX.  Third  Part.  Com.  Met * 

*  Repentance  and  obedience * 

HPHOU  art  my  portion,  O  my  God9 
JL  Soon  as  I  know  thy  way, 

My  heart  prepares  t’  obey  thy  word 
And  fuffers  no  delay. 

i  I  choofe  the  path  of  heavenly  truth, 

And  glory  in  my  choice  ; 

Not  ali  the  riches  of  the  earth 
,  Can  make  me  fo  iejoice. 

]  The  teftimonies  of  thy  grace 
I  fet  be  lore  my  eyes, 

Thence  I  derive  my  daily  flrengtli 
And  there  my  comfort  lies. 

l  If  e’er  I  wander  from  thy  path 
I  think  upon  my  ways, 

Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  commands 
And  truft  thy  pardoning  grace. 

5  If  thou  incline  this  wandering  heart 
Thy  precepts  to  fulfil  ; 

Then  till  my  mortal  life  (hall  end 
I  (hall  perform  thy  will. 

Watts. 

pfaltn  CXIX  Fourth  Part.  Com. Met* 

InjlruEtion  from  Scripture. 

Thy  word  is  like  a  heavenly  light, 

Which  guides  us  all  the  day  ; 
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And  thro’  the  dangers  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

2  When  once  it  enters  to  the  mind, 

It  fpreads  Inch  light  abroad, 
Tbemeanefl  fouls  inflru8ion  find, 
And  raife  their  thoughts  to  God. 

3  The  ftarry  heavens  thy  rule  obey, 

The  earth  preferves  her  place  ; 
In  nature’s  volume  night  and  day, 
Thy  power  andfkiil  we  trace. 
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4  But  in  thy  law  and  gofpei,  Lord, 

Are  ieifons  more  divine  ; 

Lot  earth  (lands  firmer  than  thy  word 
Nor  liars  io  nobly  fhine, 

£  Thy  word  is  ever  falling  truth 
How  pure  is  every  page  ; 

That  holy  hook  (ball  guide  our  youth, 

And  well  fupport  our  age. 

Watts. 


CXI  X .  F i  fth  Part .  Long  Metre . 

Godly  farrow  for  the  Jins  nf  men. 


ARISE,  rny  tender  thoughts,  arife 

Let  torrents  drown  my  weeping  eyes, 
And  thou,  my  heart,  withanguilh  feel 
Thole  evils  which  thou  canltnot  heal. 
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•  Sec  human  beings  funk  in  fhame, 

See  fcAndals  pour'd  on  Jefus’  name  ; 

See  God  infulted  through  his  Ton, 

1  he  world  abus’d  the  foul  undone. 

M/  heart  with  reverence  hears  thy  word1 
And  trembles  at  thy  threatnings,  Lord, 

I  know  the  wretched,  dreadful  end 
To  which  their  careiefs  Heps  defeend. 

My  God,  the  mournful  feene  I  view, 
With  horror  and  with  pity  too; 

G  could  my  fympathy  reclaim, 

The  wretches  from  deftruftive  fkme.! 

^  u  feeble  my  compaffion  proves, 

T  can  but  weep,  where  moft  it  loves 
i  by  own  all-favinggrace  employ 
And  turn  thefe  drops  of  grief  t  a  joy. 


Pfatm  CXIX.  Sixth  Part.  C.  Met 

Delink  In  tb?  word  of  God, 

HOW  I  love  thy  holy  law, 
f  1  is  daily  my  delight  • 

And  thence  rny  meditations  draw 
Divine  advice  by  night. 

My  waking  eyes  prevent  the  day, 

To  meditate  thy  word, 
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My  foul  with  longing  melts  away* 

To  hear  thy  gofpel,  Lord. 

3  When  midnight  darknefs  veils  the  fkies* 

1  call  thy  words  to  mind, 

My  thoughts  in  warm  devotion  rife 
And  God’s  acceptance  find, 

aj  How  ^oth  thy  word  my  heart  engage  ! 

How  well  employ  my  tongue  I 
It  cheers  my  tirefome  pilgrimage, 

And  yields  a  heavenly  fong  1 

£  Am  I  a  ft  ranger  or  at  home 
’Tis  my  continual  teaft, 

Nor  honey  dropping  from  the  comb 
So  much  allures  the  tafte, 

6  No  treafures  fo  enrich  the  mind, 

Nor  fhall  thy  word  be  fold, 

Tor  loads  of  filver  well  refin’d, 

Nor  heaps  of  Chining  gold. 

j  When  nature  finks  and  fpirits  droop, 

Thy  promifes  of  grace 
Are  pillars  to  fupport  my  hope, 

And  elevate  my  praife. 

Watts. 

AJL-U.ui.il  ■■  r-— ~  -U--  *  ■ - J  ■ - 1  l»~J  - “ - - 

©falm  CXIX. Seventh  Part.  Com. Met. 

fbt  variety  and  comfort  of  the  divine  'luord. 

LORD  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice, 
Thy  ftatuies  all  are  juft; 


PSALMS.  *03 

They  make  my  nobleft  powers  rejoice. 

And  mortify  my  tuft. 

■2  Thy  precepts  often  I  furvey, 

And  keep  thy  laws  in  fight  ; 

Thro’  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 

To  form  my  a&ions  right. 

3  And  when  my  fpirit  takes  her  fill. 

From  fountains  fo  divine  ; 

Not  mighty  men  that  fhare  the  fpoil. 

Have  joy  compar’d  to  mine. 

4  I  read  the  niftories  of  thy  love  ; 

And  keep  thy  grace  in  fight ; 

Whilft  through  the  promifesl  rove. 

With  ever  new  delight. 

5  ’Tislikea  land  of  wealth  unknown, 

Where  living  fprings  arife  ; 

Seeds  of  immortal  blifs  are  fown, 

And  hidden  glory  lies. 

6  The  beft  relief  that  mourners  have, 

It  makes  our  forrows  bleft  ; 

Our  faireft  hope  beyond  the  grave. 

And  our  eternal  reft. 

Watts. 

_ _  _ 

CXIX.  Eighth  Part.  C.  Met. 

The  Perfection  of  Scripture. 

ET  all  the  heathen  writers  join, 

To  form  one  perfecl  book, 
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Great  God,  it  once  compar’d  with  thine? 
How  mean  their  writings  look  ! 

2  Not  the  molt  perfeft  rules  they  gave. 

Could  (how  one  fin  forgiven  ; 

Nor  lead  a  flep  beyond  the  grave  ; 

But  thine  condufl  to  heaven. 

3  I?ve  feen  an  end  of  what  we  call 

Perfection,  here  below  ; 

How  fhort  the  powers  of  nature  fall 
And  can  no  farther  go. 

4  But  thy  commands,  O  righteous  Lord, 

Pervade  the  heart  within  ; 

Thy  peifecl  law, exceeding  broad, 
DeteCis  the  fecret  fin. 


^  In  vain  weboaft  perfe&icn  here, 

While  fin  defiles  our  frame  : 

\  7 

And  finks  our  virtues  down  fo  far. 

They  fcarce  deferve  the  name. 

6  Our  faith,  and  love,  and  every  grace 
Fall  far  below  thy  word  ; 

But  perfect  truth  and  rigbteoufnefs 
D  well  only  with  the  Lord. 

W atts  varied. 


JjMalmCXIX.  Ninth  Fart.  Com. Met 


Dejire  of divine  knowledge. 


THY  mercies  fill  the  earth,  O  Lord, 
How  great  thy  works  appear  i 
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Open  my  eyes  to  read  thy  word 
And  fee  thy  wonders  there. 

My  flefh  by  thy  creating  hands 
Is  form'd  with  cate  and  fkill ; 

O  make  me  Jearn  thy  juft  commands 
1  hat  I  may  them  fulfill. 

Since  I’m  a  Granger  here  below, 

Be  thou  my  conflant  guide  ; 

Diie£l  the  way  my  feet  fhould  go 
Nor  let  me  turn  afide. 

If  thou  to  me  thy  flatutes  (hew 
And  heavenly  truth  impart  ; 

Thy  work  forever  I’ll  purfue 
Thy  law  fhall  rule  my  heart. 

From  thofe  vain  objeds  turn  my  fight, 

Which  this  falfe  world  difplays  ; 

But  give  me  heavenly  power  and  light, 
lo  tread  thy  righteous  ways,  * 

Tate  and  Watts,, 


falmCXIX.  TenthPart.  Com.  Met. 

Breathing  after  hollnefs. 

OTHATihe  Lord  would  guide  my  ways. 
To  keep  his  flatutes  fiill ; 

J  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace, 
i  o  know  and  do  his  will, 

T 
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2  Send  thy  good  fpirit ,  Lord,  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  heart, 

Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 

Nor  a£l  the  liar’s  part. 

3  From  vanity,  turn  off  my  eyes, 

Let  no  corrupt  defign, 

Nor  covetous  defires  arife, 

Within  this  foul  ot  mine. 

4  Order  my  iootfteps  by  thv  word. 

And  make  rny  heart  fincere  ; 

Let  fm  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 

But  keep  my  confcience  clear. 

My  fou  1  hath  gone  too  far  affray. 

My  feet  too  often  flide  ; 

O  bring  me  back  to  virtue’s  way.. 

And  be  thy  truth  my  guide. 

6  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands, 

’Tis  a  delightful  road  ; 

Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart  or  hands 
Offend  againit  my  God. 

V/aTT; 


PfalmCXIX.  Eleventh  Part.  C.  M 


Holy  Rejohdlons . 


OTHAT  thy  ffaiutes  every  hour 
Might  dwell  upon  my  mind  ! 
Thence  1  derive  a  quickening  power 


And  daily  comfort  find* 


Thy  word  (hall  dwell  upon  my  heart, 
To  keep  me  pure  within  ; 

And  be  an  everlafting  guard 
From  every  rifing  fin. 


\  To  meditate  thy  precepts,  Lord 
Shall  be  my  Tweet  employ, 

My  Toul  (hall  ne’er  forget  thy  word, 

Thy  word  is  all  my  joy. 

How  would  I  run  in  thy  command;, 

If  thou  my  heart  difcharge, 

From  fin’s  deceit  and  folly’s  bands, 

And  Tet  my  feet  at  large. 

My  lips  with  courage  fhall  declare 
Thy  ftatutes  and  thy  name  ; 

I’ll  fpeak  thy  word  though  tyrants  hear, 
Nor  yield  to  finful  lhame. 


Depart  from  me  ye  wicked  race, 
Whofe  hands  and  hearts  are  ill 
I  love  my  God,  I  love  his  ways, 
And  mull  obey  his  will. 


Watts. 


plalm  CXIX.  Twelfth  Part.  C.  Me/. 

‘ The  benefit  of  Afiliciions . 

CONSIDER  all  my  forrows,  Lord, 

And  thy  deliverance  Tend  ; 

My  foul  for  thy  falvation  waits, 

When  will  my  troubles  end  1 
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i  et  i  have  found  his  good  for  me9 
i  o  bear  my  father’s  rod  ; 

Afflictions  make  me  learn  the  Jaw 
And  reverence  my  God. 

3  This  is  the  comfort  I  enjoy , 

When  new  di  ft  refs  begins ; 

I  read  thy  word,  I  run  thy  ways, 

And  hate  my  former  fins. 

4  Had  not  thy  word  been  my  delight, 

\  v  hen  earthly  joys  were  fled, 

My  foul,  opprefs’d  with  [arrows  weight 
iiad  lunk  among  the  dead. 

5  I  know  thy  judgments,  Lord,  are  right 

Though  they  may  feem  feveie  ; 

In  ail  the  bufferings  I  endure. 

Thy  grace  and  love  appear. 

6  Before  I  knew  thy  cbaftening  rod. 

My  feet  were  apt  to  ftray  ; 

But  now  ]  learn  to  keep  thy  word, 

Nor  wander  from  thy  way. 

_ _ _  Watts/ 

Prayer  for  quicken! Mg  grace, 

MY  foul  lies  cleaving  to  the  duff. 

Lord,  give  me  life  divine  ; 
hrcm  vain  defires,  and  every  Juft" 

1  urn  offthefe  eyes  of  mine* 
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£  I  need  the  influence  of  thy  grace, 

To  fpeed  me  in  my  way  ; 

Left  I  fhould  loiter  in  my  race, 

Or  turn  my  feet  aftray. 

3  When  fore  affli£iions  prefs  me  down, 

I  need  thy  quickening  powers  ; 

Thy  word  that  I  have  refted  on, 

Shall  help  my  heavieft  hours. 

4  Are  not  thy  mercies  fovereign  ftill  ? 

And  thou  a  faithful  God  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  zeal, 

To  run  the  heavenly  road  p 

<5  Does  not  my  heart  thy  precepts  love  ? 

And  long  to  fee  thy  face  P 
And  yet  how  flow  my  fpirits  move 
Without  enlivening  grace  ! 

6  Then  (hall  I  love  thy  gofpel  more, 

And  ne’er  forget  thy  word  ; 

When  I  have  felt  its  quickening  power, 

To  draw  me  near  the  Lord. 

Watts. 

JPfeUnCXIX.  Fourteenth  Part.  L.M . 

Affli&ons  fanclijied . 

FATHER,  I  blefs  thy  gentle  hand  ; 

How  kind  was  thy  chaftiling  rod  ? 

That  forc’d  my  confcience  to  a  ftand, 

And  brought  my  wandering  foul  to  Gou  ! 

T  2 
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2  Foolifh  and  vain  I  went  ail  ray, 

Ere  I  had  felt  thy  fcourges,  Lord  ; 


^  my  gUJde  and  loE  my  way, 

But  now  I  love  and  keep  thy  word, 

3  ’Tis  good  for  me  to  wear  the  yoke, 


For  pride  is  apt  to  rife  and  fwell  3 
Tis  good  to  bear  my  father’s  firoke^ 

1  hat  I  may  learn  his  flatutes  well. 

4  1  ne  law  that  ifTues  from  thy  mouth 

Shall  raife  my  chearful  paffions  more 
Tnan  all  the  treafures  of  the  fouth, 

Or  weflern  hills  of  golden  ore. 

5  Thy  hands  have  made  my  mortal  frame 

Thy  fpirit  form’d  my  foul  within  ; 
Teach  me  to  love  thy  holy  name, 

And  guard  me  fafe  from  every  fin. 

€  Then  thofe  who  love  and  fear  the  Lord 
In  my  falvation  fhall  rejoice  ; 
lor  I  have  trufied  in  thy  word, 

And  make  thy  grace  my  only  choice. 


CXX.  Common  Metre. 


Complaint  agalnjl  Enemies. 


THOU  God  of  love,  thou  ever  blefts 
Pity  my  fuff’ring  ftate  ; 

When  wilt  thou  fet  my  foul  at  reft, 
Prom  men  who  love  deceit  ? 
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2  Ah,  woe  is  me,  to  have  my  fear, 
Among  the  Tons  of  ftrife  ; 
Perpetual  infolt  doom’d  to  meet, 
From  men  of  reliefs  life. 

i  O  might  I  fly  to  change  my  place* 

1  d  rather  choofe  to  roam, 

In  fome  wide,  ionefome  wildernefs*. 
To  find  a  filent  home. 


!  Peace  is  the  blefling  that  I  feek, 
And  friendly  terms  prepare  ; 

But  when  to  them  of  peace  I  fpeaks 
They  all  for  war  declare. 


New  paflions  fli'll  their  fouls  engage, 

And  keep  their  malice  ftrong  ; 

What  fhall  be  done  to  curb  thy  rage, 

O  thou,  provoking  tongue  ! 

Should  deadly  arrows  flrike  thee  thro’, 
Stnft juflice  would  approve  i 
But  I  had  rather  fpare  my  foe, 

And  melt  his  heart  with  love. 

__ _  Watts  and  MERucK, 

PfallU  CXXI.  ComTMe7re. 


Divine  prefers  at  ion, 

■pROM  Zion’s  hill,  my  help  defeends, 
-**  lo  God  I  lift  mine  eyes  ; 

My  flrengih  alone  on  him  depends 
Who  built  the  earth  and  Ikies. 
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2  He,  ever  watchful,  ever  nigh, 

Foibids  rny  feet  to  Aide  ; 

No  deep,  nor  dumber  Teals  the  eye 
Of  ifrael’s  faithful  guide. 

3  He  will  Tuftsin  my  Feeble  powers, 

With  his  almighty  arm  ; 

And  watch  my  moft  unguarded  hours 
Agaitift  all  fatal  harm. 

4  Then  let  my  foul  fecurely  reft, 

My  guardian  is  the  Lord  ; 

His  power  which  makes  my  (lumber  bleft, 
Prote&ion  will  afford. 

5  Nor  fcorching  fun  nor  fickly  moon, 

Will  he  permit  to  fmite  ; 

He  fnields  my  head  from  burning  noon, 
From  noxious  damps  by  night. 

6  At  home,  abroad,  in  peace,  in  war, 

God  will  my  life  defend  ; 

Conduft  me  free  from  every  fnare. 

Safe  to  my  journey's  end. 

Tate,  Watts  and  Merrick. 

Jp  {ft  lift  CXXI.  Hedlelujah  Metre . 

Divine  prefervation* 

TO  God  I  lift  my  eyes, 

From  whom  is  all  my  aid  ; 

The  God  who  built  the  (kies, 

And  earth’s  foundation  laid. 


God  is  the  tower 
To  which  I  fly  ; 

His  grace  is  nigh; 

In  every  hour. 

s  My  feet  fhal!  never  Hide 
And  fall  in  fatal  fnares  ; 

Since  God,  my  heavenly  guid^ 
Willdifli'pate  my  fears. 

1  hofe  wakeful  eyes 
Which  never  fieeo  ; 

Shall  Ifrael  keep, 

When  dangers  rife. 

No  burning  heat  by  day. 

Nor  blaH:  of  evening  air, 

Shall  take  my  health  a way? 

If  God  be  with  me  there. 

I  hou  art  my  light, 

And  thou  my  (hade;. 

To  guard  my  head. 

By  day  or  night. 

Hafl  thou  not  promis’d,  Lord, 

1  o  fave  my  foul  from  death  } 
And  I  can  tru ft,  thy  word, 

To  keep  my  mortal  breath. 

I  11  go  and  come. 

Nor  fear  to  die  ; 

Till  from  on  high,. 

1  hou  call  me  home. 
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Alt 
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(f;  ' } 
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CXXII.  Common  Me(rr+ 

For  the  Lord* s  d±iy  morning* 

BEHOLD  the  rifing  dawn  appear, 
Which  calls  our  willing  feet  ; 

To  tread  thy  courts,.  O  God,  and  there, 
Our  folemn  praife  repeat  1 

2  Fair  Zion’s  gates  are  our  delight* 

Within  her  walls  we  ftand  ; 

And  all  her  happy  Tons  unite, 

In  friendlhip’s  facred  band. 

3  We  love  the  place  where  Zion’s  Lord, 

Is  pleas’d  to  Ihew  his  face  ; 

Here  he  proclaims  his  holy  word. 

And  here  accepts  our  praife. 

4  With  reverend  awe  and  godly  fear. 

We  bow  before  thy  throne  ; 

For  thou  the  fervent;  prayer  wilt  hear. 
Thro’  thy  beloved  Son. 

£  Peace  be  within  th's hallow’d  place. 

And  joy  a  conftant  gueff ; 

With  holy  gifts  and  heavenly  grace, 

Be  her  attendants  bleft. 

6  Our  foul  fhalf  pray  for  Zion  {till. 

While  life  or  breath  remains  ; 

For  here  our  friends  and  brethren  dwell. 

And  here  our  Saviour  reigns. 

Watts  and  Meakick,  united  and  varied. 
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^falmcxxir.  p  articular  Met* 

*tkt  pleufuir  of  public  KvorJfjJt. 


HOW  does  my  heart  rejoice, 
To  hear  the  public  voice, 

**  Come  let  us  feek  our  God,  to  day  !** 
Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal, 

We’ll  hafle  to  Zion’s  hill, 

And  there  our  vows  and  honours  pay* 


2  Zion,  thrice  happy  place  ! 

Adorn’d  with  wondrous  grace, 

And  walls  of  ffrength  enclofe  thee  round  ; 
In  thee  our  tribes  appear, 

To  pray,  and  praile,  and  hear. 

The  (acred  gofpel’s  joyful  found. 

3  Here  David’s  holy  Son, 

Hath  plac’d  his  royal  throne, 

He  fits  for  grace  and  judgment  here  £ 

He  bids  the  faints  be  triad. 

He  makes  the  wicked  fad  ; 

But  humble  fouls  rejoice  with  fear* 

/}  May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 

And  joy  within  thee  wait, 

To  bleis  the  foul  of  ev'ry  gueff  ; 

The  man  who  feeks  thy  peace, 

And  wifhes  thine  increafe, 

A  thouland  ble flings  on  him  refl  ! 

My  tongue  repeats  her  vows. 

Peace  to  this  facred  houfe/* 


5 


21 6 


PSALMS. 

For  here  my  friends  and  brethren  dwell ; 
And  fince  my  glorious  God, 

Makes  thee  his  bleft  abode. 

My  foul  fhall  ever  love  thee  well. 

_  Wat.ts; 

CXXIII.  Common  Metre . 

Pleading  nvlth  fubmljjion . 

OTHOU,  vvhofe  grace  and  juftice  reign 
Enthron’d  above  the  fk y  ; 

To  thee,  our  hearts  wouid  tell  their  pain. 

To  thee  wepift  our  eye. 

2  As  fervants  watch  their  maker’s  hand. 

And  dread  the  {fern  rebuke  ; 

Or  maids  before  their  miitrefs  (land. 

And  wait  the  peaceful  look  : 

g  So  for  our  fins  we  juflly  feel, 

Thy  righteous  hand,  O  God  ; 

Yet  wait  the  gracious  moment  flill, 

Till  thou  remove  thy  rod, 

At  rhofe  who  in  eafe  and  pleafure  live, 

Our  daily  groans  deride  ;  - 

And  thy  delays  of  mercy  give, 

Frelh  courage  to  their  pride. 

i 5  Our  foes  infult  us,  but  our  hope 
In  thy  compaflion  lies ; 

This  tbough^ihail  bear  our  fpirits  up, 

That  God  will  not  defpife. 


Watt  %» 


PSALMS- 


jJPfflllU  CXXIV.  Long  Met  re » 

Deliverance  from  Enemies. 

HAD  not  the  Lord,  may  Ifrael  fay. 

Had  not  the  Lord  maintain’d  our  fide.. 
When  men  to  make  our  lives  a  prey, 

Rofe  like  the  (welling  of  the  tide  ; 


The  fuelling  tide  had  ftopt  our  breath, 

So  fiercely  did  the  billows  roll  ; 

We  had  been  {wallow’d  deep  in  death, 
The  waters  had  o’erwheim’d  aurfouL 

We  leap  for  joy,  we  ftiout  and  ting. 

Who  juft  efcap’d  the  fatal  ftroke  ; 

So  flies  the  bird  with  lively  wjn<r 
When  once  the  fowler’s  fnare  is  broke. 

Forever  bleffed  be  the  Lord, 

W  ho  broke  the  fowler’s  deadly  fnare 

An'i°  J  d  US  |r°m  the  threatning  fwor d. 
And  made  our  lives  his  watchful  care. 


wUr  ke''P  18  10  Jehovah’s  name, 

1°  I0'm’d  th,e,earth  ^  built  the  fkies ; 
Who  ftill  upholds  all  nature’s  frame. 

Ana  guards  his  Church  with  wakeful  eyes. 


W 
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m*lm  CXXV.  Com,  Met. 

Erlal  and  Safety, 

NSHAKEN  as  the  facred  hill. 

And  Si  m  as  mountains  be, 
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When  tempefis  rife,  the  foul  (hall  (land, 
That  trufts,  O  Lord,  in  thee, 

2  As  lofty  mountains  flood  to  guards 
Fair  Salem’s  happy  ground  ; 

So  God’s  almighty  power  and  love, 

Enclofe  his  Church  around. 

g  Though  he  permit  the  tyrant  s  rod, 

T’  inflidl  a  chaftening  broke  ; 

Yet  led  it  wound  the  toul  too  deep, 

Its  fury  (hall  be  broke. 

The  Lord  will  gently  deal  with  thofe, 

Whole  filial  love  and  fear, 

Whofe  faith  and  hope  and  every  grace, 

Proclaim  their  hearts  £ncere. 

Watts,  varied. 
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CXXVI.  Com.  Met. 

R  ema rkable  d eh veran-' . 

God  reveal’d  his  gracious  narnet 
And  chang’d  our  mournful  (late  ; 
Our  rapture  feem’d  a  pleating  dream, 

The  work  appear’d  (o  great. 


2  u  Great  is  the  work,”  our  brethren  cry  d. 
And  own’d  the  power  divine  ; 

'..Great  is  the  work,”  our  fouls  reply *d4 
“  And  be  the  glory  thine.” 


P  S  A  L  M  S.  2*9 

g  The  Lord  can  clear  the  darkeft  ikies, 

Can  give  us  day  for  night  ; 

Make  drops  of  facred  lorrovv  rife, 

To  rivers  of  dehg’it. 

4  Let  thofe  who  fow  in  fadnefs  wait, 

Till  the  fair  harveft  come  ; 

They  fhall  confefs  their  (heaves  are  great. 
And  (hout  the  bleffings  home, 

£  The  feed  tho’  buried  long  in  do  ft, 

W ill  not  deceive  their  hope  ; 

The  precious  grain  cannot  be  loft, 

Tor  grace  enfures  the  crop, 

W  *  >  rrr 
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pcaim  cxxvn.  c  Common  Metre s 

Succtfs  and  prof  per:  iy  from  Go\ 

IF  God  to  build  the  houfedeny, 

The  builders  work  in  vain  ; 

Cities  without  his  watchful  eye 
An  ufelefs  guard  maintain, 

%  In  vain  we  rife  before  the  day 
And  late  to  reft  repair  ; 

Allow  no  refpite  to  our  toil 
And  eat  the  bread  of  care. 


'A 


3  But  if  we  truft  our  father’s  k)v< 
And  in  his  ways  delight  ; 

He’ll  give  us  needful  food  by  day 
And  quiet  deep  by  night. 
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Then  children,  relatives  and  friend* 
Shail  real  blefUngs  prove  j 
And  all  the  earthly  joys  he  fends 
Be  crown’d  with  heavenly  love. 


Tatx  and  Watts,, with  addition, 

i  3 1  Ill  C  X  X  V 1 1 1 ,  L  on?  Met  re . 


Family  duties  a /id  ble£lngs, 

TJLESI  is,  the  man  who  fears  the  Lord^ 
-L?  \And  walks  by  his  unerring  word  * 
Cum  fort  ard  peace  his  days  attend, 

/ind  God  will  ever  prove  his  friend* 


a  To  him,  who  condefcends  to  dwell 
With  faints  in  their  obfeureft  cell  • 
Be  our  domeftic  altars  rais’d, 

And  daily  let  his  name  be  prais’d. 


S  1  0  him  may  each  affembled  houfe 
Pjeient  naeir  night  and  morning  vows  ^ 
I  neir  iervants  and  t^eir  riling  race 
Be  taught  his  precepts  and  his  grace. 


4  1  hen  ihaii  the  charms  of  wedded  love 
Still  more  delightful  bleflings  prove  ; 
And  parents  hearts  (hall  overflow 
With  joys  that  parents  only  know. 


5  When  nature  droops,  our  aged  eyes 
Shall  fee  our  children’s  children  rife  ; 

Till  pleas’d  and  thankful  we  remove, 

And  join  the  family  above, 

a)od bridge  and  Msiuticx,  united  and  varied. 
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4TI  CXXIX.  Long  Metre. 


(A  new  vei  fion.) 


'The  Counfels  of  Enemies  dij appointed. 


HOW  often  have  oar  reliefs  foes 

Their  arts  employ’d  to  vex  oar  land! 
But  God  did  kindly  interpofe, 

His  power  hath  made  our  feet  to  {land. 


2  By  fubti  I  wiles  as  dark  as  night, 

Their  malice  lay  a  while  conceal’d  ; 
But  foon  the  mifehtef  fprang  to  light, 
And  all  their  projefh  flood  reveal’d. 


g  With  pride  and  power  and  lifted  hand. 

They  dealt  their  vengeful  blows  around  ; 

O  ur  backs  were  like  the  furrow’d  land, 

When  ploughmenhreaktheftubbornground* 

4  But  fecret  arts  and  open  force 

Have  never  mov’d  our  fledfaft  feet  ; 

His  juflice  Hill  maintains  its  courfe, 

And  he  will  ail  their  plots  defeat. 


5  Like  wither’d  grafs,  their  hopes  {lull  fade 
Nor  God  nor  man  their  counfels  blefs  ; 
No  friendly  hand  final]  lend  them  aid 

XT  rt  * 
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No  tongue  (hall  wi(h  them  good  fuccefs. 


Lyalin  CXXX.  Common .  Metre, 

Repentance  and  par  den. 

LG^D,  fliould  il  thou  call  us  to  thy  b^r, 
Should  thine,  impartial  hand 

U  i 
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Avenge  our  (ins  againft  thy  law, 

What  mortal  fleih  could  hand  ! 

2  But  fovereign  mercy  dwells  with  thee, 

Hope  dawns  amidft  our  fears  ; 

Divine  forgivenefs  large  and  free 
Shall  wipe  our  flowing  tears. 

3  On  thee  alone  our  fouls  would  wait. 

And  in  thy  word  would  hay  ; 

Thy  promiles  can  light  create 
And  turn  our  night  to  day. 

4  Juh  as  the  guards  that  keep  the  night 

Long  for  the  morning  ikies, 

Watch  the  fir  ft  beams  of  breaking  light 
And  meet  them  with  their  eyes. 

<5  So  wait  our  fouls  to  fee  thy  grace. 

And  more  intent  than  they, 

Meet  the  hi  ft  openings  of  thy  face. 

And  find  a  brighter  day. 

6  Let  contrite  finners,  on  the  Lord,. 

With  humble  hope  recline  ; 

Juftice  and  mercy,  in  his  word, 

Harmonioufly  combine. 

/ 

7  Unnumber’d  though  our  (ins  appear. 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  pain  ; 

Thy  boundiefs  love  difpelsour  fear, 

Aad  cleanfes  every  ftain. 

Watts  and  Steels. 
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P  Mm  C  X  X  X .  Long  Metre. 

FROM  deep  diftrefs  and  troubled  thoughts* 
To  thee,  my  God,  I  raife  my  cry 
II  thou  feverely  mark  our  faults, 

What  fiefh  could  {land  before  thine  ey©*, 

• 

2  But  thou  hall  fet  thy  throne  oF  grace 
Free  to  difpenfe  thy  pardons  there  ; 

That  finners  may  approach  thy  face, 

And  hope  and  love  as  well  as  fear. 

3  As  the  benighted  pilgrims  wait, 

And  long  and  with  for  breaking  day  *. 

So  waits  my  foul  before  thy  gate, 

When  will  my  God  his  face  difplay  p-5 

4  My  truft  is- fix’d  upon  thy  word. 

Nor  (hall  I  trull  thy  word  in  vain  ; 

Let  mourning  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 

And  find  relief  from  all  their  pain. 

5  Great  is  his  love  and  large  his  grace, 

Thro’  the  redemption  of  his  fon  ; 

He  turns  our  feet  from  finful  ways, 

And  pardons  what  our  hands  have  done. 

Watt  s% 

3Pi9lttl  CXXXI.  Common  Metre , 

Humility  and  contentment, 

IS  there  ambition  in  my  heart  ? 

Search  gracious  God,  and  fee  ; 

Or  do  I  a61  a  haughty  part  ? 

Lord,  I  appeal,  to  thee,  t 
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2  Drive  from  the  confines  of  my  heart 

All  difcontent  and  pride. 

Not  let  me  in  erroneous  paths. 

With  thoughtleis  finners  glide, 

3  Whatever  thine  all  difcerning  eye 

Sees  for  thy  creature  fit, 

I’ll  blefs  the  good,  and  to  the  i!!, 
Contentedly  fubmit. 

4  \  v  ith  hum  ole  pi  cam  re  let  me  vievr 

The  profp’rous  and  the  great ; 

Malignant  envy  let  me  fly, 

And  odious  felf-conceit, 

5  Let.  not  defpair  nor  fell  revenge- 

Be  to  ray  bofom  known; 

O  give  me  tears  for  others’  woe;., 

And  patience  for  my  own. 

6  -Feed  me  with  n^ceflary  food, 

1  afk.  not  wealth  or  fame  ; 

But  give  me  eyes  to  view  thy  works* 

And  fenfe  to  praife  thy  name, 

7  May  my  flili  days  obfcurely  pafsy 

Without  remorfe  or  care  ; 

And  let  me  for  the  parting  hour 
Incefiandy  prepare, 

B,  l  L  L I A  W f  CelM’OEU 


£9uiHTtC X XXII.  C omrnon  Metre* . 

ytXtsijb  a?td  ChyiJHan  Churches  compared* 

THE  Lord  in  Zion  plac’d  his  name. 

His  ark  was  fettled  there  ; 

To  Zion  the  whole  nation  came 
To  worthip  thrice  a  year. 

Thither  from  Canaan’s  utmofl  en&v 
The  favour’d  tribes  refort  ; 

And  God  his  fare  proteftion  lends 
While  they  approach  his  conn, 

l  But  we  have  no  fuch  lengths  to 
Nor  fuch  a  tedious  road  ; 

Where’er  thv  faints  affemble  now 
There  is  a  houfe  of  God, 

|  Arife,  O  king  of  grace,  arife, 

And  enter  to  thy  reft  > 

Lo  thy  church  waits  with  longing,  eyes*.. 
Thus  to  be  own’d  and  bleft. 

)  Enter,  with  all  thy  glorious  train, 

Thy  fpirit  and  thy  word  ; 

All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  fuch  grace  afford. 

)  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  vows. 

Here  let  thy  praife  be  fpread  ; 

Bids, the  provifions  of  thy  houfe, 

And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 


Watts,  with  variati«<« *■- 
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Jgrtalm  CXXXIII.  Short  Metre, . 


Brotherly  love. 


EST  are  the  fons  of  peace, 


,D  Who  fie  hearts  and  hopes  are  one  ; 
Who  fie  kind  defigns  to  ferve  and  pleafe 
Thro’  all  their  a&ions  run  ! 

2  Bleflis  the  pious  houfe, 

Where  zeal  and  Iriendfhip  meet ; 

Their  fiongs  of  praifie,  their  mingled  vowi 
Make  their  communion  fiweet. 

3  Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills 

The  faints  are  bleft  above  ; 

Where  peace  like  morning  dew  diftills 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 


Watt  s. 


Daily  and  nightly  devotion » 


\TE  fervaots  oi  th’  eternal  king, 

JL  Your  grateful  hymns  in  triumph 
Ye  who  attend  his  courts  by  day. 

And  in  the  night  your  homage  pay. 

•A  Behold  the  fun,  obedient  ftill, 

To  execute  his  maker’s  will  ! 

The  filver  moon  and  planets  roll, 

In  filence  round  the  glowing  pole.. 

3  As  they  difpenfe  their  heady  ravs, 
Like  them,  be  con  Rant  in  his  praife  £ 


% 
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"Like  them,  harmonioufly  join. 

To  celebrate  the  hand  divine. 

And  may  that  God  whofe  power  has  made 

This  earth,  and  heavn’s  wide  arch  difpla)  (i, 

From  facred  Zion  bid  you  prove, 

The  bleffings  ol  his  boundlefs  love. 

Tartly  from  Merrick. 


Kalin  cxxxv.  Common  Me  ire. 

Prafe  to  the  true  and  living  Cod. 

AW AKE,  ye  faints,  to  praife  your  king 
Your  noblefi  paflions  raife  ; 

The  pious  pleafure  while  you  fmg 
Increafing  with  the  piaife. 

Great  is  the  Lord,  and  works  ol  might 
His  majefiy  declare  ; 

But  fiill  his  Hints  are  near  his  fight, 

And  find  a  Dareni’s  care. 

Heaven,  earth  and  fea  confefs  his  hand 
He  bids  the  vapours  rife  ; 

Lightning  and  {form  at  his  command 
Sweep  thro5  the  vaulted  ikies. 

AH  power  that  Kings  or  Gods  have  claim’d 
Is  found  with  him  alone  : 

But  heathen  Gods  fhouM  nee’r  he  nam’d 
Where  our  Jehovah’s  known. 

;  Which  ol  the  flocks  or  flones  they  trufl; 
Can  give  them  fhowers  of  rain  ? 
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In  vain  they  pray  to  glittering  dull, 

And  worship  gold  in  vain. 

But  ye  who  know  the  living  God, 

Serve  him  with  holy  rear  • 

He  makes  his  church  his  bleft  abode 
And  claims  your  homage  here. 

Watt i.  varied. 


pfaim  CX XX VI.  Long  Metre . 

GIVE  to  our  God  immortal  praife, 
Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways ; 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  you*  fong. 

2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  Lords,  renown, 

The  king  of  kings  with  glory  crown 
Iiis  mercies  never  fhall  decay 
Tho5  Lords  and  Ki  ngs  fhall  pafs  a way© 

3  He  built  the  earth,  he  fpread  the  iky, 

And  fix’d  the  Larry  lights  on  high  : 
Wonders  oLgrace  to  God  belong, 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

4  He  gives  the  fun  his  cheering  light. 

He  bids  the  moon  diredl  the  night; 

His  mercies  never  fhall  decav, 

Tho*  funs  and  moons  fhall  pafs  away. 

£  He  Cent  his  fon  with  power  to  fave? 

From  fin  and  darknefs  and  the  grave  ; 
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Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belongs 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

Thro’  this  vain  world  he  guides  our  feet, 
And  leads  us  to  his  heavenly  feat  : 

His  mercies  ever  (hall  endure 
When  this  vain  world  (hall  be  no  more. 


Watts/ 


2falm  CXXXVI.  Hallelujah  Metre • 


O  God,  the  mighty  Lord, 


A  Your  joyful  thanks  repeat ; 
To  him  due  praife  afford 


As  good  as  he  is  great. 


For  God  does  prove. 

Our  conftant  iriend  ; 

H  is  boundlefs  love 
Shall  never  end. 

To  him,  whofe  wondrous  power5 
All  other  Gods  obey  * 

Whom  earthly  kings  adore, 

This  grateful  homage  pay. 

For  God  will  prove 
Our  conftant  iriend  ; 

His  boundlefs  love 
Shall  never  end. 

By  his  Almighty  hand. 
Stupendous  works  are  wrought  ; 
The  heavens  by  his  command 
Were  to  perfe&ion  brought* 
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This  God  will  prove 
Our  conflant  friend  ; 

His  boundlefs  love 
Shall  never  end. 

4  Thro’  heaven  he  doth  dilphy 
The  radiant  orbs  of  light  ; 

'i  he  fun  to  rule  by  day 
The  moon  and  flars  by  nicrht 
This  God  will  prove. 

Our  conflant  friend  ; 

His  boundlefs  love, 

Shall  never  end. 

5  He  fpread  the  ocean  round. 

About  the  fpacious  land  ; 

\nd  made  the  folid  ground. 

Above  the  waters  (land. 

This  God  will  prove, 

Our  conflant  friend ; 

His  boundlefs  love, 

Shall  never  end. 

#  -  . 

0  He  doth  the  food  fupply, 

.On  which  all  creatures  live  ; 

To  God,  who  reigns  on  high, 
internal  praifes  give. 

Tins  God  will  prove. 

Our  conflant  friend  ; 

His  boundlefs  love, 

Shall  never  end. 


T  atz; 
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3fatm  CXXXVI.  jlll  Sevens  Metre, 

'the  perfetllons  and  providence  oj  God, 

LIFT  your  voice  and  thankful  fing, 

Praifes  to  your  heavenly  king  ; 

For  his  bleffings  far  extend, 

And  his  mercy  knows  no  end. 

Be  the  Lord  your  only  theme, 

Who  of  Gods  is  God  fupreme  ; 

He  to  whom  all  Lords  befide, 

Bow  the  knee,  their  faces  hide, 

,  Who  a  Herts  his  ) ail  command, 

By  the  wonders  of  his  hand  ; 

He  whofe  wifdom,  thron’d  on  high, 

Built  the  manfions  of  the  fky. 

-  He  who  bade  the  watery  deep, 

In  appointed  bounds  to  keep 
And  the  Bars  that  gild  the  pole, 

Thro'  unmeafur’d  ether  roil. 

)  Thee,  O  fun,  whofe  powerful  ray, 

Rules  the  empire  of  the  day  ; 

You,  O  moon  and  ilars,  whofe  light. 

Cheers  the  darknefs  of  the  night. 

5  He  with  food  fuflains,  O  earth, 

All  which  claim  from  thee  their  birth  ; 

For  hisLleiTings  wide  extend, 

And  his  mercy  knows  no  end, 

Merr  igk. 
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ipfslilt  CXXX  VII.  Common  Metre 

Captivity  i 

(A  new  verfton.) 

tpAR  from  our  friends  and  country  dear 
In  hoRIie  lands  we  moan  ; 

No  tenner  hand  to  wipe  the  tear 
Which  flows  with  every  groan  ! 


2  Our  foes  vindi&ive  mock  eur  grief, 

^ind  fport  with  our  complaints 
No  mercy  prompts  to  give  relief, 

I  ho*  languid  mi fery  faints. 

3  In  retrofpeftive  fcenes  employ’d, 

VvTe  think  on  former  days  ; 

When  peaceful  fabbaths  we  enjoy’d, 
And  all  our  work  was  praife. 


4  But  now,  of  liberty  depriv’d, 

In  folitude  confin’d  ; 

In  vain  we  feek  the  word  of  life 
To  feed  the  ftarving  mind. 


S  To  thee,  O  Lord,  we  lift  om  eye, 

1  o  thee,  our  caufe  commend  ; 

1  hou  hear’fi  the  mourning  piis’ner’s  figh 
Thou  art  the  fuff’rer’s  friend. 


6  We  feek  no  vengeance  on  our  fees ; 
But  put  our  trufl  in  thee ; 

O  let  thy  mercy  interpofe, 

And  fet  thy  captives  free*. 
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Pfalm  CXXXVIII.  Common  Metre „ 

A  fong  of  Praife ; 

r  |  thee,  my  God,  my  heart  fhali  bring 
X  The  lively  grateful  fong  ; 

Attending  crouds  fllall  hear  me  fing 
With  rapture  on  my  tongue. 

2  Amidft  the  glories  of  thy  name 

Thy  truth  exalted  fhines  ; 

A  faithful  God,  thy  words  proclaim 
In  everlafting  lines. 

3  Th*  eternal  God  looks  kindly  down 

On  pious  humble  fouls  ; 

But  from  afar  his  piercing  frown 
The  fons  of  pride  controuls, 

jj_  Thou,  Lord,  wilt  all  my  hopes  fulfil, 

To  thee,  the  work  belongs  ; 

Letendlefs  mercy  guide  me  Hill,  $ 

And  tune  my  grateful  longs, 

Mrs.  Steele,, 


3g)faim  CXXXVIII.  Long  Metre. 

Ref  o ring  and  preferring  mercy . 

WITH  all  my  powers  of  heart  and  tongue 
I’ll  praife  my  maker  in  my  fong  ; 
While  holy  zeal  direfts  my  eyes, 

To  thy  fair  templein  the  {kies, 

*  U7  2 
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2  HI  fing  t by  truth  and  mercy  Lord, 

HI  fing  the  wonders  of  thy  word; 

Not  all  thy  works  and  names  below 
So  much  thy  power  and  glory  (how. 

3  The  God  of  heaven  maintains  his  (late, 
Frowns  on  the  impious,  proud  and  great  ;t 
But  from  his  throne  defcends  to  fee, 

The  Tons  of  humble  poverty. 

4  Amidft  a  thoufand  fnares  I  ftand, 

Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand  ; 

Thy  words  my  fainting  foul  revive, 

And  keep  my  dying  faith  alive. 

5  Grace  will  complete  what  grace  begirfs, 

To  fave  from  forrows  or  from  fins ; 

The  work  which  wifdom  undertakes 
Eternal  mercy  ne’er  forfakes. 

Watts. 


pfalmCXXXVIII.ver.  3,5.  Short  M. 

Spiritual  Strength  and  Joy. 

Y  foul,  review  the  time, 

In  which  my  God  I  fought 
I  ciy’d  aloud  for  aid  divine, 

And  aid  divine  he  brought.- 


2  The’  all  my  fainting  heart* 

His  fecret  vigour  fpread  ; 

To  me  his  ftrength  he  did  impart, 
And  rais’d  my  drooping  head. 
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3  Then  will  I  raife  my  voice, 

And  form  a  cheerful  fang  ; 

With  all  the  faints  I  will  rejoice, 
Who  to  his  courts  belong. 

4  With  them,  the  path  I’ll  trace, 
Which  leads  to  his  abode  ; 

And  join  to  fing  redeeming  giacev 
Along  the  joyful  road, 


5  Here,  flowers  of  paradife 
In  rich  profusion  fpring  ; 

There,  Zion’s  lofty  towers  arife^ 

The  feat  of  Zion’s  king. 

t 

6  Within  thofe  facred  walls, 

I  (hall  be  ever  bleft  ; 

1 11  follow  where  my  father  calls, 

And  feek  his  heavn’iy  ref!. 

Altered  from  Dodd  r  i d c zv 

JpfalmCXXXIX.  i ft. Part.  ConuMet . 

* The  univerfal  prefence  of  God . 

IN  all  my  vaft  concerns  with  thee, 

In  vain  my  foul  would  try, 

To  fhun  thy  prefence,  Lord,  or  flee,. 

The  notice  of  thine  eye, 

2  Thy  all-furrounding  fight  furveys 
My  rifmg  and  my  reft ; 

My  public  walks,  my  private  ways 
And  fecrets  of  my  breaft. 


* 
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3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord, 

Before  they’re  form’d  within  ; 

And  e’re  my  iips  pronounce  the  word 
He  knows  the  fenfe  I  mean. 

4  O  wond’rous  knowledge,  deep  and  hi 

Where  can  a  creature  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 

Befet  on  ev’ry  fide. 

j  So  let  thy  grace  furround  me  ftiil, 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove  ; 

To  guard  my  foul  from  every  ill. 
Secur’d  by  fov’reign  love. 


Watts. 


‘The  all-feeing  eye  cf  God. 


LORD,  where  (hall  guilty  fouls  retire. 
Forgotten  and  unknown  P 
in  bell  they  meet  thy  dreadful  ire, 

In  heaven  thy  glorious  throne. 

a  Should  I  fupprefs  my  vital  breath, 
T’efcane  the  wrath  divine; 

Thy  voice  would  break  the  bars  of  death, 
And  make  the  grave  refign. 

3  If  wing’d  with  beams  of  morning  light, 

1  fly  beyond  the  weft  ; 

Thy  hand  which  mull  fupport  my  flight' 
W ould  loos  betray  my  reft. 


/ 
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4  If  o’er  my  fins  I  think  to  draw 

The  curtains  of  the  night  ; 

Thofe  flaming  eyes  which  guard  thy  law 
Would  turn  the  fhades  to  light. 

5  The  beams  of  noon,  the  midnight  hour 

Are  both  alike  to  thee  ; 

O  may  I  ne’er  d i ft r u ft  that  power 
From  which  I  cannot  flee. 

Watts* 


PMmCXXXlX.  3d.  Part.  C.  Met, 

I  ^ 

Cod  the  author  of  our  being ; 

GOD  of  my  life,  whofe  bounteous  care 
Firft  gave  me  power  to  move; 

How  (hail  my  grateful  heart  declare 
The  wonders  of  thy  love  ? 

$  Thee  will  X  honour,  for  I  fland, 

The  produft  of  thy  fkili  ; 

The  wonders  of  thy  forming  hand' 

My  admiration  fill. 

3  Whilft  void  of  thought  and  fenfe  I  lay 
Dull  of  my  parent  earth  ; 

Thy  breath  inform’d  the  fleeping  clay. 

And  call’d  me  into  birth. 

4  From  thee,  before  my  breath  begun  i  ' 

My  limbs  their  fafhion  took  ; 

And  in  continuance,  every  one 
W as  written  in  thy  book. 


1 
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£  jt  nine  eye  beheld  in 


uu  View. 


The  yet  unfinifh’d  plan  ;  , 

Th’ imperfeft  lines,  thy  pencil  drew 
nnd  form’d  (he  future  man. 


3  O  may  this  animated  frame 
This  work  of  matchlefs  /kill, 
iie  all  a e voted  to  thy  name' 

And  love  to  do  thy  will. 

_ _  Williams  C*J]e£Pon  varied. 


PmlinCXXXIX.  4thPart.  Com.  Met* 

Praife  for  temporal  and  fpiritual  mercies. 

ALMIGHTY  father,  gracious  Lord, 

Kind  guardian  of  my  days  ; 

My  heart  thy  mercies  would  record, 

In  grateful  fongs  of  praife. 

In  life  s  firft  dawn,  my  tender  frame. 

Was  thy  indulgent  care  ; 

Lefore  I*  could  pronounce  thy  name, 

Or  breathe  my  inlant  prayer. 

3  W  hen  reafon  with  my  ftaturegrew3 
How  faint  her  brighteft  ray  I 
How  little  of  my  God  I  knew  ! 

How  apt  from  thee  to  ftray  ! 

4  When  life  hung  trembling  on  a  breath, 

* Twas  thine  almighty  love, 

That  fav’d  me  from  impending  death,. 

And  bade  my  fears  remove. 


£  How  many  bleflings  round  me  fhoae 
Where  er  I  turn  d  my  eye  j 
How  many  part  almoft  unknown,, 

Or  unregarded,  by  ! 

s  Each  rolling  year  new  favours  brought 
From  thy  exhaufllefs  flore  ;  ° 

But  ah  !  in  vain  my  lab’ring  thought, 

VV  ould  count  thy  mercies  o’er. 

7  Lord,  when  this  mortal  frame  decays, 
w&nd  every  weaknefs  dies  ; 

Complete  the  wonders  of  thy  grace9 
And  raife  me  to  the  fkies, 

b  Tuen  mail  my  joyful  powers  unite, 

In  more  exalted  lays  j 
And  join  the  happy  fon’s  0f  lighf. 

In  everlafling  praife. 

Mrs.  Steeile.* 


Ptatol  CXXXIX.  5th.  Part.  L.  Mel. 


I 


™ formation  of  body  andjoul. 

J  God,  by  Whole  command  I  live. 
The  tribute  of  my  praife  receive  ; 


To  thee,  O  Lord,  my  life  I  owe. 
And  all  my  joys  from  thee  do  flow 


2  A°jmat1,y  funS  ^3Ve  form’dthe  year, 

roll  d  toetr  courfes  round  the  fphere  : 
bmee  thou  my  fhapelefs  duft  furvey’d 
la  unaiftinguifhed  matter  laid. 


3  Thy  plaftic  hand  my  clay  refin’d, 

Its  particles  in  order  join’d  ; 

And  to  complete  the  wondrous  whole 
Did  (lamp  thine  image  on  my  foul. 

4.  A  foul  fufceptible  of  joy, 

Which  length  of  time  cannot  deflror ; 

Tho*  nature  claims  my  vital  breath 
It  bids  defiance  Hill  to  death. 

c  To  realms  of  blifs  that  foul  will  foar. 

When  earth  and  {kies  fhall  be  no  more  ; 
And  there  in  more  exalted  lays 
Shall  fing  my  great  Creator’s  praife. 

Mrs,  Carter  varied. 


CXXXIX.  6th.  Part.  C.  Met. 

o  the  fearcher  of  hearts. 

LORD,  lhould  I  count  thy  mercies  o’er, 
How  vaft  the  numbers  rife  ! 

Beyond  the  fands  that  fpread  the  ihore, 

Or  ftars  that  gild  the  (kies. 

2  Whene’er  I  dole  my  eyes  to  deep 
Thefe  tho’ts  (hall  footh  my  reft  ; 

And  when  I  wake  they  dill  fhall  keep 
Their  place  within  my  breaft. 

.  Before  thine  all  pervading  eyes, 

*  '  I  would  my  foul  difplay  ; 

X  fcorn  to  ufe  the  lead  difguiie 
But  afk  thy  drift  furvey. 


Psalms. 


241 

*  Does  my  fond  heart  fome  fav’rite  fin's 
Within  itfeli  conceal  ! 

O  may  a  beam  of  light  divine 
The  hidden  guilt  reveal. 

£  If  in  the  paths  of  dark  deceit* 

My  foul  hath  gone  aft t ay  ; 

*  O  /  7 

o  turn  and  guide  my  wand’ring  feet 
In  thy  ceieftial  way. 

Partly  from  Doddribg*. 

jpfalUl  CXL.  Long  Metre. 

Deliverance  from  Enemies. 

GREAT  God,  our  haughty  foes  repel. 
Their  rage  by  power  fuperior  quell  ; 
Save  us  from  their  vindictive  tongue, 

And  guard  us  from  the  hand  of  wrong, 

£  The  tongue,  by  wifdom  tmfubdu’d, 

From  blifs  its  owner  ftiail  exclude  5 
DeftrucHon  follows  fafi  behind 
The  feet  to  wickednefs  inclin’d. 

3  Our  heart  has  known  thee,  Lord,  prepat’d 
The  helplefs  and  the  poor  to  guard  ; 

To  lave  them  from  opprenion’s  jaws, 

And  vindicate  the  injur’d  caufe. 

1  « 

4  The  foul,  fubje&ed  to  thy  fear 
With  gratitude  thy  voice  fhall  hear  ; 

Shall  bow  their  wills  to  thy  command 
And  in  thy  fight  accepted  (land. 


X 


Merrick., 
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pfalltt  CXLl.  Long  Metre, 

Watchfulnefs  and  Brotherly  reproof. 

LORD,  when  I  call,  make  hafle  to  hear*, 
And  to  ray  voice  incline  thine  ear  £ 
So  (hall  my  prayer  like  incenfe  rife, 

My  lifted  hands  like  facrifice. 

^  $  O  fet  upon  my  lips  a  guard, 

And  let  my  tongue  he  doubly  barr’d; 

Let  not  my  heart  to  vice  incline. 

Nor  let  my  hand  in  mifchief  join. 

.3  If  e’er  from  wiidom’s  path  I  ftray. 

And  walk  in  fin’s  delufive  way  ; 

Let  virtue’s  friend,  feverely  kind, 

Reprove  the  errors  of  my  mind. 

% 

4  Their  faithful  words  likeointment  filed. 
Shall  never  bruife,  hut  heal  my  head  ; 

And  when  I  find  them  prefs’d  with  grief. 
I’ll  pray  to  heav’n  for  their  relief. 

Watts,  Merrick  and  Denham, 


jPfalm  CXLII.  Long  Metre * 

Deliverance  front  trouble  and [arrow. 

^IPO  thee  great  God,  I  will  difclofe, 

JL  In  fad  recital  ail  my  woes  ; 
Beeaufe  thine  eyes,  with  fieady  view. 
Thro’  fcrrowf  gloom,  my  fleps  puifue. 
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5  On  every  fide  I  caff  mine  eye, 

But  found  no  friend  or  helper  nigh  ; 

No  lenient  tongue  tny  grief  to  cheer, 

No  eye  to  drop  tho  facial  tear. 

g  Then,  mighty  God,  to  thee  I  cry*d4 
Jn  whom  I  can  my  hopes  confide  ; 

Be  thou  my  refuge,  while  I  live, 

And  when  1  die,  my  foul  receive.  x 

4  Do  thou  my  prifon  doors  unbar, 

So  fhall  my  tongue  thy  love  declare  ; 

And  righteous  men  with  me  fhall  join 
To  celebrate  thy  power  divine. 

Watts  and  Merrick,  varied, 

-  •'  -  r  nrnr 

JPfaltU  CXLIII.  Long  Metre. 

Complaint  and  Hope. 

HEAR,  O  my  God,  with  pity  hear. 

My  humble,  fupplicaving  moan  ; 

In  mercy  anfwcrall  my  prayer, 

And  make  thy  truth  and  goodnefs  known,* 

%  O  let  thy  mercy  full  be  nigh  ; 

Should  awful  juftice  frown  fevere, 

Before  the  terror  of  thine  eye, 

What  trembling  mortal  can  appear  ! 

g  I  call  to  mind  the  former  days. 

Thine  ancient  works  declare  thy  name 
Thy  truth,  thy  goodnefs  and  thy  grace  ; 

And  th«fe,  6  Lord,  are  Hill  the  fame. 
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■S  To  thee,  I  lift  my  fuppliant  hands, 

Fo  thee,  my  longing  foul  afpires  ; 

As  cheering  fhoweis  to  thirfly  lands, 

Thy  giaes  can  fill  thefe  ftrong  defires* 

g  Speak  to  my  heart ;  the  gloomy  night 

Shall  vanifh,  and  bright  morning  break  5 
In  thee  I  truff,  my  guide,  my  light. 

Teach  me  the  path,  my  feet  ihould  take* 

6  Teach  me  to  do  thy  facred  will, 

Thou  art  my  God,  my  hope,  my  flay  % 
Let  thy  good  fpirit  lead  me  ilili. 

And  point  the  fafe,  the  upright  way, 

Mrs.  Steels, 

jpfatm  CXLIV.  Long  Metre. 

Divine  prctetficn,  Peace  and  Plenty, 

Descend  from  heaven,  almighty  Lord, 
And  earth  (hall  tremble  ,at  thy  word; 
The  fmoking  hills,  with  confcious  fear, 

Shali  own  their  fov’reign  maker  near. 

&  Whilfl  thy  keen  pointed  lightnings  fly* 

Like  flaming  arrows  thro’  the  fky  ; 

Qurfoes  difpers’d  dial  1  rife  no  more  ;  '• 

Llor  dare  the  terrors  of  thy  power. 

$  O  let  thy  potent  arm  controul 

Thefe  threat’ning  waves  that  round  us  roll  ; 
Thefe  forts  of  vanity  that  rife, 

YwitliJraudful  hands  and  impious-  lies. 


Then  fiiall  our  fons,  beneath  thy  care, 
Grow  up  like  plants  ereft  and  fair  ; 

Our  daughters  fhall  like  pillars  rife. 

Where  fplendid  buildings  charm  the  eyes, 

5  Then  plenty  fiiall  our  (lores  increafe, 
Plenty,  the  lovely  child  of  peace  ; 

The  flock  its  fleecy  wealth  fiiall  yield. 

And  pour  its  thoufands  o’er  the  field. 

§  The  well-fed  ox  fhall  then  afford 
His  cheerful  labours  to  his  Lord  ; 

No  more  fhall  fons  of  plunder  reign, 

Nor  fons  of  mifery  complain. 

* 

7  O  happy  people  !  favour’d  ftate  ! 

Whom  fuch  peculiar  bleffings  wait ; 
Happy  !  who  on  the  Lord  depend. 

Their  help,  their  guardian  and  their  friend, 

Mrs.  Steel*. 


pfalm  CXLV.  i ft.  Part.  Com.  Met # 

‘I be  divine  f  erf e3  ions  and  providence . 

THEE  will  I  blefs,  my  God  and  king,  - 
Thy  endlefs  praile  proclaim  j 
This  tribute  daily  will  I  bring, 

And  ever  blefs  thy  name. 

2  Thou,  Lord,  art  infinitely  great, 

And  highly  to  be  prais’d  ; 

Thy  majefty,  with  boundlefe  height 
Above  our  knowledge  rais’d* 

X  2 
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3,  Renown’d  for  mighty  a£fs,  thy  fame. 

To  future  time  extends  ; 

From  age  to  age,  thy  glorious  name? 
Succeffively  defcendsi 

4  The  fathers  to  the  likening  youth. 

Shall  teach  thy  wond’rous  ways  * 

Ages  to  come  proclaim  thy  truth. 

And  nations  found  thy  praife. 

5  Thy  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  date. 

Shall  thro’  the' world  be  known  ; 

Thine  arm  of  power,  thy  heav’nly  flate 
With  public  fplendor  fliown. 

€  The  world  is  govern’d  by  thy  hands, 

Thy  faints  are  rul’d  by  love  ; 

And  thine  eternal  kingdom  (lands, 

Tho5  rocks  and  hills  remove. 

Tate  and  Watt®, 

Pfalm  CXLV. ,  2d.  Part.  Coi^Mct, 

D  Ivins  Goodnc/i . 

("TREAT  is  the  Lord  !  our  fouls  adore* 
y  We  wonder  while  we  praife ; 

His  power  what  creature  can  exploie, 

Or  equal  honours  raife  ? 

,&  Thy  namerfhall  dwell  upon  my  tongue 
While  funs  (hall  fet  and  rife ; 

And  tune  my  everlafting  fong 
In  realms  beyond  the  (hies* 
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g  Thy  praife  (hall  be  my  conftant  theme, 
The  wonders  of  thy  power ; 

I’ll  fpeak  the  honours  of  thy  name. 

And  bid  the  world  adore. 

4  But  fweetly  flowing  ftrains  (hall  tell. 

The  riches  of  thy  grace  ; 

And  fongs  of  grateful  joy  reveal 
Thy  fpotlefs  righteou fuels. 

5  How  large  thy  tender  mercies  are!: 

How  wide  thy  grace  extends  l 
On  thy  beneficence  and  care. 

The  univerfe  depends., 

6  To  thee,  O  Lord,  for  daily,  meat. 

Thy  creatures  lift  their  eyes ; 

On  thee,  their  common  father  wait. 

From  thee  receive  fupplies. 

7  Thy  fov’reign  bounty  freely  gives 

From  thine  exhauftlefs  ftore ; 

And  univerfal  nature  lives, 

On  thy  fuflaining  power. 

8  Holy  and  juft  in  all  its  ways, 

Is  providence  divine ; 

In  all  thy  works,  immortal  rays 
Of  power  and  goodnefs  fhine. 


Mrs, 


Jpfalin  CXLV.  3d.  Part.  Com.  Met* 

Divine  poiver  and  compajjion \ 

GREAT  God,  while  nature  (peaks  thy 
With  all  her  num’rous  tongues;  [praife. 
Thy  faints  (hall  tune  d  iviner  lays. 

And  love  infpire  their  fongs. 

«  Thy  power  and  goodnefs  they  (hall  (3ng3  ’ 

The  glories  of  thy  reign  ; 

Thy  wond’rous  deeds,  almighty  King, 

Shall  fill  the  raptur'd  (train.  *  * 

3  Thy  kingdom,  Lord,  forever  #andt, 

While  earthly  thrones  decay  ; 

And  time  fubmits  to  thy  commands 
While  ages  roll  away. 

4  He  that  invokes  the  God  of  grace 
Shall  find  him  ever  near ; 

To  all  who  humbly  feek  his  face 
He  lends  a  pitying  ear. 

|  He  knows  the  pain  his  fervants  feel, 

He  hears  his  children  cry  ; 

And  their  bell  wifties  to  fulfil^ 

His  grace  is  ever  nigh. 

€  His  mercy  never  (hall  remove 
From  men  of  heart  fincere; 

He  faves  the  fouls  whole  humble  love 
Is  join’d  with  holy  fear. 
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His  praife  a  moft  delightful  theme. 

Shall  fill  my  heart  and  longue  ; 

Let  all  creation  blefs  his  name 
In  one  eternal  fong. 

Watts  and  Steels 


PfaliW  CXLVL  Long  Metre „ 

No  truji  in  ma  n  but  in  God . 

THE  praifes  of  my  God  and  King, 

While  I  have  life  and  breath  to  fing^ 
Shall  fill  my  heart  and  tune  my  tongue* 
Till  heaven  improve  the  blifsful  fong* 

£  No  more  in  princes  will  I  truft  ; 

Vain  man,  thou  art  but  air  and  dull! 

With  all  thy  pride,  and  all  thy  power* 

The  helplefs  creature  of  an  hour  l 

g  He  breathes,  he  thinks,  but  foon  he  dies! 
No  more  the  potent  or  the  wile ; 

The  fcheme  his  morning  thoughts  begui& 

Is  lofl  before  the  fetting  fun. 

4  Happy  the  man  whofe  hopes  divine 
On  nature’s  guardian  God  realine ; 

Who  can  with  facred  tranfport  fay. 

This  God  is  mine,  my  help,  my  liay. 

3  Heaven,  earth  and  fea  declare  his  name. 

He  buiit,  he  fill’d  their  fpacious  frames 
And  o’er  creation’s  fairell  lines. 

His  ftedtaft  truth  unchanging  fhines. 
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6  His  juftice  looks  on  thofe  who  mourn, 
Beneath  the  proud  oppreftbr’s  fcgrn  ; 

The  hungry  poor  his  hand  fuftain s, 

And  breaks  the  wretched  captive’s  chains* 

7  If  weary  ftrangers  friendlefs  roam, 

Divine  proteftion  is  their  home  ; 

The  Lord  relieves  the  widow’s  care. 

And  dries  the  heipiefs  orphan’s  tear, 

%  The  Lord  (hall  reign  for  ever  King, 

And  age  to  age  his  glory  fing  ; 

Thy  God,  O  happy  Zion,  reigns, 

Re  found  his  praife  in  lofty  ftrains. 

Mrs.  StiilsV 

|3ftilril  CXLVI.  Particular  Met, 

Praife  fot  divine  goodnefs, 

I’LL  praife  my  maker  with  my  breath, 
And  when  my  voice  is  loft  in  death, 
Praife  fhall  employ  my  nobler  powers  i 
My  days  of  praife  fhall  ne’er  be  paft, 

While  life  and  thought  and  being  laft 
Or  immortality  endures. 

$  Why  fhould  I  make  a  man  my  truft  ? 
Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  duft  ; 

Vain  is  the  help  of  flcfh  and  blood  ; 
Their  breath  departs,  their  pomp  and  power 
And  thoughts  all  vanifh  in  an  hour, 

Nor  can  they  make  their  promife  good. 
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|  Happy  the  man  whofe  hopes  rely 
On  Ifrael ’s  God,  who  made  the  fky, 

And  earth  and  Teas  with  all  their  traJh  : 

His  truth  forever  ftands  fecure  ; 

He  faves  th*  opprefs’d,  he  feeds  the  poor. 
And  none  (hall  find  his  promife  vain, 

4  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind, 

The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  mind, 

He  fends  the  lab’ring  confcience  peace  $ 

He  helps  the  ftranger  in  diftrels. 

The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs. 

And  grants  the  prifoner  fweet  releafe. 

|  He  loves  his  faints,  he  knows  them  well. 

His  love  their  joyful  lips  fliall  tell  : 

Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns ; 

Let  every  tongue,  let  every  age 
In  this  delightful  work  engage, 

Praife  him  in  everl  ailing  flrains, 

6  I’ll  praife  him,  whilft  he  lends  me  breatfi. 
And  when  my  voice  is  loft  in  death, 

Praife  fhall  employ  my  nobler  powers  ; 

My  days  of  praile  fliall  ne’er  be  paft, 

While  life  and  thought  and  being  laft  ; 

Or  immortality  endures. 

Watti, 

pfalmCXLVII.  Common  Metre. . 

^he  changing  feafons. 

WITH  fongs  and  honours  foundingloud* 
Addrefs  the  Lord  on  high  ; 
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XJ  2 

Over  the  heavens  he  fpreads  his  -cloudy 
And  waters  veil  the  iky. 

S5  He  fends  his  fhowers  of  bleffing  down, 

To  cheer  the  plains  below  ; 

He  makes  the  wood  the  mountains  crown;, 
And  grafs  in  vallies  grow. 

3  He  gives  the  grazing  ox  his  meat. 

He  heats  the  ravens  cry  ; 

But  man  who*tailes  his  fined,  wheat* 
Should  raife  his  honours  high. 

4  His  Heady  court fels  change  the  face, 

Of  the  declining  year  ; 

Pie  bids  the  fun  cut  fhort  his  race, 

And  wintry  days  appear. 

g  His  hoary  frail,  his  fleecy  fnow, 

Detrend  and  clothe  the  ground  $ 

The  liquid  dreams  forbear  to  flow, 

In  icy  fetters  bound. 

6  When,  from  his  dreadful  flares,  on  high* 
He  pours  the  rattling  hail, 

The  man  who  dares  his  God  defy, 

Shall  find  his  courage  fail. 

J  Pie  fends  his  fun  to  melt  the  fnow, 

The  fields  no  longer  mourn  ; 

He  calls  the  warmer  winds  to  Uow# 

And  bids  the  fpring  return. 

g  The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud 
Obey  his  fovereign  word  ; 
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With  fongsand  honours  founding  loud, 
praife  ye  th’  almighty  Lord. 

Watts* 


Pfalm  CXLVII.  i ft.  Part.  L.  Met. 

‘The  beauties  of  nature. 

SING  to  the  Lord,  let  praife  infpirc. 

The  grateful  voice,  the  tuneful  lyre  ; 

In  (trains  of  joy  proclaim  abroad, 

The  endlefs  glories  of  our  God. 

2  He  counts  the  hofts  of  ftarrv  flames, 

4  7 

He  knows  their  natures  and  their  names ; 
Great  is  our  God  !  his  wond’rous  power, 

And  boundiefs  wifdom  we  adore. 

g  He  veils  the  fky  with  treafur’d  (bowers, 

On  earth,  the  plenteous  blefhng  pours ; 

The  meadows  fmile  in  lively  green, 

And  fairer  blooms  the  flowery  feene. 

4  His  bounteous  hand,  great  fpring  of  good. 
Provides  the  brute  creation  food  ; 

He  feeds  the  ravens  when  they  cry, 

All  nature  lives  beneath  his  eye. 

^  In  nature,  what  can  him  delight 
Moft  lovely  in  its  maker’s  fight  P 
Not  a£live  flrength  his  favour  moves, 

Nor  comely  form  he  beft  approves. 

6  But  to  the  Lord  is  ever  dear, 

The  heart  where  he  implants  his  fear  ; 

Y 
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The  fouls  who  on  his  grace  rely 
Are  ever  lovely  in  his  eye. 

Mrs.  Steele, 


PMmCXLVII.  2d. Part.  LongMetre, 

The  feafcns  of  the  year. 

PRAISE  ye  the  Lord  !  Oh  blifsful  theme, 
To  fing  the  honours  of  his  name  ! 

Tis  pieafure,  his  divine  delight, 

And  praife  is  lovely  in  his  fight, 

2  He  ipea’;s,  and  fwiftly  from  the  fkies. 

To  earth,  the  lov’reign  mandate  flies  ; 

Gbfervant  nature  hears  the  word 

* .  "  * 

And  bows,  obedient  to  her  Lord. 

3  Now  thick  defcending  flakes  of  fnow 
O’er  earth,  a  fleecy  mantle  throw  ; 

Now  glittering  froff,  o’er  all  the  plains 
Extends  its  univejfal  chains. 

^  At  bis  fierce  {forms  of  icy  bail. 

The  {hivering  powers  of  nature  fail  ; 

Before  his  cold,  what  life  can  {land 
-Unfhehsr’d  by  his  guardian  band  ? 

$  He  (peaks,  the  (now  and  ice  obey, 

And  nature’s  tetters  melt  away  ; 

Now  vernal  gales  foft  rifing  blow, 

And  liquid  waters  gently  flow, 

6  Sing  to  the  Lord,  let  praife  infpire 
’J  kegrafeful  voice,  the  tuneful  lyre  ; 
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In  ftrains  of  joy,  proclaim  abroad 
The  endlefs  glories  of  our  God. 

Mrs.  Steels. 


$>faltnCXLVIII.  ift.  Fart.  Com.  Mtt. 

PRAISE  ye  the  Lord,  immortal  choir, 
Who  fill  the  realms  above, 

Praife  him,  who  form’d  you  of  his  fire. 

And  feeds  you  with  his  love. 

2  Shine  to  his  praife,  ye  chryftal  (kies. 

The  floor  of  his  abode  ; 

Or  veil  the  luflre  of  your  eyes. 

Before  a  brighter  God. 

3  Thou  central  globe  of  golden  light, 

Whofe  beams  create  our  days  ; 

Join  with  the  filver  queen  of  night, 

To  own  your  borrow’d  rays, 

4  Blulh  and  refund  the  honours  paidf 
To  your  inferior  names  ; 

Tell  the  blind  world  your  orbs  are  fed. 

By  his  exhauftlefs  flames. 

^  Winds,  ye  (hall  bear  his  name  alouJ^ 

Thro*  the  etheriai  blue  ! 

For  when  ins  chariot  is  a  cloud. 

He  makes  his  wheels  of  you. 

6  Thunder  and  hail,  and  fire  and  ftorgrf 
The  troops  oi  his  command, 
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Appear  in  all  your  awful  forms 
Aud  ipeak  his  potent  hand. 


Watt  5* 


Pfalltl  CXLVIIf.  2d.  Part.  C.MeL 


IQ  AG  J  I  10  the  Lord,  ye  furging  feas} 

LJ  In  your  eternal  rear; 

Let  wave  to  wave  refound  his  praife, 
And  in 01  e  reply  to  fhore. 


S  While  fifhes  [porting  on  the  flood. 

In  fcaly  filver  flnne  ; 

Proclaim  their  mighty  maker  God 
.  Amidfl  the  foaming  brine. 

3  Tut  things  fhal]  tune  his  narn*° 

To  fofter  notes  than  thefe ; 

Young  zephyrs  breathing  o’er  the  flream 
Or  w  hi  [peri  ng  thro}  the  trees. 

4  Wave  your  tali  heads  ye  lofty  pines 

i  o  him  who  makes  you  grow  ; 

' Sweet  clutters  bend  the  fruitful  vine. 

On  every  tiiankfui  bough. 

&  Lc i  }*j;e  fhrill  birds  his  honour  raife. 

And  climb  the  morning  fky  ; 

Whiirt  grov’iing  beails  attempt  his  praife 
In  hoaifer  harmony, 

6  Thus  while  the  meaner  creatures  fing, 

Ye  mortals  take  the  founds 
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Echo  the  glories  of  your  k;  ig 
Thro’  all  the  nations  round. 


WATtS. 


$9(alm  CXLVIII.  Long  Metre. 

FAIREST  of  all  the  lights  above 

Thou  Sun, whole  beams  adorn  the  fpheres 
And  with  unwearied  fwiftnefs  move. 

To  form  the  circles  of  our  years. 

2  Praife  the  creator  of  the  {kies. 

Who  drefs’d  thine  orb  in  golden  rays ; 

Or  may  the  fun  forget  to  rife 
If  he  forget  his  maker’s  praife. 

3  Thou  reigning  beauty  of  the  night, 

Fair  queen  of  filence,  filver  moon, 

Whofe  gentle  beams  and  borrow’d  light 

Are  fofter  rivals  of  the  noon. 

• 

4  Arife,  and  to  that  fov’reign  power, 

Waxing  and  waning  honours  pay  ; 

Who  bade  thee  rule  the  dulky  hours, 

And  half  fupply  the  wantof  day. 

,5  Ye  glittering  (lars  that  gild  the  (kies 
When  darknefs  has  its  curtain  drawns 
And  keep  your  watch  with  wakeful  eyes,  * 
When  bufmefs,  cares  and  day  are  gone. 

6  proclaim  the  glories  of  your  Lord, 

Difpers’d  through  all  the  heavenly  ftreei 

Y  2 
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Whofe  boundlefs  treafures  can,afford: 
So  rich  a  pavement  for  his  feet. 


7  O  God  of  glory,  God  of  love, 

7  hou  art  our  fun  that  makes  our  days* 


With  ail  thy  fhining  works  above 
We  would  unite  to  fing  thy  praife. 


Watts. 


$>fallU  CXLVIII.  Short  Metre. 


ET  every  creature  join 


JLj  To  praife  th*  eternal  God, 
ie  heavenly  hofts,  the  fong  begin 
And  found  his  name  abroad. 

2  Thou  fun,  with  golden  beams, 

And  moon,  with  paler  rays, 

Ye  il’arry  lights,  ye  twinkling  flames. 
Shine  to  your  maker’s  praife. 

3  He  built  tbofe  worlds  above. 

And  fix’d, their  wond’rous  frame  ; 

By  his  command,  they  fland  or  move. 
And  ever  fpeak  his  name. 

4  Ye  vapours,  when  ye  rife, 

Or  fail  in  fhowers,  or  fnow, 

Ye  thunders  murm’ring  round  the  fki#s; 
His  power  and  glory  fhow. 

5  Wind,  hail  and  fiafhing  fire. 

Agree  to  praife  the  Lord, 
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When  ye  in  dreadful  llorms  confpire 
To  execute  his  word. 

i  By  all  his  works  above, 

His  honours  be  exprefs’d  ; 

But  they  who  tafle  his  faving  love, 

Should  fing  his  praifes  bed. 

Watts*. 


IpfalmCXLVIIL  i ft.  Hallelujah  Met* 

Universal  Praife. 

YE  boundlefs  realms  of  joy  ! 

Exalt  your  maker’s  fame; 

His  praife  your  fang  employ, 

Above  the  ftarrv  frame. 

Ye  holy  throng  1  Of  angels  bright.. 

In  worlds  of  light,  Begin  the  fong. 

2  Thou  fun,  with  dazzling  rays, 

Thou  moon  that  rules  the  night 
Shine  to  your  maker’s  praife. 

With  liars  of  feebler  light. 

His  praife  declare.  Ye  heavens  above*, 
And  clouds  that  move,  In  liquid  air. 

2  Let  them  adore  the  Lord,  _  4 

And  praife  his  holy  name; 

By  whofe  almighty  word, 

They  all  fro  m  nothing  came. 

And  all  (hall  la  ft.  From  changes  frees 

His  firm  decree  Stahds  ever  faft* 
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He  mov’d  their  mighty  wheels, 
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In  unknown  ages  part; 

And  each  his  word  fulfils. 

While  time  and  nature  laft. 

In  different  ways,  His  works  proclaim^ 
His  wond’rous  name.  And  fpeak  his  praife* 

5  United  zeal  be  fhown, 

His  wond’rous  fame  to  raife, 

Whofe  glorious  name  alone 
Deferves  our  endlefs  praife. 

Earth’s  utmofi  ends  His  power  obey  ; 

His  glorious  fway,  The  fky  tranfeends, 

6  Virgins  and  youths  engage, 

To  found  his  praife  divine  ; 

While  infancy  and  age 
Their  feebler  voices  join. 

Wide  as  he  reigns,  His  name  be  fung) 

By  every  tongue,  In  endlefs  ftrains* 

jr  Let  all  the  nations  fear 

The  God  who  rules  above; 

He  brings  his  people  near, 

And  makes  them  taile  his  love. 

While  earth  and  fky  Attempt  his  praife, 
His  faints  fhall  raife  His  honours  high. 


Tate  and  Watts,  unitei. 


III.  7,d  Hallelujah  Metre. 


Praife  front  all  the  Creatures. 


FIRST  PART. 

O  your  Creator,  God, 

Your  great  preferver,  raife, 
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Ye  creatures  of  his  hand. 

Your  higheft  notes  of  praife. 

Let  ev’ry  voice  Proclaim  his  power*, 
Iiis  name  adore,  And  loud  rejoice* 

Let  all  creation  join, 

To  pay  the  tribute  due ; 

Ye  heavenly  hofts,  begin, 

And  we  fhall  learn  of  you. 

Let  nature  raife,  From  every  tongue^ 
A  general  fong  Of  grateful  praife* 

Thou  fource  of  light  and  heat, 

Bright  ruler  of  the  day, 

Difpenfing  bleffings  round. 

With  all  diffufive  ray. 

From  morn  to  night,  With  every  beam3 
Record  his  name,  Who  gave  thee  ligl 

Thou  moon  in  radiance  mild, 

With  all  thy  flarry  train, 

Which  rife  in  fhining  hofls, 

To  gild  th’  etherial  plain  ; 

With  countiefs  rays.  Declare  his  nameP 
Prolong  the  theme,  Refiefl  his  praife* 

Ye  clouds,  or  fraught  with  fhower$5 
Or  ting’d  with  various  dyes. 

That  ppur  your  bleffings  down. 

Or  charm  our  gazing  eyes ; 

His  goodnefs  fpeak. 

His  praife  declare, 

As  thro’  the  air 
You  fhine  or  break. 
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Ye  winds,  that  fliake  the  world. 
With  tempefts  on  your  wing, 

Or  breathe  in  gemle  gales, 

To  waft  the  fmiling  fpring  ; 

Proclaim  aloud,  As  you  fulfill 

His  fov’reign  will,  The  pow’rful  God 

SECOND  PART. 
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Ye  rivers  as  ye  flow. 

Convey  your  maker’s  name. 

Where’er  you  winding  rove 
On  every  filver  bream. 

Your  cooling  flood, 

His  hand  ordains. 

To  biefs  the  plains ; 

Great  fpring  of  good ! 

Ye  numerous  bleating  flocks 
Far  fpreading  o'er  the  plain, 

With  gentle  artlefs  voice, 

Affift  the  humble  ftrain. 

To  give  you  foody  He  bids  the  field 

its  verdure  yield,  Extenfi^e  good* 

» 

*  Ye  herds  of  nobler  fize, 

Who  graze  in  meads  below ; 

Refound  your  maker’s  praife. 

In  each  refponlive  low. 

You  wait  his  hand  ;  The  herbage  grows. 
The  riv’lot  flow?,  At  his  command.  ■ 
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Ye  feather'd  warblers,  come. 

And  bring  your  fweeteil  lays ; 

And  tune  the  fprightiy  fong 
To  your  Creator’s  praife. 

His  work  you  are,  He  tun’d  your  voice,, 

And  you  rejoice  Beneath  his  care, 

« 

THIRD  PART. 

$  Ye  trees  which  form  the  (hade, 

Or  bend  the  loaded  bough  ; 

With  fruits  of  fweeteil  taile, 

Your  maker’s  bounty  fhow. 

From  him  you  rofe,  ^our  vernal  fuits 

And  autumn  fruits,  His  hand  bellows. 

*  f 

2  Ye  lovely,  verdant  fields, 

In  all  your  green  array, 

Tho’  filent  fpeak  his  praife 
Who-  nfakes  you  bright  and  gay. 

While  we  in  you,  With  future  bread, 
Profufely  fpread,  His  goodnefs  view. 

3  Ye  flowers,  which  bloom  around 
A  thoufand  beauteous  dyes, 

Your  fragrant  odours  breathe 

A  grateful  facrifice. 

To  him  whofe  word,  Gave  all  your  bloor 
And  fweet  perfume;  Ail  bounteous  Lord 

i  But,  O,  from  human  tongues, 

Should  nobler  praifes  flow ; 

And  every  thankful  heart 
With  warm  devotion  glow* 
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Your  voices  raife, 

-  Ye  highly  bleft, 

Above  the  reft, 

Declare  his  praife. 

^  Aftift  me  gracious  God, 

My  heart,  my  voice  infpire* 
xhen  (hall  I  gratefuljoin 
The  univerfa!  choir, " 

Thy  grace  can  raife 
My  heart  and  tongue9 
And  tune  my  fong, 

To  lively  praife. 

M rs.  Ste2L£» 
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BLGIN,  my  foul,  th’  exalted  lay 

Let  each  enraptur  d  thought  obey  5 
And  praile  th’  almighty  name  ; 

To  i  heav  n,  and  earth,  and  feas  and  (kies, 

In  one  melodious  concert  rife 
To  fvveii  th’  infpiring  rheme. 

s  Ye  angels  fpread  the  joyful  found, 

While  all  th’  adoring  throngs  around 
8  Kis  wond’rors  'mercy  fine; 

Let  every  lill’ning  faint  above, 

Wake  all  the  tuneful  foul  of  love. 

And  touch  the  ioudeft  drain. 

•3  Thou,  heaven  of  heavens,  his  vaft  abode* 

Ye  clouds, proclaim  your  maker  God, 
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Ye  thunders,  fpeak  his  power  ; 

Lo  !  on  thedightning’s  rapid  wings 
In  triumph  rides  the  king  of  kings 
Th*  aflonifh’d  worlds  adore. 

[  Ye  deeps,  with  roaring  billows  rife. 

To  join  the  thunderof  the  (kies, 

Praife  him  who  bids  you  roll  ; 

His  praife  in  fofter  notes  declare 
Lach  whifpering  breeze  of  yielding  aif 
And  breathe  it  to  the  foul. 

Wake,  all  ye  foaring  throng,  and  Ting, 

¥e  cheerful  warblers  of  the  fpring. ■ 
Harmonious  anthems  raife 
To  him  who  fhap’d  your  finer  mould, 

Who  tip’d  your  glittering  wings  with  golds 
And  tun'd  your  voice  to  praife. 

Let  man,  by  nobler  paflions  fway’d 
The  feeling  heart,  the  reas’ning  head9 
In  heavenly  praife  employ  ; 

Spread  the  Creator’s  name  around, 

Till  heav’ns  wide  arch  repeat  the  found, 
The  general  burfl  of  joy. 

B.  Williams  Collections, 
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cThankji giving, 

O  PRAISE  ye  the  Lord, 

Prepare  your  glad  voice  ; 

His  praife  in  the  great 
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In  their  great  creator 
Let  ali  men  rejoice  ; 

And  heirs  of  falvation 
Be  glad  in  their  king. 

2  Let  them  his  gteatname 
Devoutly  adore  ; 

In  loud  (welling  anthems 
His  praifes  exprefs, 

Who  gracioufly. opens 
His  bountiful  Lore. 

Their  ‘Wants  to  relieve,  ansi 
His  children  to. hlefs. 

3  With  glory  adorn’d, 

His  people  (hall  fing 
To  God,  who  protection 
And  plenty  fupplies : 

Their  loud  acclamations 
To  him*  their  great  king, 

Through  the  earth  (hall  be  founded 
And  reach  to  the  dries. 

4  Ye  angels  above, 

Who  his, glories  have  fung, 

&  In  drains  more  exalted 
Now  pablifh  his  praife  ; 

W*£'< mortals  delighted, 

/)uld  borrow  your  tongue; 

/ould  join  in  your  numbers, 

9  T  nd  chant  to  your  lays* 

Y G  Last  - 


'.Tate  varied. 


CL.  Long  Metre. 

Praife. 

RAISE  ye  the  Lord,  let  praife  employ 
In  his  own  courts,  your  fongs  of  joy  ;3 
The  fpacious  firmament  around 
Shall  echo  back  the  joyful  found, 

2  Recount  his  works  in  flrains  divine, 

His  wond’rous  works,  how  bright  they  fihine  i 

Praife  him  for  all  his  mighty  deeds, 

Whofe  greatnefs  all  your  praife  exceeds. 

0 

g  Awake  the  trumpet’s  piercing  found, 

To  fpread  your  facred  pleafure  round 
While  fetter  mufic  tunes  the  lute. 

The  warbling  harp,  the  breathing  Outo; 

4  Ye  virgin  train,  with  joy  advance, 

To  praife  him  in  the  graceful  dance  ; 

Awake  each  voice  and  flrike  each  firing, 

And  to  the  folemn  organ  Ting. 

Let  the  loud  cymbal  found  on  high 
To  fofter,  deeper  notes  reply  ; 

Harmonious  let  the  concert  rife.. 

And  bear  the  rapture  to  the  Ikies, 

6  Let  all  whom  Hie  and  breath  infoire 
Attend  and  join  the  blifsful  choir  ; 

But  chiefly  ye  who  know  his  word, 

Adore  and  loVe  and  praife  the  Lord  ! 

Mrs.  Stf.ulb, 
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Alphabetical  Index  of  the 

LINES  OF  THE  PSALMS  REFEKKl 
THE  PAGES. 

j^LLMIGHTY  father,  gracious  Lord 
Almighty  ruler  of  the  fk:es 
And  will  the  God  of  <Trace 

O 

And  will  the  great  eternal  God' 

Approach  ye  pioufly  difpos’d 
Aide  my  tender  thoughts  arife 
As  pants  the  hart  for' cooling  dreams 
As  fhowers  on  meadows  newly  mown 
Attend  O  earth  when  God  declares- 
Awake  my  foul  to  hymns  of  praife 
Awake  ye  faints  to  praife  your  King 

BEFORE  Jehovah’s  awful  throne 
Before,  the  hills  in  order  Hood 
Begin  my  foul  th’  exalted  lay 
Behold  O  God  how  cruel  foes 
Behold  the  corner  done 
Behold  the  fool  whofe  heart  denies 
Behold  the  love  the  generous  love 
Behold  the  morning  Sun 
Behold  the  ridng  dawn,  appear 
Beneath  God  s  terrors  doom’d  to  groan  . 
Beneath  mv  God’s  mroteflinevartn  / 

Blefs  God.O  my  foul 

Blefs  O  my  foul  the  living-God^ 

Bled  are  the  fons  of  peace 
Bled  are  the  fouls  who  hear  and  know 
Bled  is  the  man  who  fears  the. Lord 
Bled  is  the  man  whofe  tender  care 
Bicd  is  the  man  who  fhnns  the  p!ar£" 

COME  let  our  foulst  addrefs  the  Lord 
Come  O  ye  faints  your  voices  raife 
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Come  found  hre  praife  abroad 
Confider  ail  my  forrows  Lord 

I  AVID  rejoiced  in  God  his-  /Length 
Deep  in  our  hearts  let  us  record 

EARLY  my  God  without  delay 
Eternal  God  almighty  caufe 


FAIREST  of  all  tbe  lights  above 

Ear  from  our  friends  and  country  dear 

T  k!„r„  _ i  ' 


j  -  my  day  was  bright 

fools  in  their  hearts  believe  and  fay 
forever  ft  all  my  fong  record 
her  thee  O  God  our  confiant  praife 
j'iom  age  to  age  exalt  his  name 
r  rom  deep  diftrefs  and  troubled  thohs 
Trom  thee  great  Lord  of  life  and  death 
from  Zion’s  hill  my  help  defeends 

I VE  ear  my  children  to  my  law 
Give  thanks  to  God  he  reigns  above 
Give  thanks  to  God  invoke  his  name 
Give  to  the  Lord  ye  fons  of  fame 
Give  to  our  God  immortal  praife 
God  in  the  great  aftembly  /lands 
God  is  our  refuge  in  di/Lefs 
God  is  the  Lord  the  heavenly  king 
God  my  fupporter  and  my  hope 
God  of  eternal  love 

•~jGod  of  my  life  wbofe  bounteous  car® 

God  oLour  /Length  to  thee  we  cry 
Gcd’s  pcrfefl  law  converts  tke  foul 
Great  is  the  Lord  our  God 
Great  is  the  Lord  our  fouls  adore 
Great  God  attend  my  humble  call 
Great  God  attend  while  Zion  fmgs 
Great  God  indulge  my  humble  claim 
Great  Cod  our  haughty  foes  repel 
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real  God  the  heavens  well  ordered  frame 
reat  God  while  nature  fpeaks  thy  praife 
reat  God  whofe  univeHa!  fway 
reat  ruler,  of  the  earth  and  fkies 
real  fhepherd  of  thine  Ifrael 

TAD  not  the  Lord.  may.  Ifrael  fay 
JL  Happy  the  nation  where  the  LordI 
ear  O  my  God.,  with  pity  hear 
ear  what  the  Lord  in  vtjjon  laid 
elp  Lord  for  men  of  virtue  fail 
e’s  blelr  whofe  fins  have  pardon  gain’d 
igh  in  the  heavens  eternai  God 
ow  bled  are  they  who  always  keep.' 
ow  does  my  heart  rejoice 
ow  long  O  Lord  (hall  wicked  men  > 
ow  long  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  face 
ow  often  have  our  reftiefs  foes 
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ESLS  dial!  reign  where’er  the  Sun 
If  God  to  build  the  houfe  deny 
1  praife  my  maker  with  my  breath, 
all  my  vaft  concerns  with  the 
anger.  Lord  rebuke  me  not 
cumbent  on  the  bending  fky 
dulgent  God  with  pitying  eye 
God  mod  holy  juft  and  true 
Judah  God  of  old.  was  known 
there  ambition  in  my  heart 
et  the  Lord  before  my  face 
is  the  Lord  our  maker’s  hand 
dge  me  O  God  and  prove  my  ways 
vaited  patient  for  the  Lord 

ET  all  the  eartft  their  voices  raife 
Let  all  the  heathen  writers  joia 
t  all  che  various  tribes  of  men 
t  every  creature  join 
t  God  arife  in  ail  his  might 
t  heathens  to  their  idch  hafte 
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Let  finners  take  their  courfe 
Let  Zion  and  her  fons  rejoice 
Lift  your  voice  and  thankful  fing 
-ijOrd  I  have  made  thy  word  tny  choice 
Lord  in  the  morning  thou  (halt  hear 
in  thy  great  thy  glorious  name 
Lord  let  our  humble  cry 
Lord  of  the  worlds  above 
Lord  fhouid  I  count  thy  mercies  oJer 
Lord  /mould'd  thou  call  us  to  >Iy  bar 
Ij°r4  thou  haftcafl  the  nation  off 
Lord  thou  hah  feen  my  foul  fiscere 
Lord  v  hat  a  feeble  piece 
Loid  what  a  tho’tiefs  wretch  was  I 
Lord  what  was  fnan  when  made  at  firft 
Lord  we  thy  wond’rous  praife  proclaim 
Lord  when  I  call  make  hade  to  hear 
Lord  when  they  didft  afeend  on  high 
.  jora  where  fhall  guilty  fouls  retire 
Lord  who’s  the  happy  man  that  fhall 

\/TAKER  an4  fovreign  Lord 
L*  i  My, God, how  many  are  my  fear; 
My  God  in  whom  are  all  the  forint 

My  God  my  everlafting  hope  ° 

My  God  permit  my  tongue 
My  God  the  Heps  of  pious  men , 

My  God  the  vifits  of  thy  face 
My  heart  and  flefli  cry  .  out  for  thee 
My  Saviour  my  almighty  friend 
My  foul  lies  clea-ma  t0  t'he  duit 
My  foul  repeat  his  praife 
My  ibul  review  the  time 
My  fold  the  awful- hour  will  come 
My  fpirit  looks  to  God  -alone 
Mv  trud  is  in  my  heavenly  friend, 

NCVchange  of  times  -fhall  ever  /hock 
No;  to  ourfeives  who  are  But  duii 
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Mow  Be  my  heart  infpired  to  fing 
Now  in  the  hour  of  deep  diftrefs 
Mow  let  our  mournful  fongs  record 
Mow  may  the  God  of  power  and  grace 
Mow  fhall  my  folemn  vows  be  paid 
Mow  to  the  Lord  of  heaven  ana  earth 

O  BLESSED  fouls  are  they 
O  come  loud  anthems  let  us  fi 
juftice  and  of  grace  1  fing, 

^  for  a  fhout  of  facred  joy 
3  God  of  my  falvation  hear 
^  God  my  grateful  foul  afplres 
God  we  celebrate  thy  praife 
}  how  I  love  thy  holy  law 
^  Lord  how  worthy  of  our  love 
P  Lord  my  rock  to  thee  I  cry 
}  Lord  our  fathers  oft  have  told 
}  Lord  to  our  requeft  give  ear 
^n  God  my  (ledfaf  hopes  rely 
}  praife  ye  the  Lord 
}  fender  thanks  to  God  above 
)  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  wa y& 
^  that  thy  fatutes  every  hour 
)  thou  to  whom  all  creatures  bow 
)  thou  who  hear’ft  when  finners  cry 
)  thou  whofe  grace  and  juftice  reign 
)  were  I  like  a  feather’d  dove 

PARENT  of  nature  God  fupreme 
Parent  of  univerfal  good 
*raife  ye  the  Lord,  immortal  choir 
raife  ye  the  Lord,  let  praife  employ 
raife  ye  the  Lord,  O  biifsful  theme 
Vaife  ye  the  Lord,  to  fpeak  his  praife 
referve  me  Lord  in  time  of  need 
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EJOICE  ye  righteous  in  the  Lord 


,  cT\,  ONisforev  rnigh 
Mall  tyrants  rule  by  impious  laws 
Shew  pity  Lord,  O  Lord  forgive 

c!iout  to  Lord,  ye  forging  feas 
S|t)g  to  the  Lord  aloud 

ing  to  the  Lord  Jehovah’s  name 

?!ng  10  the  Lord  ‘let  praife  infuire 

gmg  to  the  Lord  who  loud  proclaims 

5ov  re,g«  of  life  I  own  thy  hand 

0 

|  ™e  l^e  neafure  of  my  days  ■ 

X  1  h  almighty  reigns  exalted  high- 

1  hat  man  is  bled  who  Hands  in  awe 

Thee  will  I  blefs  my  God  and  King. 

Jehovah  reigns 
rile  God  of  glory  is  my  light 
i  he  heavens  declare  thy  glory  Lord 
I  he  king  of Saints  how  fair  his  face 
i  he  Lord  mmfelf  the  mighty- Lord- 
i  ne  Lord  in  Zion  plac’d  his  name 
1  he  Lord  Jehovah  reigns 
The  Lord  my  p, allure  ihall  prepare- 
1  he  Lord  my  ILepherd  is 
Ihe  Lord  the  God  of  glory  reigns 
The  Lord  the  judge  before  his  throne 
J  he  Lord  the 'judge  his  churches  warns 
J  he  Lord  my  Saviour  is  my  light 
The  praifes  of  my  God  and  king 
They  who  in  ffifp*  with  courage'’ bold  ' 
i  htnk  mighty  God  on  feeble  man 
This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made 
-This  fpacious  earth  is  ali  the  Lord’s 
Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God 
Thou  God  by  whofe  command  I  Hve 
Thou  God  of  love  thou  ever  b  1  eff 
Thou  Lord  hall  earth’s  foundations  laid 
J  hou  Lord  in  heaven  had  plac’d  thv  thront 

L0U  I,0rllh.ro  <;v«ry  caging  frrne 
-1 -trough  all  the  changing  feenes  of  life 


I  N  D  E  X 


Huts  the  eternal  father  fpake 
fhus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on 
f  hus  faith  the  Lord  your  work  is  vaia 
fhy  favour  gracious  Lord  difplay 
fhy  mercy  Lord  my  only  hope 
rhy  mercies  fill  the  earth  Q  Lord 
[‘hy  name  almighty  Lord 
fhy  name  O  God  my  heart  avows 
rhy  praife  O  God  m  Zion  waits 
rhy  word  is  like  a  heavenly  light 
Tis  by  thy  ftrength  the  mountains  {land 
fo'blefs  thy  chofen  race 
to  God  I  lift  my  eyes 
fo  God  the  mighty  Lord 
fo  our  almighty  maker  God 
fo  thee  great  God  will  I  difclofe 
fo  thee  moll  holy  and  mod  high 
'  ^thee  my  God,  my  heart  (hall  bring 
fo  thine  almighty  arm  we  Qwe 
l  o  your  Creator  God 


AST  are  thy  works  almighty  Lord 
Unfhaken  as  the  facred  hill 


f  yCTE  blefs  the  Lord  the  juft  the  good 
V  V  Welcome  thou  day  of  facred  reft 
A7 hat  feraph  of. celeftial  birth 
That  ftiall  I  render  to  my  God 
That  ft nners  value  I  refign 
Then  fancy  fpreads  her  bolded  .wings 
A7 hen  God  reveal’d  his  gracious  name 
Then  Ifrael  freed  from  Pharaoh’s  hand 
A;hen  I  furvey  life’s  varied  fcene 
-Then  overwhelm’d  with  pain  and  grief 
There  nothing  dwelt  but  beads  of  prey 
Tith  all  iny  powers  of  heart  and  tongue 
Tith  fongs  and  honours  founding  loud 
Tho  dull  afcend  thy  heavenly  place 
Thy  do  the  wealthy  wicked  boaft 
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INDEX. 


w  by  doth  the  Lord  {land  off  fo  far 
Why  doth  the  man  of  riches  grow 
Why  fliould  I  vex  my  foul  and  fret 


fa 


YE  houndlefs  realms  of  joy 

Ye  fervants  of  the  eternal  kins 
Ye  fervants  of  th’  almighty  king 
Yet  faith  the  Lord  if  David’  s  race 


21 

K 


o 


21 

1C 


N.  La  1  he  hymns  are  placed  in  alphabetical  ordc 


Long  Metre 


Perfecuiion. 


BSURD  and  vain  attempt !  to  bind 
__  With  iron  chains,  the  freeborn  ihind! 
To  force  conviction,  and  reclaim 
The  wandering,  by  deftrudlivc  dame  ! 


Bold  arrogance,  to  fnatch  from  heaven 
Dominion  not  to  mortals  given  ! 

O’er  canfcience  to  ufurp  the  throne, 
Accountable  to  God  alone. 


3  Mad  zeal  i  that  fills  the  world  with  wo: 
That  hurls  down  kingdoms  at  a  blow  ! 
That  wakens  vengeance  to  devour 
The  foes  of  antichriftian  power* 


4 


Jefus,  thy  gentle  law  of  love, 

Does  no  fuch  cruelties  approve  ; 
Mild  as  thyfelf,  thy  dodtrine  wields 
No  arms,  but  what  perfuafion  yields; 
A 


■ 


2'  H  Y  M  N  S. 

5  By  proofs  divine  and  rcafon  flrcng*, 
ft  draws  the  willing  foul  along; 

And  ccnquefks  to  thy  church  acquires. 

By  eloquence,  which  heaven  mfpires. 

{)  O  happy,  who  are  thus  comp  eh  VI 
To  the  rich  feaft,  by  Jelusheld  ! 

May  we  this  bid  ling  know,  and  prize 
The  light  which  liberty  fupplies. 

Scot, 


JpglUn  II.  Common  Metre . 

* 

The  Ref urr  eft  ton  of  Chrijft 

1  A  GAIN  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindling  ray, 
Unfeals  the  eyelids  of  the  morn 
And  pours  increasing  day. 

2  This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  hofannas  fung  ; 

Let  gladnefs  dwell  in  every  heart, 

.  And  praife  on  every  tongue. 

Ten  thoufand  differing  lips  fhall  join, 
To  hail  this  welcome  morn  ; 

Which  fcatters  bleffings  from  its  wings; 
To  nations  yet  unborn. 

4  Jcfu6,the  friend  of  human  kind. 

With  ftro.ng  eornpallkui  asoAdf, 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


*7 


Came  from  the  bofom  of  his  God, 

To  fave  the  fouls  he  lov’d. 

-  The  powers  of  darknefs  leagu’d  in  vai% 

To  bind  his  foul  in  death  \ 

He  Ihook  their  kingdom  when  he  fell, 

With  his  expiring  breath. 

<j  Not  long,  the  bands  of  death  could  keep 
The  hope  of  Judah  s  line  $ 

Corruption  never  could  take  hold, 

Gn  one  fo  much  divine. 

7  Exalted  high  at  God’s  right  hand, 

^And  Ix>rd  oi  all  below  ; 

Through  him  is  pardoning  love  difpens’d* 

And  endlefs  bltSxngs  how. 

8  Now  to  cur  Saviour  and  our  King, 

Glad  homage  let  us  give  j 
And  be  prepar’d  like  him  to  die 
That  with  him  we  may  live. 

Mrs.  Barbauld^ 


|3gtTiU  III.  Long  Metre. 

Hzfy  Refzluticn* 


II,  wretched  fouls,  who  ft  rive  in  vain  ? 
Slaves  to  the  world  and  flavfcs  to  fm  ! 
A  nobler  toil  may  I  fultaim 

J  * 

A  nobler  fatisfaction  wink 


-4 


hymns* 


KflSfl 


2  I  would  reiolve  with  all  my  heart, 

^  *ta  a^J  my  powers  to  ferve  the  Lord  ; 
Nor  from  his  precepts  e’er  depart, 

Whofe  fervice  is  a  rich  reward* 

3  O  be  his  fervi.ee  all  my  joy, 

^  Around  let  my  example  fhine  ry 
Till  others  love  the  blefs’d  employ. 

And  join  in  labours  fo  divine. 


4  Be  this  the  pu-rpofe  of  my  fcul, 

^  My  folemn,  my  determin’d  choice  5. 

To  yield  to  his  fupreme  control. 

And  in  his  kind  commands  rejoice. 

J 

5  O  may  I  never  faint  nor  tire. 

Nor  wander  from  thy  faered  ways  , 

Great  God,  accept  my  foul’s  defire, 

And  give  me  ftrength  to  liye  thy  prarfe- 

Mrs.  Steelje, 


pgmx  iv. 


Common  Metre. 


Watchfulnefs  and  Prayer . 

t  A  LAS  what  hourly  dangers  rife  ! 
What  fnares  befet  my  way  ! 
To  heaven,  then  let  me  lift  my  eyes. 
And  hourly  watch  and  pray. 


2  How  oft  my  mournful  thoughts  complain,. 
And  melt  id  flowing  tears  1 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


My  weak  refinance,  ah  how  vain  ? 

How  ffrong  my  foes  and  fears  ! 

3  O  gracious  God,  in  whom  I  live. 

My  feeble  efforts  aid, 

Help  me  to  watch  and  pray  and  drive. 
Though  trembling  and  afraid. 

^  Increafe  my  faith,  increafe  my  hope* 

■When  foes  and  fears  prevail  * 

And  bear  my  fainting  fpir it  up* 

Or  foon  my  ftrength  will  fail. 

y  "When  ffrong  temptations  fright  my  hearty 
Or  lure  my  feet  afide  ; 

My  God,  thy  powerful  aid  impart* 

My  guardian  and  my  guide. 

6  Still  keep  me  in  thy  heavenly  way* 

And  bid  the  tempter  flee  ^ 

And  never,  let  me  go  affray. 

From  happincfs  and  thee* 

Mrs.  Steele* 


fpgUITt  V*  Long  Metre - 

?he  Syro- Phoenician  Woman-  Mat.  xv.  26*  27. 

XX-conquering  faith  !  how  high  itrofe  f 
When  heaven  itfelf  might  feemt’oppoie  f 
All  gracious  Lord  \  who  didff  appear 
Mod  merciful  when  moll  fevere  ! 

A  X 


vv 


u\'  .  I 


H  Y  M  N  S 


4 


'i  l  i 


*8 


"  ^  aUS*  at  %  feet,  our  fouls  would  fall, 
j'ind  loudly  thus  for  mercy  call ; 
iC  Tnou  Son  of  David,  pity  fbowy 
iind  lave  us  from  tic  infernal  foe.*5 

3  I  hough  viler  than  the  brutes  we  her 
Our  longing  eyes  would  wait  on  thee, 
Who  doit  to  dogs  fuch  grace  afford, 
do  taiie  the  crumbs  beneath  thy  board, 

d  hut  thou  the  numhle  foul  wilt  raife. 

And  ail  its  forrows  turn  to  praife ; 

I-ach  felt  abating  broken  heart 
Si:all  with  thy  children  mare  a  part, 

DcDDsrra 


i)vmn  VI.  Short  Metre. 

Chrtfi  the  Branch  of  David,  and  the  Morning  Star, 

O 

1  m7^erious  King  1 

-/  jsl.  Hail  O avid’s  ancient  root  ! 

Xhou  righteous  orancli^ which  thence  did  fprln^ 

rr*  _  *  _  ,  1  ^  It 


To  give  the  nations  fruit. 


2  Our  weary  fouls  (hall  reft. 

Beneath  thy  grateful  fhade  ; 

Our  thirfling  lips  the  fweets  fit  all  tafte*. 
By  thy  blefl  fruit  convey'd. 


3 


Fair  morning  fhr,  arife  ! 
h  living  glories  bright  ^ 


Y.YT! 
w  1  X  k. 
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ft 


H  Y  M  N  S. 

And  poar  on  thefe  awak-ning  eyes,, 

A  flood  of  facred  light. 

The  horrid  gloom  is  fled, 

Pierc'd  by  thy  heavenly  ray  ; 

Shine,  and  our  wandering  footfleps  lead 
To  everlafting  day. 

Doddridge,  altered 


Hitt  VII.  Common  Metre . 

A  Pillar  in  the  heavenly  T 'empls* 


LL  hail,  victorious  Saviour,  hail  \ 
__  __  I  bow  to  thy  command, 

And  own  that  David’s  royal  key 
Well  fits  thy  fovereign  hand. 

»  Open  the  treafum  of  thy  love, 

_  And  died  thy  gifts  abroad  ; 

Unveil  to  my  rejoicing  eyes, 

T  he  temple  of  my  God. 

There  as  a  pillar  let  me  ftand, 

On  an  eternal  bafe ; 

Uprear’d  by  thy  almighty  hand. 

And  pohfh’d  by  thy  grace. 

There,  deep  engraven  let  me  bear, 

-*  he  title  of  my  God  $ 

Ano  mark  the  new  Jerufalciji, 
Asmyfecure  abode. 


H  Y  M  N  S> 


8 

5  In  lading  charters  infcribe 
Thy  own  beloved  name  ; 

That  endlefs  ages  there  may  read 
The  great  Immanuels  claim-* 

JDodsridg 

( 

f  •  .  * 

Ipgmn  VIII.  Long  Metre » 

Uncharitable  Judgment. 

1  A  LL-knowing  God,  his  thine  to  know 
JL%_  The  fprings  whence  wrong  opinioi 

flow  j  .  V 

To  judge  from  principles  within, 

When  frailty  errs,  and  when  we  fin. 

2  Who,  among  men,  high  Lord  of  alt. 

Thy  fervants,  to  his  bar,  may  call? 

Decide  of  herefy,  and  fhake 

A  brother  o’er  the  darning  lake  ? 

3  Who,  \fith  another’s  eye,  can  read  ? 

Or  worfhip,  by  another^  creed  ? 

Revering  thy  command  alone, 

We  humbly  feek  and  ufe  our  own. 

4  If  wrong,  forgive ;  accept,  if  right, 

Whilft  faithful  we  obey  our  iDht  l 
And,  centring  none,  are  zealous  hill 
To  follow,  as  to  learn,  thy  will. 


HYM  NS. 


9 


’  "When  fhaJl  our  happy  eyes  behold 
Thy  people,  fafhion’d  in  thy  mould  ? 

And  charity  our  lineage  prove. 

Deriv’d  from  thee,  O  God  of  love  ? 

Scot. 


3pgtnn  IX.  Long  Metre . 

A  Vijion  of  the  Lamb. 

A  LL  .  mortal  vanities,  be  gone  1 
/jL  Nor  tempt  my  eyes  nor  tire  my  ears  3 
Behold  before  th’  eternal  throne, 

A  vifion  of  the  Lamb  appears  ! 

Glory  his  fleecy  robe  adorns, 

Mark’d  with  the  bloody  death  he  bore  \ 
Seven  are  his  eyes  and  feven  his  horns, 

To  fpeak  his  wifdom  and  his- power. 

Lo  l  lie  receives  a  fealed  book, 

From  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne  ! 

Jems,  my  Lord,  prevails  to  look, 

On  dark  decrees  and  things  unknown* 

All  the  afiembling  faints  around 
Fall  worshipping  before  the  Lamb  5 
And  in  new  longs  of  gcfpe!  found, 

Addrefs  their  honours  to  his  name. 

Our  voices  join  the  heavenly  drain. 

And  with  traniporting  pleasure  fmgs 


* 


•  a-  -o 

,  >  i  ■  » -  •  jj  * 


6  Thou*  haft  redeem’d  our  fouls  from  hell> 
With  thine  ineftimable  blood  ; 

And  wretches  who  did  once  rebel 
Are  now  made  fervants  of  their  God* 


7  Worthy  forever  is  the  Lord. 

Who  dy’d  for  treafons  not  his  own  , 
By  every  tongue  to  be  ador’d, 

And  reign  upon  his  father’s  throne. 


Watts. 


r-p  4 

10  ji 
When 


X.  Common  Metre . 


The  Marriage  of  the  Lamb. 


2  Yvrhc  v  LL  ye  who  faithful  fervant§  are 
Thy  f\_  Of  our  almighty  king, 
jjc'c*;th  high  and  low,  and  Imall  and  great. 
A  b  His  praife  devoutly  fing. 


„  -^nuet  us  rcj°*ce  render  thanks, 
0r  To  his  moft  holy  name  *, 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  for  now  is  come 
The  marriage  of  the  Lamb. 


His  bride  herfelf  has  ready  made. 
How  pure  and  white  her  drefs  4 


This  is  the  faint’s  integrity, 
And  fpotlefs  holinefs 


HYMN  S; 


$  How  hippy  then  is  every  one. 
Who  to  the  marriage  feaft  , 
And  holy  i  upper  of  the  Lamb, 
Is  call’d,  a  welcome  guelL 


tnft  XL  Particular  Metre . 

SubmiJiGU  to  the  Divine  Will . 


1  A  LMIGHTY  King  of  heaven  above, 
Eternal  fource  of  truth  and  love. 
And  Lord  of  all  below, 


With  reverence  and  religious  fear 


Permit  thy  fuppliants  to  draw  near. 
And  at  thy  feet  to  bow. 

2  Thy  fov'ereign fat  form’d  us  firffc, 

Thy  breath  can  blow  us  back  to  dull, 

Frail,  fipful,  mortal  clay  ; 

5Tis  thine  undoubted  right  to  give, 
Tli#fe  earthly  bleffings  we  receive  ; 
And  thine  to  take  away. 

3  All  things  are  under  thy  control. 
Eternal  vrifdom  rules  the  whole, 

Educing  good  from  ill  ; 

Submifive  therefore  we  rtfign, 

Our  wills  are  fwallow’d  up  in  thine, 
aioft  holy  will. 


HYMN  S. 


4  In  heaven  above,  thy  will  is  done, 
There,  angels  wait  around  thy  throne* 

Thy  counfels  to  obey  ; 

Adoring  at  thy  feet  they  fall, 

Confeis  thee,  iovereign  Lord  of  ail, 

And  own  thy  powerful  fway. 

5  Lord,  may  we  join  the  heavenly  throngs 
May  mortals  learn  th’  angelic  fong. 

Who  dwell  beneath  the  fun  5 
May  every  tongue  thy  praile  proclaim. 
This  be  the  univerfal  theme, 

(c  Jehovah’s  will  be  done*” 


Ipgmn  XII.  Short  Metre . 


Humble  Praife. 

LMIGHTY  Maker,  God, 


JlIl  How  wondrous  is  thy  name  ! 
Thy  glories  how  diffus’d  abroad 
Throughout  creation’s  frame* 

Z  Nature  in  every  drefs 

Her  humble  homage  pays, 

And  finds  a  thoufand  ways  t’exprefg 
Thy  goodnefs  and  thy  praife. 

3  In  native  white  and  red. 

The  rofe  and  Lilly  Hand, 


And  free  from  pride  their  beauties  fprftwl 
To  Ihow  thy  fkillful  hand. 


HYMNS. 

The  lark  mounts  up  on  high 
With  unambitious  long, 

And  bears  her  maker’s  praife  on  high, 
Upon  her  artiefs  tongue. 

My  foul  would  rife  and  fing. 

To  her  creator  too  ; 

Fain  would  my  tongue  adore  my  king^ 
And  pay  the  worfhip  due. 

But  pride,  that  bufy  fin, 

Spoils  all  that  I  perform, 

Curl’d  pride  that  creeps  fecurely  in, 
And  fwells  a  wretched  worm. 


Create  my  foul  anew, 

Or  all  my  worfhip’s  vain  ; 
This  fmful  heart  will  not  be  true 
Till  it  be  form’d  again. 


In  joy  then  let  me  fpend, 

The  remnant  of  my  days  ; 

And  to  my  God  my  foul  afcend. 

In  fweet  perfume  of  praife. 

Vir  \  o 


pgnm  xiii.  Common  Metre. 

Holy  Fortitude . 

AM  I  a  foldier  of  the  crofs  ? 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 

And  fhall  I  fear  to  own  his  caufe„ 

Or  blufh  to  fpeak  his  name  i 
B 


I  f 


].  ’ 


1*  ■  l) 


•  if 

j  1  ■  *! 

■ 
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2  Mint  I  be  carried  to  the  ikies 
On  flowery  beds  of  eafe  ? 

"WhiHl  others  fought  to  win  the  prize* 
And  fail’d  through  bloody  feas  ? 


3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 
Muff  not  I  ilem  the  flood  ? 
is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace* 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 


4  Sure  I  muff  fight*  if  I  would  reign  j 
Increafe  my  courage,  Lord  ! 

Fll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 


5  Thy  faints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 
Shall  conquer  though  they  die  ; 
They  view  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  feize  it  with  their  eye. 


£  When  that  illuflrious  day  fhall  rife, 
And  all  thy  armies  fhine. 

In  robes  of  vift’ry  thro’  the  fkies. 
The  glory  fhall  be  thine. 


Watts* 


HjVt 


XIV,  Common  Metre . 

Chrift  our  Example . 

AND  is  the  gofpel  peace  and  love  r 
Such  let  our  converfation  be, 

The  ferpent  blended  with  the  dove* 
Wifdom  and  meek  fimplicity. 


v  W 


H  Y  M  N  S.  • 

2  Whene’er  the  angry  paffions  rife. 

And  tempt  our  thoughts  or  tongues  to  ftrife 
To  Jefus  let  us  lift  our  eyes, 

Bright  pattern  of  the  Chrlflian  life. 

i  • 

3  O  how  benevolent 'and  kind  ! 

How  mild,  how  ready  to  forgive  ! 

Be  this  the  temper  of  our  mind. 

And  thefe  the  rules  by  which  we  live. 

t  To  do  his  heav’nly  father’s  will. 

Was  his  employment  and  delight  ; 

Humility  and  holy  zeal 

Shone  through  his  life  divinely  bright 


>  Difpenfing  good  where’er  he  came, 
The  labours  of  his  life  were  love  ; 
Then,  if  we  bear  the  Saviour’s  nam 
By  his  example  let  us  move. 


>  But,  ah,  how  blind,  how  weak  we  are  f 
How  frail,  how  apt  to  turn  abide  ? 

Lord  we  depend  upon  thy  care, 

We  afk  thy  fpirit  for  our  guide. 

]  Thy  fair  example  may  we  trace, 

To  teach  us  what  we  ought  to  be  ; 
Make  us,  by  thy  transforming  grace, 

O  Saviour,  daily  more  like  thee. 


vdT'D  f>  Q  T7  T*  T  ^ 
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^mn  xv.  Short  Metre > 

Triumph  over  Death* 

\ 

1  A  ND  muft  this  body  die  ? 

Jljl  This  mortal  frame  decay  ? 

And  muft  thefe  adtivedimbs  of  mme5 
Lie  mouldering  in  the  clay  ? 

2  Corruption,  earth  and  worms 
Shall  but  refine  this  fleili 

Till  my  triumphant  fpirit  comes 
To  put  it  on  afreih. 

3  Chrift,  my  redeemer,  lives. 

And  often  from  the  fkies, 

Looks  down  and  watches  all  my  duft 
Till  he  ihail  bid  it  rife. 

4  Array’d  in  glorious  grace. 

Shall  thefe  vile  bodies  ftiine, 

And  every  fhape,  and  every  face 
Look  heavenly  and  divine. 

^  Thefe  lively  hopes  we  owe 
To  Jefu’s  dying  love  ; 

We  would  adore  his  grace  below, 

And  fing  his  power  above. 

£  O  Lord,  accept  the  praife 
Of  thefe  our  humble  longs, 

Till  tunes  of  nobler  found  we  raife, 
Wkh  our  immortal  tongues. 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


!i)|)mn  XVI.  Common  Metre, 

For  the  New  Tear . 

i  A  ND  now,  my  foul,  another  year 
Of  my  fhort  life  is  pail  5 
1  cannot  long  continue  here, 

And  this  may  be  my  laft. 


2  Much  of  my  dubious  life  is  done 
Nor  will  return  a  sain  ; 

O' 

And  fwift  my  paffing  moments  ru 
The  few  that  vet  remain. 


**■1 
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3  Awake,  my  foul,  with  utinofl  care. 

Thy  true  condition  learn  ; 

What  are  thy  hopes,  how  lure,  how  fair  ? 
And  what  thy  chief  concern  ? 

4  With  the  new  year,  which  now  begins* 

Begin  thy  race  for  heaven  ; 

Repent  of  all  thy  former  fins. 

Reform  and  be  forgiven. 

5  Devoutly  yield  thyfelf  to  God, 

To  him  thyfelf  commend  ; 

With  zeal  purfue  the  heavenly  road, 

Nor  doubt  a  happy  end. 


Liverpool  Collection, 
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Ij)|)!Ttn  XVII.  All  Sevens  Metre* 

The  Refur reflion  and  Afcenfion  of  Chrifl . 

1  A  NGELS,  roll  the  it  one  away, 

XjL  Death,  give  up  thy  mighty  prey  ^ 

See  !  he  rifes  from  the  tomb, 

Shining  in  immortal  bloom. 

2  ’Tis  the  Saviour,  Angels  raife 
Your  triumphant  fong  of  praife  %. 

Let  the  heaven’s  remote!!  bound 
Hear  the  joy  infpiring  found. 

3  Now,  ye  faints,  lift  up  your  eyes. 

Now  to  glory  fee  him  rife  ; 

Mark  his  progrefs  through  the  fky> 

To  the  radiant  world  on  high. 

4  Heaven  difplays  her  chryftal  gate  4 
Enter  in  thy  royal  itate 

King  of  glory  mount  thy  throne* 

5Tis  thy  Father’s  and  thy  own. 

5  Praife  him  all  ye  heavenly  choirs, 

Strike  with  awe,  your  golden  lyres  ; 

Shout,  O  earth,  in  rapturous  fong. 

Let  the  drains  be  loud  and  ftrong. 

$  To  the  lifl’ning  nations  tell, 

Sin  o’erthrown  and  vanquiih’d  hell. 

Where  i£  death’s  once  dreaded  king  ! 
Where,  Otmonfter,  is  thy  fting  ! 

Scott* 
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Jpgntfi  XVIII.  Long  Metre « 

The  Sabbath. 

MOTHER  fix  days  work  Is  done  f 


JlJL  Another  Sabbath  is  begun  [ 
Return,  my  foul,  enjoy  thy  reft, 

Xnprove  the  day  that  God  has  blefs’d. 

■ 2  Come,  praife  the  Lord,  whofe  love  aftigns 
So  fweet  a  reft  to  weary  minds  ; 

Provides  an  antepaft  of  heaven, 

And  gives  this  day  the  food  of  feven. 


3  O  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may  rife 
As  grateful  incenfe  to  the  ikies  ; 

And  draw  from  heaven  that  fweet  repofe 
Which  none,  but  he  who  feels  it  knows, 

4  This  heavenly  calm,  within  the  breaft, 

Is  the  dear  pledge  of  glorious  reft, 

Which  for  the  Church  of  God  remains^ 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

I  r 

5  With  joy  great  God,  thy  works  we  view 
In  various  feenes  both  old  and  new  \ 

With  praife  we  think  on  mercies  paft. 
With  hope  we  future  pLeafures  tafte. 

6  In  holy  duties  let  the  day. 

In  holy  pleafures  pafs  away  ; 

The  Sabbath  thus  we  love  to  fpend. 

In  hope  of  one  which  ne'er  ihall  end. 


Stennet. 


H)gmn  XIX.  Six  Line  Long  Metre* 

Cod’s  Name  proclaimed  to  Mofes* 

I  TTEND,  my  foul,  the  voice  divine, 
jljL  And  mark  what  beaming  glories  {hine^ 
Around  thy  condefcending  God  : 

To  us,  he  in  his  word  proclaims 
His  awful,  his  endearing  names ; 

Attend,  and  found  them  all  abroad  * 

a  u  Jehovah  I,  the  fov’relgn  Lord, 

The  mighty  God  by  heaven  ador’d, 

Down  to  the  earth  my  footdeps  bend  ^ 

My  heart  the  tendered;  pity  knows, 

Goodnefs  full  dreaming  wide  o’erflows, 

And  grace  and  truth  fhall  never  end. 

a  «  My  patience  long  can  crimes  endure. 

My  pardoning  love  is  ever  fare, 

When  penitential  forrow  mourns  : 

To  millions,  through  unnumbered  years. 
New  hope  and  new  delight  it  bears, 

Yet  wrath,  againd  the  dinner  burns,” 

4  Make  hade,  my  foul,  the  vi'fion  meet. 

All  prodrate  at  Jehovah’s  feet. 

And  drink  the  tuneful  accents  in. 

Speak  on,  my  Lord,  repeat  the  voice, 

Didufe  thefe  heart-expanding  joys, 

Till  heaven  complete  the  rapt’rous  fcene. 

Poddjuogh 


Jp^Hltt  XX.  Common  Metre . 

The  new  Creation. 

A  TTEND,  whilft  God’s  exalted  Son 
jljL  Doth  his  own  glories  {hew  ; 

“  Behold  I  fit  upon  my  throne 
Creating  all  things  new  ! 

2  “  Old  things  are  wholly  pafs’d  away 

And  the  firfb  Adam  dies  ; 

My  hands  a  new  foundation  lay. 

See  the  new  world  arife  1 

* 

#  i 

3  “  FU  be  a  fun  of  righteoufnefs. 

To  the  new  heavens  I  make  ; 

None  but  the  new  born  heirs  of  grace. 
My  glories  fhall  partake.” 

£ 

4  Mighty  Redeemer,  fet  me  free, 

From  my  old  ft  ate  of  fm  ; 

O  make  my  foul  alive  to  thee, 

Create  new  powers  within. 

5  Renew  my  eyes,  and  form  my  ears, 

And  mould  my  heart  afrefli  ; 

Give  me  new  pallions,  joys  and  fears, 

And  turn  the  ftone  to  fleih. 

6  Far  from  the  regions  of  the  dead 

From  fin  and  earth  and  hell  ; 

In  the  new  world  which  grace  hath  made 
I  would  forever  dwell. 


Watts. 
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H  Y  M  N  S. 
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IpyiHIl  XXL  Metre * 

G7<?ry  /#  the  Crqfs . 

T  thy  command,  our  bleffed  Lord, 
Here  we  attend  thy  dying  feaft  , 

Thy  blood,  like  wine,  adorns  thy  board. 

And  thy  own  ilefh  feeds,  every  guefL 

2  Our  faith  adores  thy  bleeding  love, 

And  trulls  for  life  in  one  that  died  ; 

We  hope  for  heavenly  crowns  above. 

From  a  Redeemer  crucified. 

3  Let  the  vain  world  pronounce  its  fhame. 
And  fling  its  fcandals  on  the  caufe  *, 

W e  come  to  boaft  our  Saviour’s  name. 

And  make  our  triumph  in  his  crofs. 

4  With  joy,  we  tell  the  fcoffing  age, 

He  that  was  dead  hath  left  his  tomb  $ 

He  lives  above  their  utmofl  rage, 

And  we  are  waiting  till  he  come. 

Watt?, 
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XXII.  Common  Metre * 


cr 


\ 'he  Incarnation  cf  the  Word* 


WAKE,  awake  the  facred  fong* 
To  our  incarnate  Lord  ! 

Let  every  heart  and  every  tongue 
Adore  the  eternal  Word* 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


*3 

2  That  glorious  Word,  that  fovereign  power* 

Bp  whom  the  worlds  were  made  5 
O  happy  morn  !  illuftrious  hour  ! 

Was  once  in  hefh  array’d. 

3  Then  fhone  almighty  power  and  love. 

In  ail  their  glorious  forms  ; 

When  Jeius  left  the  world  above. 

To  dwell  with  linful  worms. 

4  To  dwell  with  mifery  below. 

The  Saviour  left  the  Ikies  *, 

And  funk  to  poverty  and  woe. 

That  wretched  man  might  rife. 

5  Adoring  angels  tun’d  their  fongs* 

To  hail  the  joyful  day  ;  * 

With  rapture  then  let  mortaftonguoi 
Their  grateful  homage  pay. 

6  What  glory,  Lord,  to  thee  is  due  ! 

With  wonder  \^e  adore  ; 

But  could  we  ling  as  angels  do 
We  d  love  and  praife  thee  more. 

>  Mrs.  Steele, 


$gmu  XXIII.  Long  Metre. 

Temptation  without  and  within . 

AWAKE,  my  foul,  lift  up  thine  eyes, 
See  how  thy  foes  againft  thee  rife, 
In  long  array,  a  numerous  hofl  j 
Awake,  my  foul,  or  thou  art  loft. 


Hh  u  ,1 


f  .  i 
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2  See  how  rebellious  paflions  rage, 


And  fierce  defires  and  lulls  engage  % 


See  pleafure’s  filken  banners  fpread, 
And  willing  fouls  are  captive  led. 


o 


1  tread  upon  enchanted  ground, 
Perils  and  fnares  befet  me  round  : 
O  let  me  then  guard  every  part, 
But  mofl,  the  traitor  in  my  heart. 


4  O  teach  thy  fervant  how  to  wield 
Blefl  Saviour,  thy  immortal  fhield  ^ 
Put  on  thy  armour  from  above, 

Of  heavenly  truth  and  heavenly  love. 


5  The  terror  and  the  charm  repel, 

The  fmiles  of  earth,  the  frowns  of  hell  \ 

The  tempter  once  thou  didfl  fubdue, 

O  make  me  more  than  conqueror  too. 

Mrs.  Barbaulu. 


XXIV.  Hallelujah  Metre . 

The  Lord's  Day  Mornings 


i  A  WAKE  our  drov/fy  fouls  ! 

Shake  off  each  flothful  band  ! 
The  wonders  of  this  day 
Our  noblefl  fongs  demand. 
Aufpicious  morn,  Thy  bliisful  rays 
Bright  feraphs  hail.  In  fongs  of  praifo  ! 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


at 

a  At  thy  approaching  dawn, 

Reludlant  death  refign'd 
The  glorious  prince  of  life, 

In  the  dark  vault  confin’d, 

Th’  angelic  hoft  Around  him  fends 

And  midft  their  Ihouts,  The  Lord  afcends. 

4 

All  hail  triumphant  Lord  !  i 

Heaven  with  hofanna  rings  $ 

Whilft  earth  in  humbler  ftrains. 

Thy  praife  refponfive  lings. 

Worthy  art  thou,  Who  once  waft  flain, 
ihro  endlefs  y^ars,  To  live  and  reign. 

Gird  on,  great  King,  thy  fword, 

Afcend  thy  conquering  car, 

Whilft  juftice,  truth  and  love 
Maintain  the  glorious  war, 

Vidforious  thou,  Thy  foes  (hilt  tre^d. 

And  fm  and  death.  In  triumph  lead. 

Make  hare  thy  potent  arm. 

And  wing  the  unerring  dart. 

With  falutary  pangs 
To  each  rebellious  heart. 

Then  dying  fouls.  For  life  fhall  fue, 

Nurn  rous  as  drops,  Of  morning  dew. 

Kippon’s  Coiled! iom 


HYMN"  S. 


TpgfttB  XXV.  Long  Metre , 


The  ChriJUan  Race* 

wS*«- 

W  AKE  our  fouls,  away  our  fear?, 

Let  ev’ry  trembling  thought  be  gane  > 
AwaKe  and  run  the  heavenly  race, 

And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on. 

2  True  his  a  (Iraight  and  thorny  road, 

And  mortal  fpirits  tire  and  faint; 

If  they  forget  the  mighty  God/ 

Who  feeds  the  (Length  of  every  faint, 

o  The  mighty  God,  whofe  powerful  hand 
Has  matchlefs  works  or  wonder  done ; 

And  (hall  endure,  whilft  endlefs  years 
Their  ever  lading  circles  run. 

a  From  him,  the  overflowing  fpring, 

'  Our  fouls  (hall  drink  a  rich  fupply  ; 

Whilft  thofe  who  truft  their  native  (Length 
Shall  melt  away,  and  droop  and  die.  , 

e  Swift  as  ail  eagle  cuts  the  air,  ^ 

We’ll  mount  aloft  to  thine  aboue  ; 

On  wings  of  love  our  fouis  will  fft, 

Nor  tire  amidft  the  heavenly  road. 

Watts. 
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|)gmn  XXVI.  Long  Metre . 


Benefit  of  Ordinances, 


1 


AY/ AY  from  every  mortal  care, 

Away  from  earth,  our  fouls  retreat  $ 
We  leave  this  worthless  world  afar. 

And  wait  and  worfhip  near  thy  feat. 


2  Lord,  in  the  temple  of  thy  grace, 

We  bow  before  thee  and  adore  ; 

We  view  the  glories  of  thy  face, 

And  Jearn  the  wonders  of  thy  power. 

3  Whilft  here  our  various  wants  we  mourn. 
United  prayers  afeend  on  high  , 

And  faith  experts  a  fure  return 
Of  blefiings  in  variety. 

4  If  Satan  rage  and  fin  grow  flrong$ 

Here  we  receive  fome  cheering  word  5 
// e  gird  the  gofpel  armour  on, 

To  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord, 

5  Here,  when  our  fpirit  faints  and  dies, 

And  confcience  fmarts  with  inward  flings  5 
The  fun  of  righteoufnefs  fhall  rife, 

With  healing  beams  beneath  his  wings. 


mM 


*8  HYMNS. 

6  Here  would  our  ravifh’d  fouls  abide. 

Or  if  from  hence  we  mull  depart, 

Let  nei&er  life  nor  death  divide 
Our  God  and  Saviour  from  our  heart. 

Watts  altered* 


XXVII.  Long  Metre. 

The  Word  made  Flejh * 

1  TTJ  EFORE  the  heavens  were  fpread  abroad,, 
j|j  From  everiafting  was  the  Wore!  ; 

With  God  he  was,  the  Word  was  God, 

And  by  th*  angelic  hoft  ador’d. 

2  By  his  great  power,  were  all  things  made, 

him  fupported  all  things  Hand  ; 

He  is  the  whole  Creation’s  head. 

And  Angels  fly  at  his  command.. 

3  Ere  fin  was  born  or  Satan  fell. 

He  led  the  hoft  of  morning  ftars  1 
Thy  generation,  who  can  tell  ? 

Or  count  the  number  of  thy  years  ? 

4  But  lo,  he  leaves  thefe  heavenly  forms. 

The  Word  defeends  and  dwells  in  clay  ; 

That  he  may  converfe  hold  with  worms, 
Drefs’d  in  fuch  feeble  flelh  as  they. 

5  Mortals  with  joy  beheld  his  Bice, 

Th’  eternal  father’s  only  Son  , 


HYMNS, 
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How  full  of  truth,  how  full  of  grace  ! 
When  thro  his  eyes,  the  Godhead  (hone, 

6  Arch-angels  leave  their  high  abode, 

To  learn  new  myfleries  here,  and  tell 
The  love  of  our  defcending  God, 

The  glories  of  Emmanuel. 

Watts. 


!pgmn  XXVIII.  Common  Metre, 

Faith  in  the  Promife  of  Salvation . 

1  T)  EGIN,  my  tongue,  fome  heavenly  theme, 
13  And  fpeak  fome  lofty  thing  ; 

The  mighty  works,  or  mighty  name 
Of  our  eternal  King. 

2  Tell  of  his  wond’rous  faithfulnefs. 

Or  found  his  power  abroad  ; 

Sing  the  bleft  promife  of  his  grace. 

And  the  performing  God. 

3  Proclaim  falvation  from  the  Lord, 

To  finful,  dying  men  ; 

His  hand  has  writ  the  facred  word, 

With  an  unerring  pon. 

4  Engrav’d  as  in  eternal  brafs, 

The  gracious  promife  Ihines  \ 

C  2 


Nor  fhali  the  hand  of  time  erafe 
Thofe  everlafting  lines. 

5  Then  why  thefe  doubts  and  fad  complaints  ?■ 

If  Chrift  and  we  are  one, 

The  word  extends  to  all  the  faints. 

Who  humbly  love  the  (on. 

6  By  faith  in  this  our  fouls  have  liv’d. 

And  part  of  heaven  poftefs’d ; 

We’ll  praife  him  then  for  grace  receiv’d. 
And  truft  him  for  the  reft. 

Watts. 


XXIX.  Particular  Metre . 

The  Refurrettion  and  Glory  of  Chrift . 

1  YJ  EHOLD  !  the  bright  morning  appears* 
|g  And  Jefus  revives  from  the  grave  ! 

His  riling  removes  all  our  fears. 

And  proves  him  almighty  to  fave.  . 

How  ftrong  were  his  tears  and  his  cries  l 
The  worth  of  his  blood  how  divine  1 
How  perfect  his  great  facrihce, 

Who  rofe  tho’  he  fuffer’d  for  fin  i 

2  The  man  who  was  crowned  with  thorns, 

‘  The  man  who  on  Calvary  died. 

The  man  who  bore  fcourging  and  Icorn, 
Whom  finners  agreed  to  deride  } 


Now  bleiTed  forever  is  made. 

And  life  has  rewarded  his  pain  ; 

Now  glory  has  crowned  his  head. 

This  is  the  true  Lamb  that  was  flain  ! 

3  Believing  we  {hare  in  his  joy, 

By  faith  we  partake  of  his  reft. 

With  him  we  can  cheerfully  die, 

For  with  him  we  hope  to  be  bleft. 
sTis  jefus  the  firft  and  the  laft, 

Whofe  fpirit  fhall  guide  us  fafe  home  5 
We’ll  praife  him  for  all  that  is  paft, 

And  truft  him  for  all  that’s  to  come  ! 

Hart, 


fpgmn  XXX.  Common  Metre . 


Praife  to  the  Lamb  of  God. 

1  T>EHOLD  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
it  M  Amidft  the  father’s  throne  f 
Prepare  new  honours  for  his  name, 

And  fongs  before  unknown. 

2  Let  Elders  worfnip  at  his  feet. 

The  Church  adore  around  ; 

With  vials  full  of  odours  fweet,. 

With  harps  of  fweeter  found. 

3  Thofe  are  the  offer’d  prayers  of  faints3 

And  thefe  the  hymns  they  raife  ; 


Jefus  is  kind  to  our  complaints, 

He  loves  to  hear  our  praife. 

4  Now,  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  flain, 

Be  endlefs  blefhngs  paid  * 

Salvation,  glory,  joy  remain, 

Forever  on  thy  head. 

j  Thou  haft  redeem’d  our  fouls  with  blood,, 
Haft  fet  the  prifoners  free ; 

Haft  made  us  kings  and  priefts  to  God, 
And  we  {hall  reign  with  thee. 

6  The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Are  put  beneath  thy  power  *, 

Then  fhorten  thefe  delaying  days. 

And  bring  the  promis’d  hour. 


^tnn  XXXI.  Short  Metre, 

The  Nativity  of  Chriji . 

j,  TQ  EHOLD  the  grace  appears  1 
The  promife  is  fulfill’d  ; 

Xviary,  the  wond’rous  virgin  bears, 

And  Jefus  is  the  Child. 

2  To  bring  the  glorious  news, 

A  heavenly  form  appears  ; 

He  tells  the  {hepherds  of  their  joyc* 
And  banilhes  their  fears. 


3  <(  Go  humble  fwains,  faid  he, 

To  David’s  city  fly  ; 

The  promis’d  infant  born  to  day 
Doth  in  a  manger  lie. 


4  With  looks,  and  hearts  ferene. 
Go  vifit  Chrift  your  king. 

And  {trait  a  flaming  choir  was  feen 
The  Ihepherds  heard  them  fing. 


<(  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 
And  heavenly  peace  on  earth  ! 
Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy* 
At  the  redeemer’s  birth  ! ” 


In  worfhip  fo  divine. 

Let  faints  employ  their  tongues 
With  the  celeftial  holt  we  join. 
And  loud  repeat  their  fongs. 


* 


<e  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 

And  heavenly  peace  on  earth  ! 
Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 
At  our  redeemers  birth.” 


Watts, 


XXXII.  Common  Metre* 

The  Ignorance  of  Man . 

BEHOLD  the  new  born  infant,  griev’d 
With  hunger,  third  and  pain  ! 
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It  cries  to  have  its  wants  reliev  d. 

But  knows  not  to  complain. 

%  Such  childhood  yet  I  mud  confefs> 

Tho*  long  in  years  mature  •, 
Unknowing  whence  i  feel  dillrefs. 

And  where  to  feek  its  cure. 

i  *  ■*  - 

^  Author  of  good  !  to  thee  I  turn  , 

Thy  ever  watchful  eye 
Alone,  can  all  my  wants  difcern* 

Thy  hand  alone  fupply. 

4  O  let  thy  fear  within  me  dwell, 

Thy  love  my  footfteps  guide  *, 

That  love  lhall  vainer  loves  expel. 

That  fear,  all  fears  befide. 

5  And  fmce,  by  error’s  force  fubdu’d. 

My  oft  mifguided  will 
Prepofterous,  {buns  the  latent  good. 

And  grafps  the  fpecious  ill  j 

6  Not  to  my  wilh,  but  to  my  want. 

Do  thou  thy  gifts  apply  *, 

Unalk’d,  what  good  thou  knoweft,  grant, 
What  ill,  tho’  afk’d,  deny. 
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|3|)mn  XXXIII.  Long  Metre. 

A  grave  and  decent  Department, 

BEHOLD  the  Tons  and  heirs  of  God 
So  dearly  bought  with  Jefu’s  blood  ! 
Are  they  not  born  to  heavenly  joys  ? 

And  fhall  they  ftoop  to  earthly  toys  ? 

*€an  laughter  feed  th’  immortal  mind  ? 

Were  fpirits  of  celeflial  kind 
Made  for  a  jell,  for  fport,  for  play. 

To  wear  out  time  and  wafte  the  day  ? 

Doth  vain  difcourfe  or  empty  mirth 
Well  fuit  the  honours  of  their  birth  ? 

Shall  they,be  fond  of  gay  attire, 

Which  children  love,  which  fools  admire  ? 

What  if  we  wear  the  richeft  veil  ? 

Peacocks  and  flies  are  better  dreft  j 
This  flefh  with  all  its  gaudy  forms, 
ivlufl  drop  to  dull  and  feed  the  worms. 

Lord,  raife  our  hearts  and  paffions  higher^ 
Touch  our  vain  fouls  with  facred  fire  j 
Then,  with  a  heaven-dire  died  eye. 

We’ll  pafs  thefe  glittering  tribes  by. 

We’ll  look  on  all  the  toys  below. 

With  fuch  difdain  as  angels  do  ; 

And  wait  the  call  that  bids  us  rife. 

To  manfions  promis’d  in  the  flues.  4 

Watts. 
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XXXIV.  Common  Me-re. 

The  repenting  Prodigal. 

j  EHOLD  the  wretch  whofe  luft  and  wine 
jfj  Had  wafted  his  eft  ate  ! 

He  begs  a  fhare  among  the  fwine, 

To  tafte  the  hulks  they  eat. 

2  (i  I  die  with  hunger  here,  he  cry ’d, 

I  ftarve  in  foreign  lands  *, 

My  Father’s  houfe  has  large  fupplies. 

And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 

3  I’ll  go,  and  with  a  mournful  tongue, 

Fall  down  before  his  face  ; 

Father,  I’ve  done  thy  juftice  wrong, 

Nor  can  deferve  thy  graced 

4  He  faid,  and  haftened  to  his  home. 

To  feek  his  Father’s  love  ; 

The  Father  law  the  rebel  come, 

And  all  his  bowels  move. 

5  He  ran  and  fell  upon  his  neck, 

Embrac’d  and  kifs’d  his  fon  ; 

The  rebel’s  heart  with  forrow  brake, 

For  follies  he  had  done. 

6  u  Take  off  his  clothes  of  Ihame  and  fin, 

The  Father  gives  command  ; 

Drefs  him  in  garments  white  and  clean, 

With  rings  adorn  hri  hand. 
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j  A  day  of  feafling  I  ordain, 

Let  mirth  and  joy  abound  ; 

My  Son  was  dead,  and  lives  again, 

Was  loft,  but  now  is  found* 

Watts. 


XXXV.  Short  Metre • 

Adoption . 

x  YJ  EH  OLD,  what  wond’rons  grace 

JD  The  father  hath  beftow’d 

On  finners  of  a  mortal  race, 

To  call  them  foils  of  God  ! 

2  ’Tis  no  furprifing  thing. 

That  we  ihould  ne  unknown  ; 

The  jewifh  world  knew  not  their  King., 
God’s  everlafling  Son. 

3  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear, 

How  great  we  fhall  be  made  5 

But,  when  we  fee  our  Saviour  here, 

We  (hall  be  like  our  head. 

4  A  hope  fo  much  divine 
May  tryals  well  endure  ; 

May  cleanfe  our  fouls  from.fenfe  and  fin, 
As  Chrifh  the  Lord  is  pure,, 

D  r 
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5  If  in  our  father’s  love, 

We  fhare  a  filial  part ; 

Send  down  thy  fpirit  like  a  dove, 

To  ref!  upon  our  heart. 

6  We  would  no  longer  lie, 

Like  haves  beneath  the  throne  ; 

Our  faith  fhall  Abba,  Father,  cry, 

And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

Watts, 


i£gmn  XXXVI.  Long  Metre. 

The  better  Part . 

1  "J£V ESET  with  fnares  and  fill’d  with  dreai 
£3  life’s  uncertain  path  We  tread  ; 

Saviour  divine,  diffufe  thy  light, 

To  guide  our  doubtful  footfteps  right. 

2  Engage  our  roving  treach’rous  heart, 

To  choofe  the  wife,  the  better  part j 
To  fcorn  the  trifles  of  a  day, 

For  joys  that  never  fade  away. 

3  Then  let  the  fiercefl  ftorms  arife. 

Let  tempefls  mingle  earth  and  fetes  ; 

No  fatal  fhipwreck  fhall  we  fear, 

But  all  our  treafure  with  us  bear. 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


If  then  our  Saviour  dill  be  nigh. 
Cheerful  we  live  and  joyful  die; 
Secure  when  mortal  comforts  flee. 
To  find  a  thoufand  worlds  in  thee. 
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rpgmn  XXXVII.  Long  Metre . 

The  Beatitudes . 

LEST  are  the  humble  fouls  that  fee 
_  _  Their  emptinefs  and  poverty  ; 
Treafures  of  grace  to  them  are  given,  ' 
And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heaven. 

,  Bleft  are  the  men  of  broken  heart, 

Who  mourn  for  fin  with  inward  fmart  \ 
The  blood  of  Chrifl  divinely  flows, 

A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 

Bleft  are  the  meek  who  (land  afar, 

From  rage  and  paflfion,  noils  and  war  ; 
God  will  fecure  their  happy  date, 

And  plead  their  caufe  againfi  the  great. 

l  Bled  are  the  fouls  that  third  for  grace, 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteoufnefs  ; 
They  fliall  be  well  fuppiied  and  fed, 

With  living  dreams  and  living  bread* 
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5  hdeft  arc  the  men  whofe  bowels  move. 
And  melt  with  fympathy  and  love  ; 
iMrom  Chrifl  the  Lord,  they  {hall  obtain 
Like  fympathy  and  love  again. 

Lleft  are  the  pure  whofe  hearts  are  clears 
from  the  defiling  power  of  fin  ; 

With  endlcfs  pleafure  they  £hall  fee 
A  God  of  fpotlefs  purity. 

7  Bled:  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life. 

Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  flrife  ; 
They  dial!  be  call’d  the  heirs  of  blifs. 
The  fons  -  of  .God,  the  God  peace. 

S  Bled  are  the  fufferers,  who  partake 
Of  pa-in  and  (hame  for  Jefu’s  fake  ; 
ri  heir  fouls  fhall  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 

Watts. 


|p|Tutt  XXXVIII.  Common  Metre* 

The  Hope  of  the  Refur refit on, 

1  l[]g  LEST  be  the  everlafting  God, 

The  father  of  our  Lord  ; 

Be  his  abounding  mercy  prais'd. 

His  majedy  ador’d. 

2  When  from  the  dead  he  rais’d  his  Son, 

And  call’d  him  to  the  fkv  $ 
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He  gave  our  fouL  a  lively  hope, 

That  they  fliould  never  die. 

What  though  his  uncontrol’d  decree 
Command  our  lledi  to  dull  ? 

Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  role, 

So  all  his  followers  muft. 

\  There’s  an  inheritance  divine 
Referv’d  againft  that  day  3 
’Tis  uncorrupted,  undefil’d. 

And  cannot  fade  awav. 

r  Saints  by  the  power  of  God  are  kept, 

Till  the  falvation  come  ; 

We  walk  by  faith  as  Grangers  here, 

Till  Chrift  (hall  call  us  home. 

Watts. 
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!ppmn  xxxix.  Common  Metre . 

Benevolence  rewarded . 

BLEST  is  the  man  whofe  tender  heart 
Feels  all  another’s  pain  j 
To  whom,  the  fupplicating  eye 
W as  never  rais’d  in  vain. 

Whofe  bread  expands  with  generous  warmth; 
A  dranger’s  woe  to  feel  3 
D  2 
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And  bleeds  in  pity  o’er  the  wound. 


He  wants  the  power  to  heal. 

3  He  fp reads  his  kind  fupporting  arms* 
To  every  child  of  grief ; 


His  fecret  bounty  largely  flows 


And  brings  unaik’d  relief. 

4  To  gentle  oflices  of  love, 

His  feet  are  never  flow  $ 

He  views  through  mercy’s  melting  eye, 
A  brother  in  his  foe. 

5  Peace,  from  the  bofom  of  his  God, 

Peace  fhall  to  him  be  given  ; 

His  foul  fliall  reft  fecure  on  earth, 

And  find  its  native  heaven. 

6  To  him  protection  fhall  be  fhown  ; 

And  mercy,  from  above 
jQefcend  on  thofe,  who  thys  fulfill 
The  perfeH  law  of  love. 


Mrs.  Barbauld. 


Tin  XL.  Particular  Metre . 


f 


The  Cofpel  Jubilee . 


LOW  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  folemn  found  ! 


Let  all  the  nations  know. 
To  earth’s  xemoteft  bound, 


The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ranfom’d  finners,  home* 

Exalt  the  Son  of  God  i 
The  fin-atoning  Lamb  ; 
Redemption,  by  his  blood, 
Through  every  land  proclaim  ; 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 

Return,  ye  ranfom’d  finners,  home. 

3  Ye  who  have  fold  for  nought, 
The  heritage  above, 

Shall  have  it  back  unbought. 

The  gift  of  Jefu’s  love. 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come. 
Return,  ye  raniom’d  finners,  home. 

f  Ye  (laves  of  fin  and  hell. 

Your  liberty  receive. 

And  fafe  in  Jefus  dwell, 

And  bleft  in  Jefus  live. 

.The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 

Return,  ye  ranfom’d  finners,  home. 

The  Gofpel  trumpet  hear, 

-t  he  news  of  pardoning  grace  j 
Ye  happy  fouls,  draw  near. 
Behold  your  Saviour’s  face  ! 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 

Return,  ye  ranfom’d  finners,  home. 

Jefus,  our  great  high  prieft 
lias  full  atonement  mad 
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Ye  weary  fpirits,  reft, 

Ye  mournful  fouls  be  glad. 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 

Return,  ye  ranfom’d  fmners,  home. 

Rip pon’s  Collection. 


ippniU  XLL  Long  Metre . 

! The  incomprehenjible  GOD . 

1  1  AN  creatures  to  perfection  find 
li  The  eternal  uncreated  mind  i 
Or  can  the  largeft  ftretch  of  thought 
Meafure  and  fearch  his  nature  out  ? 

2  ’Tis  high  as  heaven,  ’tis  deep  as  hell* 

And  what  can  mortals  know  or  tell  ? 

His  glory  fpreads  beyond  the  Iky, 

And  all  the  fnining  worlds  on  high. 

* 

3  God  is  a  king  of  power  unknown  \ 

Firm  are  the  orders  of  his  throne  ^ 

If  he  refolve,  who  dare  oppofe  ? 

Or  alk  him  why  or  what  he  does  ? 

4  He  frowns,  and  darknefs  veils  the  moon  ^ 
The  fainting  fun  grows  dim  at  noon  *, 

The  pillars  of  heaven’s  ftarry  roof 
Tremble  and  ftart  at  his  reproof. 

*  He  gave  the  vaulted  heaven  its  form, 

The  crooked  ferpent  and  the  worm  * 


HYMN  S. 


45 


Ke  breaks  the  billows,  with  his  breath, 
And  fmites  the  fons  of  pride  to  death, 

5  Thefe  are  a  portion  of  his  ways  !  * 

But  who  {hall  dare  defcribe  his  face  ? 

Who  can  endure  his  light  !  or  hand. 

To  hear  the  thunders  of  his  hand  ? 

#  Watts, 


h)d?nin  XLII.  Common  Metre, 

God  incomprehenjible . 

CELESTIAL  King,  our  fpirits  lie, 
Trembling  beneath  thy  feet  ; 
And  wifti  and  cad  a  lon^inaf  eve* 

To  reach  thy  lofty  feat. 

In  thee,  what  endieis  wonders  m^et  1 
What  various  glories  fhine  ! 

The  dazzling  rays  too  fiercely  beat, 

Upon  our  fainting  mind, 

Angels  are  1  oft  in  glad  furprize, 

If  thou  unveil  thy  grace  3 
And  humble  awe  runs  thro5  th^ 

When  wrath  arrays  thy  face.~  *  ^ 

Created  powers,  how  weak  they  fce  ? 
rlow  fhort  our  praifes  fall  ! 
iTluc^  akin  to  nothing,  we2 
And  thou,  th7  eternal  alio 
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bend  our  humble  fouls, 
adore  ; 

minions  of  our  minds 
i  thought  no  more. 

Smart. 


XIII.  Long  Metre . 

The  Prefence  of  Cod  mor tiffing  us  to  the  World. 


1  ff  1 0ME  blefied  Lord,  defcend  and  dwell. 
By  faith  and  love  within  our  bread:  , 
Then  (hall  we  know,  and  tafte  and  feel 
Such  joys  as  cannot  be  exprefs’d. 


2  Come  fill  our  hearts  with  inward  ftrength. 
Make  our  enlarged  louls  poffefs, 

And  learn  the  height,  and  breadth  and  length* 
Of  thy  unmeafurable  grace. 


2  Could  we  but  pierce  the  veil,  and  fee 
Th*e  glories  of  th’  eternal  ikies  j 
What  little  things  thefe  worlds  would  be  ! 
How  defpic  able  in  our  eyes  1 


4  Great  all  in  all,  eternal  king  ! 

Could  we  but  view  thy  glorioiis  face, 
Then  all  our  powers  fhould  join  to  fmg 
Thy  boundlefs  wifdom  and  thy  grace. 


*  Now  to  the  God,  whofe  power  in  hea^ssi 
J  And  earth,  has  works  of  wonder  dene. 
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Be  everlafting  honours  given. 

By  -ail  the  Church,  thro’  Chriil  his  fon. 

Watts, 


Ip^iTlU  XLIV.  Common  Metre . 

Praife  to  God  ajid  the  9a mb. 


I  CME,  us  join  our  cheerful  fongs, 
W  ith  angels  round  the  throne  ; 

1  10afen«f>  ^Boufands  are  their  tongues, 
But  ah  their  joys  are  one. 


2  “  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,”  they  cry, 
-to  be  exalted  thus 

h  °rth7  the  Lamb,”  our  lips  reply, 

“  For  he  was  Haiti  for  us.” 


3  JeFus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honour  and  power  divine ; 

And  bleffings,  more  than  wc  can  give* 
Be,  Lord,  forever  thine.  ** 


1  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  (by. 
And  air  and  earth  and  feas, 
on  pi  re  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 
And  fpeak  thine  endlefs  praife. 


Th^w’10le  Creation  job  in  one. 

To  bids  the  facred  name, 

A  *V'  ,?  ^ts  uPon  throne, 
A  d-o  adore  the  Lamb. 


Watts* 
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fpgnilt  XLV.  Common  Metre. 


<T!?e  Joys  of  Heaven. 


1  jT^OME,  Lord,  and  warm  each  langui 


Infpire  each  lifelefs  tongue  5 
And  let  the  joys  of  heaven  impart 
Their  influence  to  our  fong. 


2  Sorrow  and  pain  and  every  care. 
And  difeord  there  fhall  ceafe  ; 
And  perfect  joy  and  love  flncerc 
Adorn  the  realms  of  peace. 


3  The  foul,  from  fin  forever  free, 
Shall  mourn  its  power  no  more  > 
But,  cloth’d  in  fpotlefs  purity, 
Redeeming  love  adore. 


4  There, on  a  throne,  how  dazzling  bright, 
Th*  exalted  Saviour  fhines  % 

And  beams  ineffable  delight. 

On  all  the  heavenly  minds. 


3  There  fhall  the  followers  of  the  Lamb 
Join  in  immortal  fongs  > 

And  endlefs  honours  to  his  name 
Employ  their  tuneful  tongues. 


>  Loi  dy  Lnnc  our  hearts  to  praife  and  love 
Our  feeble  notes  infpire  ;  *  5 

T*II,  in  thy  blifsful  courts  above 
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join  th*  angelic  choir. 


$£tnn  XL VI.  Long  Metre . 

Weary  Souls  invited  to  Reft. 

•JOTvIE,  weary  fouls,  with  fin  diftrefsM, 
,^4  '-ome  alK^  accept  the  promifs’d  reft : 
1  ne  baviour’s  gracious  call  obey, 

And  call  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

Dpprefs  d  with  guilt,  a  painful  load, 

J  come,  and  fpread  your  woes  to  Ged  ; 
Divme  compaffion,  mighty  love, 

&  ill  all  the  painful  load  remove. 

iere  mercy’s  boundlefs  ocean  flows, 

,o  cteanfe  your  guilt  and  heal  your  woes  ; 
a.  don  and  life  and  endlefs  peace, 
low  rich  the  gift,  how  free  the  grace  ! 

°rd>  we  accept  with  thankful  heart, 
ne  hope  thy  gracious  words  impart  ; 
e  comewith  tabling  ;  yet  rejoice, 
ad  hle.s  the  kind  inviting  voice, 1 

E 
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5  ‘Great  Saviour*  let  thy  powerful  love 
Confirm  our  faith,  cur  fears  remove  ; 

May  that  fweet  influence  in  our  bread, 
Prepare  us  for  thy  heavenly  red. 

Mrs.Steei 


rpgmn  xlvii.  Short  Metre , 

Heavenly  Joy  cn  Earth . 


OME,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  our  joys  be  known 
Join  in  a  long  with  fweet  accord, 
And  thus  fur  round  the  throne. 


Let  thofe  refufe  to  fmg, 

Who  never  knew  our  God  \ 
But  children  of  the  heavenly  king 
May  fpeak  their  joys  abroad. 


This  heavenly  king  is  ours,  , 

Our  father  and  our  love  ; 

He  will  fend  down  his  heavenly  powers* 
To  raife  our  fouls  above. 


4  There,  we  (hall  fee  his  face. 

And  never,  never  fin  ; 

There  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace. 
Drink  endlefs  pieafures  in. 


{j  Yes,  and  before  we  rife 
To  that  immortal  date, 
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The  thought  of  fuch  amazing  blifs 
Should  conitant  joys  create. 

*  Then  let  our  longs  abound 
And  every  tear  be  dry  ! 

We’re  marching  thro’  Emmanuel’s  ground, 
To  iairer  worlds  on  high. 

Watts. 


rpgmn  xlviii,  Common  Metre* 

Chriji  the  King  of  Saint;. 

COME,  ye  that  love  the  Saviour’s  name., 
And  joy  to  make  it  known  ; 

The  i'overeign  of  your  heart  proclaim. 

And  bow  before  his  throne. 

’  Behold  your  king,  your  Saviour,  crown’d 
With  glories  all  divine  ; 

And  tell  the  wondering  nations  round, 

How  bright  thefe  glories  fhine. 

\  'Infinite  power  and  boundlefs  love 
In  him  unite  their  rays  ; 

You  that  his  heav’nly  influence  prove, 

Can  you  forbear  his  praife  ? 

!■  When  in  his  earthly  Courts,  we  view, 

I  he  glories  of  our  King  • 

We  long  to  love  as  angels  do. 

And  wilh  like  them  to  ling* 

o- 
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^  An  cl  (hall  wc  long  and  wifh  in  vain  ? 

Lord,  teach  our  fongs  to  rife  ; 

Thy  love  can  animate  the  {train. 

And  bid  it  reach  the  (kies. 

€  O  happy  period  !  glorious  day  ! 

When  heaven  and  earth  {hall  raife* 

With  all  their  powers,  the  raptur’d  lay, 

To  celebrate  thy  praife. 

Mrs.  Steeli 


5>gmrt  XLIX,  Common  Metre + 

The  happy  End  of  the  QhHJHan  Courfe • 

J)  And  bear  my  fpirit  home  ; 

Why  do  my  minutes  move  fo  How  ? 
Nor  my  falvation  come  t 

2  With  heavenly  weapons  I  have  fought 

The  battles  of  the  Lord  ; 

Finifh’d  my  courfe,  and  kept  the  faith. 
And  wait  the  fare  reward. 

3  God  lias  laid  up  in.  heaven  for  me, 

A  crown  which  cannot  fade  ; 

The  righteous  judge,  at  that  great  day. 
Shall  place  it  on  my  head. 

£ 

4  Nor  hath  the  king  of  grace  decreed 

This-  prize  for  me  alone  \ 


* 
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But  all  who  hope  and  long  to  fee 
Th’  appearance  of  his  Son. 

;  Jefus,  the  Lord,  fhall  guard  me  fa fcj 
From  every  ill  defign  \ 

And  to  his  heavenly  kingdom  keep. 
This  feeble  foul  of  mine. 


God  is  my  everlailing  aid, 

My  portion  and  my  friend  , 
To  him  be  highelt  glory  paid, 

1  hrougli  ages  witAGut  end. 


Watts,  akeT  edv 


mmn  L.  Long  Metre 

Chrtji  the  Phyjlcian  of  the  Sou!* 

i_Ti  ar^  are  the  wounds  which  fin  has 

_  made. 

Where  fliall  the  firmer  find  a  cure  ? 

In  vain  alas,  is  Nature’s  aid, 
hhe  work  exceeds  her  utmoft  power. 

Sm,  like  a  raging  fever,  reigns 
With  fatal  flrength  in  every  part  • 

The  dire  contagion  fills  the  veins, 

And  fpreads  its  poifon  to  the  heart, 

t 

But  can  no  fovereign  balm  be  found  ? 

And  is  no  kind  phyfician  nigh  ? 

E  2, 
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....  Toeafe  the  pain,  and  heal  the  wound, 
-.Ere  life  and  hope  forever  fly  ? 


4  Ye|,  there’s  a  great  phyfician  near, 
Look  up  my  fainting  foul  and  live  l 
See,  in  his  heavenly  ffniles  appear, 
Such  help  as  nature  cannot  give  ! 


^  See,  in  the  Saviour’s  dying  blood, 
Life,  health  and  blifs  abundant  flow  ! 
’Tis  only  that  dear,  facred  flood, 

Can  eafe  thy  pain  and  heal  thy  woe. 


b  Sin  throws  in  vain  its  pointed  dart, 

'  For  here  a  fovereign  cure  is  found  *, 

\A  cordial  for  the  fainting  heart, 

A  balm  for  every  painful  wound. 

Mrs.  Steel, 


t)gmn  LI.  Long  Metre . 

The  Sight  of  Chriji  in  Heaven, 


v^FSCEND,  ye  holds  of  angels  bright, 

P  And  bear  us  on  your  guardian  wing’ 


Through  regions  of  celeftial  light, 
Above  the  reach  of  earthly  things. 


1  Beyond  this  curtain  of  the  fk 


7> 


* 

Up  where  eternal  ages  roll  ! 
Where  folia  pleafures  never  die, 
And  fruits  immortal  feaft  the  foul. 


H  Y  M  N  S. 
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2  O  for  a  beatific  fight 

Of  our  Almighty  Father’s  throne  ! 

There  fits  our  faviour,  crown’d  with  lights 
Cloth’d  with  a  body  like  our  own. 

4  Adoring  faints  around  him  (land, 

And  heavenly  powers  befoye  him  fall  3 
The  God  fhines  gracious  thro’  the  marr. 
And  fiieds  bright  glories  on  them  all. 

j  What  joys  urtfpeakable  they  feel  ! 

Whillt  to  their  golden  harps  they  fmg  3 
And  echo  from  each  heav’nly  hill. 

The  glorious  triumph  of  their  king, 

>  O  may  the  happy  day  draw  nigh. 

When  we  {hall  rife  to  realms  above  3 
To  join  the  mufic  of  the  iky. 

And  celebrate  redeeming  love. 

Watts,  altered. 


mitt  LIL  Common  Metre , 


Ardent  Love  to  Chnju 

j O-  not  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord  ? 
Behold  my  heart  and  fee  ; 

And  turn  each  worthlefs  idol  out^ 
ri  hat  dares  to  rival  thee. 

;  Is  not  thy  name  melodious  {til 
1 0  my  enraptur’d  ear  ? 


1 
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Doth  not  my  pulfe  with  pleafure  beat 
My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear  ? 

3  Haft  thou  a  lamb  in  all  thy  flock 

I  would,  difdain  to  feed  ? 

Haft  thou  a  foe,  before  whofe  face 

I  fear  thy  caule  to  plead  ? 

* 

4  Would  not  my  ardent  fpirit  vie. 

With  angels  round  thy  throne. 

To  execute  thy  facred  will, 

And  make  thy  glory  known  ? 

5  Would  not  my  heart  pour  out  its  blood, 

In  honour  of  thy  name  ? 

And  challenge  the  cold  hand  of  death. 

To  damp  th’  immortal  flame  ! 

6  Thou  know'll:  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lor  d  ; 

But  how  I  long  to  foar, 

Above  the  fphere  of  mortal  joys, 

And  learn  to  love  thee  more 

Loddridg 


lp{/!Tin  LIIL  Long  Metre . 

Chrijlian  Privileges  and  Obligations ® 

l  X"\OST  thou  my  worthlefs  name  record, 
Free  of  thy  holy  city.  Lord  ? 

Am  I,  a  finner,  call’d  to  fhare 
The  precious  privileges  there  r 


"  -v ^  •  c 


Art  thou,  my  king,  my  father  ftyfd  ? 
And  I,  thy  fervant  and  thy  child  ? 
Whiiit  many  of  the  human  race 
Are  aliens  from  thy  Zion's  grace  ? 


Lo  wretched  millions  draw  their  breath 
In  lands  of  ignorance  and  death  ! 

But  I  enjoy  my  fhare  of  time. 

Within  thy  gofpeTs  favour'd  clime* 


Shall  I  receive  this  grace  in  vain  ? 

Shall  I  my  great  vocation  ftain  ? 

Away,  ye  works  in  darknefs  wrought  ! 
Away,  each  fenfual,  wanton  thought  1 


My  foul  I  charge  thee  to  excell, 

In  thinking  right  and  afling  well ; 
Deep  let  thy  iearching  powers  engage 
Unbias’d  in  the  facred  page. 


Heighten  the  force  of  good  defire. 
To  deeds  of  firming  worth  afpire  ; 
More  firm  in  fortitude,  defpifi 
The  world’s  ledacing  vanities. 


Strong  and  more  flrong,  thy  paffions  rale. 
Advancing  {till  in  virtue's  fchool ; 
Contending  dill,  with  noble  flrife, 

To  imitate  thy  Saviour’s  life. 


Scott. 
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fpgmn  liv.  Common  Metre , 

The  only  thing  and  true  GOD* 

j 

*  YP  TERNAL  God,  Almighty  caufe 
JL  j  Of  earth  and  Tea  and  worlds  unknowi 
Ail  things  are  (ubjedl  to  thy  laws. 

All  things  depend  on  thee  alone. 

2  Thy  glorious  being  fingly  (lands. 

Of  all  within  itfelf  poded ; 

ControPd  by  none  are  thy  commands  j, 
Thou  from  thyfelf  alone  art  bled. 

3  To  thee  alone  ourfelves  we  owe. 

To  thee  alone  our  homage  pay  3 
All  other  Gods  we  difavow, 

Deny  their  claims,  renounce  their  fway, 

4  In  thee,  O  Lord,  our  hope  (hall  red. 
Fountain  of  peace  and  joy  and  love  1 
Thy  favour  only  makes  us  bled. 

Without  thee,  all  would  nothing  prove. 

5  Worfhip  to  thee  alone  belongs, 

Worfhip  to  thee  alone  we  give  ; 

Thine  be  cur  hearts  and  thine  our  fongs, 
And  to  thy  glory  we  would  live. 

6  Spread  thy  great  name  thro’  heathen  lands. 
Their  idol  deities  dethrone  ; 

Subdue  the  world  to  thy  command. 

And  reign,  as  thou  art,  God  alone, 

Browiti 
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Tpginn  LV.  Common  Metre. 

The  Conflations  of  Age, 

ETERNAL  God,  enthron’d  on  high, 
t  Whom  angel  hods  adore  5 
Who  yet  to  fuppliant  dud  art  nigh, 

Thy  pre fence  I  implore. 

i  O  guide  me  down  the  deep  of  age, 

And  keep  my  paflions  cool  ; 

Teach  me  to  fcan  the  facred  page* 

And  pradtife  every  rule. 

3  My  flying  years,  time  urges  on, 

My  ftrength  mud  foon  decay  ; 

My  friends,  my  youth’s  companions  gone* 
Can  I  expedt  to  day  ? 

%  Can  I  exemption  plead,  when  death 
Projects  his  awful  dart  ? 

Can  med’cines  then  prolong  my  breath, 

Or  cordials  fhield  my  heart  ? 

5  thou  cand  cheer  my  mortal  hour, 

On  thee  my  hope  depends  ; 

Support  me  By  almighty  power, 

While  dud  to  dolt  defcends. 

£  Then  let  my  foul,  O  gracious  God* 
Afcend  to  realms  of  day  ; 

And  in  that  facred  bled  abode, 
lt$  endlefs  anthems  pay. 


7  Throughout  the  heaver/s  remotefl  bound 
Thy  matchlcfs  Jove  proclaim  ; 

A?id  join  the  choir  of  faints  that  found 
Their  great  Redeemer’s  name. 

£.  William s*s Ccllcfiic 


IpTKlTS  LvL  Long  Metre , 

Freferving  Gccdnefu 

ETERNAL  Gcd,  Iblefs  thy  name, 

The  fame  thy  power,  thy  grace  tl 
fame ; 

The  tokens  of  thy  friendly  care 
Open  and  cloie  and  crown  the  year, 

2  Supported  by  thy  guardian  hand, 

Amidft  ten  thoufand  deaths  I  hand  ; 

And  fee,  when  I  furvey  thy  ways, 

Ten  thoufand  monuments  of  praife* 

3  Thus  far  thy  arm  has  led  me  on, 

Thus  far  I  make  thy  mercy  known  ; 

And  whil/l  I  tread  this  defart  land, 

New  mercies  (hall  new  longs  demand* 

4  My  grateful  voice  on  Jordan’s  /Lore 
Shall  raife  one  facred  pillar  more  ; 

Then  bear,  in  thv  bright  courts  above, 
Infcriptions  of  immortal  love. 


T  Grav. 
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£)prnn  LVII.  Common  Metre , 


Joy  and  Gratitude. 


17*  TERNAL  love  !  how  large  the  fum, 
JT  j  Of  bleffmgs  from  thy  hand  ! 
Tobamfh  iorrow  and  be  bled 
Is  thy  iupreme  command. 


Joy  is  our  duty,  glory,  health, 

The  funfhine  of  the  foul  \ 

The  heft  return  that  we  can  make 
To  him  who  plans  the  whole. 


Whatever,  Lord,  of  earthly  blifs 
Thy  fovereign  will  denies, 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rife. 


Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 
From  every  murmur  free  *, 

The  blellings  of  thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 


Let  the  bleft  hope  that  thou  art  mine 

^  My  life  and  death  attend  \ 

Ihy  prefence  thro’  my  journey  fhine 

And  crown  my  journey*s  end. 

Rip pon’s  Colle£tto/i. 
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JpJJfllll  LVIII.  Long  Metre. 

'.A  ~ 

God  exalted  above  all  Pralfe. 

ETERNAL  power,  whofe  high  abode 
Becomes  the  grandeur  of  the  God, 
Extending  far  beyond  the  bounds 
Where  liars  revolve  inferior  rounds. 

2  The  lowed  dep  beneath  thy  feat 
Rifes  too  high  for  Gabriel's  feet 
In  vain  the  tall  arch-angel  tries 
lo  reach  its  height,  with  wondering  eyes. 

3  Thy  dazzling  glory  whilil  he  fmgs. 

He  hides  his  face  behind  his  wings, 

And  ranks  of  thrones  and  powers  around, 
Tall  prodrate  on  the  heav’nly  ground. 

4  Lord  what  {hall  earth  and  allies  do  ! 

We  would  adore  our  maker  too  \ 

From  lowed  dud  to  thee  we  cry. 

The  great,  the  holy  and  the  high. 

5  Earth  from  afar  hath  heard  thy  fame, 

And  men  have  learn’d  to  lifp  thy  name  ; 
But  the  full  glories  of  thy  mind 
Leave  all  our  foaring  thoughts  behind. 

6  God  is  in  heaven  and  men  below. 

Be  fhort  our  hymns,  our  words  be  few, 


A  facred  reverence  checks  our  Tongs* 

And  praife  is  fileat  on.  our  tongues. 

Watts. 


fppm  LIX.  Long  Metre . 

Divine  Goodnefs 

ETERNAL  fource  of  every  joy 

Well  may  thy  praife  our  lips  employ  9 
Whilft  in  thy  temple  we  appear, 

Thy  goodnefs  crowns  the  circling  year. 

Wide  as  the  earth  and  planets  roll, 

Thy  hand  fupports  and  cheers  the  whole  ; 
By  thee,  the  fun  is  taught  to  rife, 

And  darknefs  when  to  veil  the  ikies. 

The  flowery  fpring,  at  thy  command, 
Embalms  the  air  and  paints  the  land  , 

The  fummer  rays  with  vigour  fhine, 

Eo  raife  the  corn  and  cheer  the  vine. 

Seafons  and  months  and  weeks  and  days 
demand  fuccefiive  hymns  of  praife  \ 

Still  be  the  cheerful  homage  paid, 

With  morning  light  and  evening  fhade. 

O,  may  our  more  harmonious  tongues, 

En  worlds  unknown,  uurfue  the  fongs^ 


And  in  thofe  brighter  Courts  adore. 

Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more. 

Liverpool  Collection, 


fpgtnn  LX.  Long  Metre ♦ 

The  Influences  of  the  Divine  Spirit* 

i  17  TERN AL  Spirit,  we  confefs, 

And  fmg  the  wonders  of  thy  grace  ! 
Thy  power  conveys  the  bleiiings  down, 
From  God  the  Father  and  his  Son. 


2  Enlightened  by  thy  heavenly  ray,- 
Our  ihadeS  and  darknefs  turn  to  day  $ 
Thy  inward  teachings  make  us  know. 
Our  danger  and  our  refuge  too. 

3  Thy  gentle  influence  works  within, 

And  breaks  the  chains  of  reigning  fin  > 
Doth  our  imperious  luftmbdue, 

And  forms  our  wretched  hearts  anew. 

4  The  troubled  confcience  knows  thy  voice, 
It  makes  the  broken  heart  rejoice  ; 

Thy  words  allay  the  flormy  wind, 


"And  calm  the  furges  of  the  mind, 


WATT'S, 
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LXI.  Common  Metre*' 

Creating  Wifdonu 


Tj1  TERNAL  wifdom  !  thee  wepraile, 
Thee,  all  thy  creatures  fing  *, 

With  thy  great  name,  rocks,  hills  and  feas 
And  heaven’s  high  arches  ring,  * 

Thy  hand  I  how  wide  it  fpread  the  Iky  ! 
How  glorious  to  behold  ! 

Ting’d  with  a  blue  of  heavenly  dye, 

And  ftarr’d  with  fparkling  gold. 

There,  doft  thou  make  the  globes  of  light) 
Their  endlefs  circles  run  ; 

There,  the  pale-  planets  rule  the  night, 

And  day  obeys  the  fun. 

The  roaring  winds  hand  ready  there, 

Thy  order  s  to  obey  \ 

With  ipreading  wings,  they  fweep  the  air. 
To  make  thy  chariot  way; 

The  rolling  mountains  of  the  deep 
Obferve  thy  llrong  command  ; 

Thy  breath  can  raife  the  billows  deep 
Or  fink  them  to  the  fund,  1 

rhy  giories  blaze  all  nature  round, 

v  Jind  ftrike  our  feeble 

7?  n 
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Thro5  fkies  and  feas  and  folid  groundi 
With  terror  and  delight. 

7  Infinite  flrength  and  equal  (kill 

Shine  through  the  worlds  abroad  5. 

-  Our  fouls  with  vafi  amazement  fill. 

And  fpeak  the  builder  God. 

Watts* 


ippmn:  LXIL  Long  Metre. 

Chrijl  exalted  a  Prince  and  a:  Saviour. 

1  S  ^  X ALTED  P rince  of  life,  we  own 
IP  j  The- royal  honours  of  thy  throne  ; 

5 1  is  fix’d  by  God’s  almighty  hand, 

And  Seraphs  bow  at  thy  command. 

2  Exalted  Saviour,  we  eonfefs 

ihe  lov’reign  triumphs  of  thy  grace  ; 

Where  beams  of  gentle  radiance  fit ine, 

And  temper  majefty  divine. 

3  Wide  thy  refiftlefs  fceptre  fway, 

Till  all  thy  enemies  obey  ; 

Wide  may  thy  crofs  its  virtue  prove,,. 

And  conquer  millions  by  thy  love, 

4  Mighty  to  vanquish  and  forgive  ! 

Thine  Ifrael  fhall  repent  apd  live  j 
And  loud  proclaim  thy  healing  breath, 

Which  gives  th^i©  life,  who  wrought  thy  death. 

Doddridge. 
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LXIII.  Common  Metr 

Walking  by  Faith . 


FAITH  is  tile  brighteft  evidence 
Of  things  beyond  our  fight  ; 
It  pierces  through  the  veil  of  fenfe. 
And  dwells  in  heavenly  light. 


h  fets  time  paft  in  prefent  view. 
Brings  chlrant  proipects  home  * 
Of  things  a  thoufand  years  ago, 
Or  thoufand  years  to  come. 


0 

tu  <z>  . 
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3y  faith  we  know  the  world  was  made 
By  God’s  almighty  word  ; 

kVe  know  the  heavens  and  earth  fiial]  fade. 
And  be  again  rellcr’d. 

Abraham  obey'd  the  Lord's  command, 
i’  rom  his  own:  country  driven  ; 

>Y  hdth  he  fought  a  promis’d  land. 

But  found  his  reft  in  heaven. 

mis  thro’  life’s  pilgrimage  we  ftray, 

I  he  promife  in  our  eye  ; 

vfahhwe  walk  the  narrow  way,. 

•  hat  leads  to  icy  on  hio-li 

■J  ■*  o 

Altered  nom  "Watts, 
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TpglTUl  LXIV.  Long  Metre . 


Preparation  for  religious  Worjhip. 


FAR  from  my  thoughts* vain world3be  gon 
Let  my  religious  hours  alone  ; 


From  flefh  and  fenie  1  would  be  free. 
And  hold  communion*  Lord*  with  thee- 


2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire* 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  defire  ; 

To  fee  thy  grace,  to  tafte  thy  love* 
And  feel  thine  influence  from  above. 


3  When  I  can  fay  that  God  is  mine* 
Wt*en  I  can  fee  thy  glories  fnine  * 

1  tread  the  world  beneath  my  feet* 
And  all  that  men  call  rich  and  great. 


4  Send  comfort  down  from  thy  right  hand* 

To  cheer  me  in  this  barren  land  \ 

And  in  thy  temple,  let  me  know. 

The  joys  that  from  thy  prefence  flow. 

Altered  from  Watts, 


IPgnin  LXV.  Common  Metre, 

\ The  Succefs  of  the  GofpeL 


ATHER,  is  not  thy  promi/e  fare 
To  thy  exalted  Sen  i 
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That  through  die  nations  of  the  earth 
Thy  word  of  life  fhall  run  ! 

<c  Aik  and  receive  the  heathen  lands. 

For  thine  inheritance. 

And  to  the  world’s  remotefl  ends 
Thy  empire  fhall  advance.” 

Haft  thou  not  faid,  the  blindedjews. 

Shall  their  Redeemer  own  ? 

Whilil  Gentiles  to  his  Itandard  crowd, 

And  bow  before  his  throne  ? 

Are  not  all  kingdoms,  tribes  and  tongues, 
Beneath  the  arch  of  heaven* 

To  the  dominion  of  thy  fon, 

Without  exception  given  ? 

From  eaft  to  weft,  from  north  to  fouth 
Then  be  his  name  ador’d, 

Let  earth  with  all  its  millions  ihout 
Hofanna  to  the  Lord. 

Rip  pon's  Colletfioa, 
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lxvi.  Common  Metre • 

The  Lord's  Prayer . 

FATHER  of  all  !  eternal  mind  !; 

Thou  great  and  good  alone  ! 
i  hy  children  form’d  and  blefs’d  by  thee^ 
Approach  thy  {acred  throne. 


i 


2  Thy  name  in  hallow’d  drains  be  fung  ! 

We  j  oin  the  folemn  praife, 

To  thy  great  name,  with  heart  and  tongue 
Our  cheerful  homage  raife, 

3  Thy  righteous,  mild  and  equal  reign, 

Le^  every  being  own  ; 

And  in  our  minds,  thy  work  divine* 

Eredt  thy  gracious  throne. 

4  As  angels,  round  thy  feat  above. 

Thy  hie  ft  commands  fulfil  ; 

So  may  thy  creatures,  here  below, 

Perform  thv  heavenly  will. 

j  / 

5  On  thee,  we  day  by  day  depend, 

Our  daily  wants  fupply  ; 

And  feed  with  truth  and  virtue  pure. 

Our  fouls  which  never  die. 

6  Extend  thy  grace  to  every  fault, 

And  let  thv  love  forgive  ; 

Teach  us  divine  forgivenefs  too. 

Nor  let  refentment  live. 


y  Where  tempting  ftiares  befet  the  way, 
Permit  us  not  to  tread  j 
Avert  the  threatening  evil  near. 

From  our  unguarded  head 


Thy  facred  name  we  thus  adore. 

And  bow  before  thy  throne  ; 

For  kingdom,  power,  and  glory.  Lord* 
Belong  to  thee  alone.  ' 

Liverpool  Collection. 


IpJJtttn  LXVII.  Common  Metre* 

Tie  Unksrfal  Prayer. 

FATHER  of  all  !  whofe  cares  extend 
To  earth’s  remoteft  fhore  ; 

Ehro’  every  age  let  praife  afcend. 

And  every  clime  adore. 


ret  not  to  earth’s  contracted  fpan, 

I  hy  goodnefs  let  me  bound  ; 

>  think  thee,  Lord  alone  of  man. 
When  thoufand  worlds  are  round, 

thee,  whofe  prefence  fills  all  fpace. 
The  earth,  the  air,  the  Ikies  : 
ne  chorus  let  all  beings  raife, 

AH  Nature’s  incenfe  rife  ! 

3>  ' 

ather  of  all !  whofe  tender  care 
Does  every  want  fupply  ; 

°  thee  I  pour  the  fervent  prayer. 

And  raife  the  filial  eye.  *  Y 

hat  bleffings  thy  free  bounty  gives 
Let  me  not  call  away  ; 


4. 
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Who  gratefully  enjoys  and  lives 
Does  the  belt  homage  pay. 

6  Save  me  alike  from  foolilh  pride. 

Or  impious  diicontent  ; 

At  aught  thy  wifdom  has  deny’d, 

Or  aught  thy  goodnefs  lent. 

7  Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe, 

To  hide  the  faults  I  fee  *, 

That  mercy  I  to  others  (how, 

That  mercy  fhow  to  me. 

8  Let  not  this  weak  unknowing  hand, 

Prefume  thy  bolts  to  throw, 

And  deal  deftrutlion  round  the  land, 

On  each  I  judge  thy  foe. 

9  If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart, 

'  Still  in  the  right  to  flay  ; 

If  I  am  wrong,  O  teach  my  heart 
To  find  that  better  way. 

i  o  This  day,  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot 
But,  all  beneath  the  fun, 

Thou  know'll  if  bcft  bellow'd  or  not  ; 
Then  let  thy  wall  be  done. 

Altered  from  Pope. 
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Jpynin  LXVIII.  Common  Metre. 


Prudence . 


[ATHER  of  light !  conduct  my  feet, 

_  Thro  lifers  dark,  dangerous  road  $ 

Let  each  advancing  ftep  ftill  bring 
Me  nearer  to  my  God. 
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Let  heav’n  eyki  prudence  be  my  guide? 
And  when  I  go  affray ; 

Recall  my  feet  from  folly’s  path, 

To  wifdom’s  better  way. 

%  ,  *  r  •  l  *  v,  #  .  v  ,  ’  j 

Teach  me  in  every  various  fcene 
To  keep  my  end  in  fight  ± 

And  whilft  I  tread  life’s  mazy  track, 

Let  wifdom  guide  me  right. 

That  heavenly  wifdom  from  above 
Abundantly  impart  ; 

And  let  it  guard,  and  guide,  and  warm, 
And  penetrate  my  heart. 

'  '  .y  . 

Till  it  {ball  lead  me  to  thyfelf. 

Fountain  of  blifs  and  love  $ 

And  ail  my  darknefs  be  difpers’d, 

In  endlefs  light  above. 


Smart. 
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3pJ>Uin  LXIX.  Long  Metre. 

Praife  for  Rain  and  fruitful  Seafons. 

t  T^ATHER  of  light  !  we  fmg  thy  name, 
r  Who  made  the  Sun  to  rule  the  day  ; 
Wide  as  he  fprea'ds  his  golden  fiame3 
His  beams  thy  power  and  love  difplay. 

2  Fountain  of  good  !  from  thee,  proceed 

The  copious  (bowers  of  genial  rain  ; 
Which,  o’er  the  hill  and  thro’  the  mead, 
Revive  the  grafs  and  fwell  the  grain. 

3  Through  the  wide  world  thy  bounties  fpre; 

Yet  thoufands  of  our  guilty  race, 

Tho’  by  thy  daily  goodnefs  fed, 

Tranfgrefs  thy  law,  abufe  thy  grace. 

f  -  - 

4  Not  fo,  {hall  our  forgetful  hearts 

G’erlook  the  tokens  of  thy  care  ; 

But,  what  thy  liberal  hand  imparts, 
Receive  with  praife  and  afk  in  prayer. 

5  So  (hall  the  fun  more  grateful  fhine, 

And  fhowers  in  welcome  drops  ihall  fall 
When  all  our  hearts  and  lives  are  thine, 
And  thou,  our  God,  enjoy’d  in  all. 

4  Jefus  !  our  brighter  Sun,  arife, 

In  plenteous  fhowers,  thy  fpirit  fend, 


*1 
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Earth  then  fhall  grow  to  Paradife 
And  in  celeftial  Eden  end. 


DCEtfRiL'GE. 


LXX.  Long  Metre . 

■Tit  the  Ordination  cf  a  JMmiJier, 

FATHER  of  mercies  !  in  thy  home, 
Wepayour  homage  and  our  vows  $. 
\  hilit  with  a  grateful  heart  we  fhare, 
heie  pledges  of  cur  Saviour’s  care. 

he  Saviour,  when  to  Heaven  he  rofe> 

1  Splendid  triumph  o’er  his  foes  ; 
catter  d  his  gifts  on  men  below,, 
nd  wide  his  royal  bounties  flow. 

:ence  fprang  th’  ApoJUe's  honour’d  name, 
icred  beyond  heroic  fame  5 
ence  dictates  the  prophetic  fare, 

..d  hence  the  evangelic  page. 

lower  forms  to  blefs  our  eyes, 
yiort  fi cm  hence  and  ILeachers  rife; 
ho,  though  with  feebler  rays  thev  fhinc, 
11  mark  a  ^ng  extended  line. 

t!leir  varied  gi«s  derive, 
id  fed  by  him  their  graces  live ; 

h:.a  guarded  by  Iris  potent  hand, 

me...  the  rage  of  hell  they  hand. 


•  ;!a  Ml! 
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b  So  {ball  the  bright  fucceflion  run, 
Through  all  the  courfes  of  the  fun  ; 
Whilft  unborn  churches,  by  their  care. 
Shall  rife  and  flourifh  large  and  fair. 


1  Jefus,  our  Lord,  their  hearts  (hall  know, 

The  fpring  whence  all  thefe  bleffings  flow  ; 
Pallors  and  people  Ihout  his  praife, 

Through  the  long  round  cf  endlefs  days. 

Doddridge. 


|^mn  LXXL  Common  Metre . 

The  excellency  and  fufficiency  of  the  Scriptures . 


FATHER  of  mercies  !  in  thy  word 
What  endlefs  glory  fhines  ! 
Forever  be  thy  name  ador’d, 

For  thefe  celeflial  lines. 


7  Here,  may  the  wretched  Tons  of  want 
Exhauftlefs  riches  find  ; 

Treafures  beyond  what  earth  can  grant. 
And  laftin^  as  the  mind. 


>  Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows. 
And  yields  a  free  repafl  ; 

Sublimer  fruits  than  nature  knows 
Invite  the  longing  talle. 


i  Here,  the  Redeemer’ s  welcome  voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  around 
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And  life  and  everlafting  joys 
Attend  the  blifsful  found. 

O  may  thefc  heavenly  pages  be 
Our  ftudy  and  delight ; 

And  ftill  new  beauties  may  we  fee* 

And  ftill  increafmg  light. 

Divine  inftrucdor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  thou  forever  near  \ 

Teach  us  to  love  thy  facred  word,  . 

And  v  iew  our  Saviour  there. 

Mas.  Steele, 

. . .  ~  . .  .  _ _ t 

fppiRB  LXXIL „  Common  Metre, . 

Love  to  our  Neighbour* 

FATHER  of  mercies  !  fend  thy  grace,  . 

All  powerful  from  above, 
io  form,  in  our  obedient  fouls, 

The  image  of  thy  love. 

3  may  our  fympatftlfing.  br calls  . 

.  f  ^iat  generous  pleafure  know , \ 
kindly  to  fhare  another’s  joy-/ 

And  weep  for  others’  woe. 

^  hen  e  er  the  helplefs  fons  of  want  ■. 

In  low  diftrefs  are  laid  ; 

)oft  be  our  hearts,  their  pains  to  feel, 

And  fwift  our  hands  to  aid. 


4  So  Jefus  look’d  on  wretched  man, 

When  feated  in  the  fkies  ; 

Amidft  the  glories  of  that  world. 

He  felt  compaflion  rife. 

j  On  wings  of  love  the  Saviour  flew, 

To  raife  us  from  the  ground  ; 

And  fhed  his  rich  and  precious  blood, 

A  balm  for  every  wound. 

Doddridge. 


IpJlITtn  LXXIII.  Long  Metre « 

Humility* 

1  170LLY  Guilds  high  upon  the  fand  ; 

1  But  lowly  let  my  bafis  be  ; 

Firm  as  a  rock,  my  hope  lhall  Hand, 
Deep  founded  in  humility. 

2  Content,  when  threat’ning  ills  obtrude, 
Sweet,  meek  ey’d  patience  arm  my  foul  ; 
And  let  a  prudent  fortitude 

Teach  me  my  palfions  to  control. 

3  My  God,  I  long  to  know  thee  Hill,. 

To  love  and  fear  and  trull  thee  mofe  > 

To  live  fubmiflive  to  thy  will, 

And  whilll  I  feel  thy  grace,  adore. 


I  My  faith  and  love,  obedient  be, 


O  Saviour,  to  thy  juft  commands  ! 

My  ardent  foul  ftill  follows  thee, 
Andtrufts  her  intereft  in  thy  hands. 

’  Let  love  and  mercy  all  divine, 

Juftice  defcending  from  the  (kies, 
Kindnefs  and  truth  my  heart  incline 
Still  to  forgive  my  enemies. 

Thus  may  Ia&  the  chriftian  part, 

The  focial,  humane  and  divine  5 
Whilft  a  wife  zeal  infpires  my  heart, 
Then  fhall  I  know  that  heaven  is  mine. 


Smart, 


Jpgnin  LXXIV.  Common  Metre. 

Abraham’s  Blejfing  extended  to  the  Gentiles . 

ENTILES  by  nature  we  belong 

tu  *1 - j  ,  t> 


To  the  wild  olive  v/ood  ; 
Grace  took  us  from  the  barren  tree^ 
And  grafts  us  on  the  good. 

With  the  fame  bleftings,  grace  endo 
Ihe  Gentile  as  the  Jew  ! 
if  pure  and  holy  be  the  root, 

Such  are  the  branches  too. 


Then  let  the  children  of  the  faints 
Be  fandify’d  to  God ;  ’ 


miw 
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In  that  great  covenant,  confirm’d" 

By  water  and  by  blood. 

4  Thus  to  the  parents,  and  their  feed, 

Shall  thy  falvation  come  *, 

And  numerous  houfeholds  meet  at  laft 
In  one  eternal  home. 

Watts 

3j)  gift  IT  LXXV.  Long  Metre « 

The  Excellency  of  the  Cofpeu 

OD,  in  the  gofpel  of  his  Son, 

Makes  his  eternal  counfels  known  , 
And  finners  of  a  humble  frame 
May  tafte  his  grace  and  learn  his  name. 

2  Wifdom  its  dictates  here  imparts. 

To  form  our  minds,  to  cheer  our  hearts  \ 

Its  influence  makes  the  finner  live 
It  bids  the  drooping  faint  revive. 

£  Our  raging  paffion  it  controls, 

And  comfort  yields  to  contrite  fouls  , 

It  guides  us  all  our  journey  through, 

And  brings  a  better  world  to  view. 

4  May  this  bleft  volume  ever  lie, 

Clofe  to  my  heart  and  near  my  eye  ; 
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To  life’s  lad:  hour,  my  foul  employ, 

And  fit  me  fcr  the  heav’nly  joy. 

Beddome.. 


|t)gmH  LXXVI.  Common  Metre .. 

Sincerity  and  Hypocrify . 

GOD  is  afpirit,  juil  and  wife. 

He  fees  our  inmofl  mind  ; 

In  vain,  to  heav’n  we  raife  our  eyes. 

And  leave  our  hearts  behind. 

Nothing  but  truth  before  his  throne 
With  honor  can  appear  5 
The  painted  hypocrites  are  known. 
Through  the  difguife  they  wear. 


Their  lifted  hands  falute  the  {kies, 
Their  bended  knees  the  ground  ; 
But  God  abhors  the  facrifiee, 

Where  not  the  heart  is  found. 


Lord,  fearch  my  tho’ts,  and  try  my  ways, 
xAnd  make  my  foul  fincere  ; 

Then  fhall  I  (land  before  thy  face 
And  find  acceptance  there*. 


Watts. 
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LXXVIL  Long  Metre, 

Redeeming  Thite* 

1  GD  eternit7>  ^rom  ^iee 
%J”'  infant  time  its  being  draw, 
Minutes  and  days  and  months  and  years 
Revolve  by  thy  unvaried  law. 

2  Silent  and  flow*  they  glide  away, 

Steady  and  ftrong  the  current  flows  \ 

Till  loft  in  that  unmeafur’d  fea, 

From  which  its  being  iirft  arofe. 

3  The  thoughtlefs  fons  of  Adam’s  race 
Upon  the  rapid  ftream  are  borne  \ 

To  that  unfcen,  eternal  home, 

From  which  no  travellers  return. 


4  Yet  whilft  the  fhore,  on  either  fide 
Freients  a  gauay,  flattering  fhow  5 
We  gaze  in  fond  amazement  loft, 
I'Mor  think  to  what  a  world  we  go. 


5  Great  fource  of  wifdom,  teach  our  hearts^ 

F o  know  the  price  of  every  hour  9 
J  hat  time  may  bear  us  on  to  joys. 

Beyond  its  meafure  and  its  power. 

Reformed  Liturgy 


fppill  LXXVIII.  Long  Metre. 


Gratitude  for  all  Things, 


i  OD  of  my  life,  my  thanks  to  thee, 

VjT  ,S;lal1  liI;e  my  debts,  continual  be  : 
In  conltant  dream,  thy  bounty  flows, 

Nor  end,  nor  intermiffion  knows. 


2  From  thee,  my  comforts  all  arife, 

My  num’rous  wants  thy  hand  fupplies  ; 

Noi  can  I  need  or  wifli  for  more, 

Than  thou  canft  furnilh  from  thy  ft  ore 

,  If  veh at  i  aft,  my  God  denies. 

It  is  becaufe  he’s  good  arid  wife  ; 

And  what  for  evils  I  miftake, 

He  can  my  greateft  bleffings  make. 

Deep,  Lord,  upon  my  thankful  bread 
Let  all  thy  goodnefs  be  imprefs’d  ; 
iJilpole  me,  each  revolving  day. 

For  daily  gifts,  my  praife  to  pay. 

In praife I’ll  fpend  mylatcft  breath, 

I  hen  yield  it  to  the  call  of  death  ; 
n  hope  that  thou  my  flefli  wilt  raife 
10  cclebrate  thy  deathlefs  praife. 

Brown,  with  addition. 
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4>|>mn  LXXIX.  Long  Metre. 

Unceafwg  Tratfs, 

1  OD  of  my  life,  through  all  its  days, 

My  grateful  tongue  (hall  found  ti 
praile  ; 

The  fong  (hall  v/ake  with  dawning  light, 
And  warble  to  the  filent  night. 

2  YvThen  anxious  cares  would  break  my  reft. 
And  grief  would  tear  my  throbbing  bread  ; 
Thy  tuneful  praifes,  rais’d  on  high, 

Shall  check  the  murmur  and  the  figh. 

o  When  death  o’er  nature  Oiall  prevail. 

And  all  the  powers  of  language  fail  •, 
joy  through  my  feeble  eyes  (half  break, 

And  mean  thefe  thanks  I  cannot  fpeak. 

4  But  when  the  final  conflict’s  o’er. 

My  fpirit  chain’d  to  flefh  no  more  j 
With  what  glad  accents  (hall  I  rife 
To  join  the  mufic  of  the  Ikies  ! 

5  Soon  (hall  I  learn  tld  exalted  drains, 

Which  echo  through  the  heavenly  plains  , 
And  emulate  with  joy  unknown, 

The  glowing  feraphs  round  thy  throne. 

6  This  cheerful  tribute  will  I  give, 

Lons  as  a  deathlefs  foul  can  live  * 

O 
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A  work  fo  vaft,  a  theme  fo  high 
Demands  a  whole  eternity. 

.Doddridge. 


ipjmtn  LX XX.  Common  Metre. 

The  Myfieries  of  Providence* 

GOD  moves  in  a  myfterious  wav, 

His  counfels  to  perform  ; 

He  marks  his  footfteps  on  the  fea, 

And  rides  upon  the  dorm. 

Deep,  in  unfathomable  mines, 

Of  never  failing  ikill. 

He  treafures  up  his  bright  defigrrs. 

And  works  his  fovereign  will. 

Let  fearful  faints  frefh  courage  take  ; 

The  clouds  they  fo  much  dread. 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  fhall  break. 

In  blelhngs  on  their  head. 

fudge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  fenfe 
but  truft  him  for  his  grace  ; 
behind  a  rrowning  Providence, 

He  hides  a  fmiling  face. 

s 

lis  purpofes  will  ripen  fafL 
Unfolding  every  hour ; 

H 
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The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  tafte. 
But  fweet  will  be  the  flower. 


6  Blind  unbelief  is  fure  to  err, 
And  fcan  his  work  in  vain  *, 
God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 


ippmn  LXXXI.  Common  Metre . 


Divine  Providence ,  and  the  Folly  offelf  dependence. 


Cow: 


1  reigns  ;  events  in  order  flow, 

Man’s  indufcry  to  guide  ^ 

But  in  a  different  channel  go. 

To  humble  human  pride. 


2  The  fwift,  not  always  in  the  race. 
Shall  win  the  crowning  prize  ; 
Not  always  wealth  and  honor  grace 
The  labors  of  the  wife. 


3  Fond  mortals  do  themfelves  beguile, 
AVheh  on  themfelves  they  reir  ; 
Blind  is  their  wifdom,  vain  their  toil. 
By  thee,  O  Lord,  unblell. 


4  'Tis  ours,  the  furrows  to  prepare. 
And  fow  the  precious  grain  ; 


Tis  thine,  to  give  the  fun  and  air 
And  to  command  the  rain. 

Evil  and  good  before  thee  ftand. 

Their  miffion  to  perform  ; 
rhe  oun  fhines  bright  at  thy  command, 
Thy  hand  direds  the  ftorm. 


Ln  thy  ways,  we  humbly  own 
Thy  providential  power  ; 

Titrufting  to  thy  care  alone, 

The  lot  of  every  hour, 

Scott 


1TU1  LX XX II.  Long  Metre. 

Tie  Fear  of  Cod. 

GREaT  author  of  all  nature’s  frame  s 
H°iv  and  reverend  is  thy  name  ; 

*ou>  °ru  and  Lord  of  death, 

V  orlas  rife  and  vanifh  at  thy  breath. 

Nations  in  thine  allfeeing  eye 
me  lefs  than  nothing,  vanity  ^ 

^gainft  thee,  who  {hall  lift  his  hand  ? 
efore  thy  terrors,  who  can  ft  and  ? 

ut  bleft  are  they,  O  gracious  Lord, 

10  tear  toy  name  and  hear  thy  word  ! 
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With  fuch  thy  dwelling  is,  on  thofs. 
Thy  peace  its  joy  divine  beftows. 


4  Thy  wifdom  guides,  thy  power  defend? 
Their  life,  till  life  its  journey  ends  *, 
Death  fhai!  convey  them  to  thy  feat  ; 
Where  all  thy  faints  in  glory  meet. 


5  O  that  my  foul,  with  awful  fenfe. 
Of  thy  tranfeendent  excellence, 
May  clofe  the  day,  the  day  begin. 
Watchful  againft  each  darling  fin. 


6  Never,  O  never  from  my  heart, 
May  this  great  principle  depart 
But  acT  with  unabating  power. 
Within  me  to  my  latch  hour. 


Scott. 


ID^mn  LXXX1IL  Lsn*  Mam 


tjhe  divine  Oaodncfs  imitated* 


i 


RE  AT  author  of  th’  immortal  mind, 


For  nobleft  thoughts  and  views defjgTd 
Ma Ee  me  defirous  to  exprefs 
The  Imam  of  thy  hoiinefs. 


i  Whilft  1  thy  boundlefs  love  admire, 
Grant  me  to  catch  the  facred  fire  \ 


a, 
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Thus  fhail  my  heavenly  birth  be  known. 

And  as  thv  child,  thou  wilt  me  own. 

J  J 

Father*  I  fee  thy  fun  arife*. 

To  cheer  thy  friends  and  enemies  \ 

And  when  from  heaven  thy  rain  defcends* 
Thy  bounty  both  alike  befriends. 

Enlarge  my  foul  with  love  like  thine* 

My  moral  powers  by  grace  refine  \ 

So  fhail  I  feel  another’s  woe* 

And  freely  feed  a  hungry  foe. 

I  hope  for  pardon  through  thy  Son* 

For  all  the  crimes  which  I  have  done, ; 

Then*  may  the  grace  that  pardons  me* 
Conftrain  me  to  forgive  like  thee. 

Rippon’s  CoIIe&ioa.. 


■pPlTin  LXXXIV.  Hallelujah  Metre , 


The  Houje  of  Prayer. 


RE  AT  Father  of  mankind* 

\  T  vV e  blefs  that  wond’rous  "race,. 
Which  could  for  Gentiles  find* 
"Within  thy  courts  a  place. 

How  kind  the  care*. 

Our  God  difplays* 

For  us  to  raiie  . 


A  houfe  of 
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II  Y  M  N  S, 


2  Once  we  were  flrangers  here, 

O  J 

But  now  approach  the  throne 
.For  Jefus  brings  us  near, 

And  makes  our  caufe  his  own. 
Strangers  no  more, 

To  thee  we  come  ; 
And  find  our  home, 
And  reft  fecure. 


3  To  thee  our  fouls  we  join, 
And  love  thy  facred  name  \ 
No  more  our  own  but  thine* 
We  triumph  in  thy  claim. 
Our  father  King, 
Thy  covenant  grac; 


» 


Our  fouls  embrace. 


Thy  glories  fmg. 


4  Here  in  thy  houfe  we  feaft, 
On  dainties  all  divine  ; 

And  whilit  fuch  food  v/e  tafle^ 
With  joy  our  faces  fhine. 
Incenfe  (hall  rife. 

From  flames  of  love  ; 
And  God  approve 
The  facrifice. 


5  May  all  the  nations  throng, 
To  worfhlp  in  thy  houfe  > 
Wilt  thou  attend  the  fong 
And  hear  their  ardent  vows  ! 


•  s\ 
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Indulgent  Hill, 

Till  earth  confpire 
To  join  the  choir, 

On  Zion’s,  lull. 

Dodbridge, 


fJPtTin  LXXXV.  Common  Metre . 

/ 

Creation  and  Providence. 

REAT  firft  of  beings,  mighty  Lord*, 
yr  Of  all  this  wondrous  frame  ; 

Froduc’d  by  thy  creating  word, 

The  world  from  nothing  came. 

'  .r  '  9 

Thy  voice  fent  forth  the  high  command, 
’Twas  inflantly  obey’d  3 

And  through  thy  goodnefs  all  things  Hand,. 
"Vv  hieh  by  thy  power  were  made. 

Thy  glories  fhine  throughout  the  whole* 
Each  part  rehedls  thy  light  5 

By  thee,,  in  courfe,  the  planets  roll, 

And  day  fucceeds  the  night. 

By  thee,  the  fun  difpenfes  heat. 

And  beams  of  cheering  day  3 

The  did  ant  liars  in  order  fet. 

By  night,  thy  power  difplay. 


9*  H  YMNS. 

5  I>y  thee,  the  earth  its  produce  yields*. 

By  thee,  the  waters  flow  ^ 

And  various  plants  adorn  the  fields. 

And  trees  afpiring  grow. 

6  Infpir’d  with  praife,  our  minds  purfue 

This  wife  and  noble  end  \ 

And  all  we  think  and  all  we  do 
Shall  to  thy  honour  tend. 

Liverpool  Collection, 


LXXXVL  Long  Metre . 

Man  changeable  and  God  unchangeable . 

1  1  RE  AT  former  of  this  various  frame,, 
ftnp-  Our  fouls  adore  thine  awful  name  y 
W e  bow  with  rev’rence,  when  we  praife,, 
The  ancient  of  eternal  days. 

2  Beyond  the  reach  of  Angels’  fight. 

Thou  dwell’d  in  uncreated  light  ; 

It  fhines  with  undiminifh’d  ray, 

Whilfl:  funs  and  liars  fhall  pafs  away, 

3  Our  days  a  tranfient  period  run,. 

And  change  with  every  circling  Sun 
Ev’n  in  the  firmed  (late  we  bead, 

Thy  hand  can  crude  us  to  the  dud. 

But  let  all' nature  fall  around, 

Let  death  confign  us  to  die  ground 
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Let  the  lad  general  flame  arife, 
Confume  the  earth,  diffolve  the  fkies  ; 

Calm  as  the  fummer  evening,  we 
Shall  all  the  wreck  of  nature  fee  *, 
Whilfl  grace  fecures  us  an  abode, 
Unfhaken  as  the  throne  of  God. 

4 


Doddridge. 


OMnrt  LXXXVIL  Long  Metre. 


The  Suncf  Right eoufnefs. 

RE  AT  God,  amidil  the  darkfome  night 
r  Thy  glories  dart  upon  my  fight, 


Whilfl  rapt  in  wonder  I  behold, 
The  filver  moon  and  fears  of  gold. 


O’erwhelms  the  highefl  angel’s  fight. 
How  fhall  I  glance  my  eye  at  thee 
In  all  thy  vaft  immenfity  1 


Yet  may  I  be  allow’d  to  trace, 
Thediflant  fhadow  of  thy  face  $ 


34  H  Y  M  N  S. 

\ 

As  in  the  pale,  reflecting  moon. 

We  fee  the  image  of  the  Sun. 

5  In  every  work  thy  hands  have  made, 

Thy  power  and  \vifdoni  are  difplay’d  , 

But  O  what  glories,  all  divine, 

In  my  exalted  Saviour  fhine  ! 

6  May  I  enjoys  like  thofe  above, 

The  gentle  influence  of  his  love  ; 

Enable  me  my  courfe  to  run, 

With  the  fame  vigour  as  the  Sun. 

Stennet* 


S)ginn  LXXXVIIL  Common  Metre . 

The  Spreading  of  the  GofpeL 

*  EE  AT  God,  the  nations  of  the  earth. 

Are  by  creation  thine  ; 

And  in  thy  works  by  ail  beheld, 

Thy  power  and  glory  fhine. 

2  But  thy  companion  Lord,  has  fent 

Thy  gofpel  to  mankind  ; 

Unveiling  what  rich  {tores  of  grace, 

Are  treafur’d  in  thy  mind. 

3  Lord,  when  {hall  thefe  glad  tidings  fpread. 

The  fpacious  earth  around. 
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Till  every  tribe  and  every  foul 
Shall  hear  the  joyful  found  ? 

4  O  when  {hall  Africs  fable  fons 


Enjoy  the  heavenly  word ; 


And  long  in  flavery  held,  become 
The  freemen  of  the  Lord  ? 

5  When  {hall  the  favage  wandering  tribes.* 
A  dark  bewilder’d  race, 

Sit  down  at  our  Immanuel’s  feet. 


And  learn  his  laving  grace  ? 


6  Halle,  fovereign  mercy,  and  transform 

Their  cruelty  to  love  ; 

Soften  the  tyger  to  a  lamb. 

The  vulture  to  a  dove. 

7  Smile,  Lord,  on  each  lincere  attempt, 

To  fpread  the  Gofpel’s  rays  ; 

And  build  in  every  heathen  land, 

A  temple  to  thy  praife. 


Rippon’s  Collection 


LXXXIX.  Commm  Metre. 

Trufl  in  God. 

REAT  fource  of  boundlefs  power  and 


grace  ! 

Attend  my  mournful  cry. 


to 


In  the  dark  hour  of  deep  diftrefs, 

To  thee  alone  I  fly. 

2  ThOu  art  my  ftrength,  my  life,  my  ft  ay,. 
Aflift  my  feeble  truft  ; 

Drive  thefe  diftreffing  fears  away, 

And  raife  me  from  the  duft. 

Fain  would  I  call  thy  grace  to  mind, 

And  truft  thy  glorious  name, 

Jehovah  powerful,  wife  and  kind. 

Forever  is  the  fame. 

4  Thy  prefence,  Lord,  can  cheer  my  heart. 

When  earthly  comforts  die  ; 

Thy  voice  can  bid  my  pains  depart, 

And  raife  my  pleafures  high. 

5  Here  let  me  reft,  on  thee  depend, 

My  God,  my  hope,  my  all  ; 

Be  thou  my  everlafting  friend, 

And  I  fhall  never  fall. 

Smart. 


Jpgmn  XC.  Long  Alette. 

P  raife  for  Common  Mercies . 

GREAT  fource  of  life,  our  fouls  confefs 
The  various  riches  of  thy  grace  r> 
Crown’d  with  thy  mercies  we  rejoice. 

And  in  thy  praife  exalt  our  voice. 


hymn  s. 
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By  thee,  heaven  s  Aiming  arch  was  fpread. 
By  thee,  were  earth’s  foundations  hud  • 

All  the  delights  of  our  abode,  ’ 

Proclaim  the  wife,  the  powerful  God. 

Fhy  tender  hand  reftores  our  breath, 

Yhen  trembling  on  the  verge  of  death  i 
j-ently  it  wipes  away  our  tears 
tnd  lengthens  life  to  future  vears. 

'hefe  lives  are  facred  to  the  Lord. 

T  *ee  upheld,  by  thee  reftor’d 
md  whilft  our  hours  renew  their  race 
till  we  would  walk  before  thy  f?cc. 

o  when  our  fouls  by  thee  are  led, 
hro  unknown  regions  of  the  dead  ; 

’  ith  ]0y  triumphant  they  { hall  move, 
o  .eats  of  nobler  iife  above. 


rs 
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XCI.  Long  Metre . 

Religion  vain  without  Love. 

TAD  I  the  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jews, 
8  And  nobler  fpeeeh  than  angels  ufe  ; 
love  abfent,  I  am  found, 
tinkling  brafs  an  empty  found. 

/ 


I 


I 


9%  H  Y  M  N  §.  .  1 

2  Were  I  infpir’d  to  preach  and  telly 
All  that  is  done  in  heaven  and  hell ; 

Or  could  my  faith  the  world  remove 
Still  I  am  nothing,  without  love* 

3  Should  I  diftribute  all  my  ftore, 

To  feed  the  hungry,  clothe  the  peer 
Or  give  my  body  to  the  flame. 

To  gain  a  martyr's  glorious  name. 

;  If  love  to  God,  and  love  to  men 
Be  abfent,  all  my  hopes  are  vain  ; 

Nor  tongue e 5  nor  gifts,  nor  fiery  zeal 
The-  work  or  love  can  e’er  fulfil. 

Watts 


£)pmn  XC1I.  Common  Metre. 

^  4— » 


Xhe  Gsd  of  Katun. 

HAIL,  King  fupreme  !  all  wife  and  got 
To  thee  our  thoughts  we  raife  ^ 
AVhillt  nature’s  lovely  charms,  diiplay’u, 

'  Infpire  our  fouls  with  praiie. 

r  if ..  s  # 

t  At  morning,  noon  and  evening  mild. 

Thy  works,  engage  our  view  •, 

And  as  we  gaze,  our  hearts  exult. 

With  tranfports  ever  new. 

,  Tliy  "lory  beam*  in  every  Hat, 

'  Which  gilds  the  gloom  of  night ; 


\\ 
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And  decks  the  riling  face  of  morn, 

With  rays  of  cheering  light. 

Th’  afpirihg  hill,  the  verdant  lawn, 

With  thoufand  beauties  (I line  ; 

The  vocal  grove  and  cooling  fhadc 
Proclaim  thy  power  divine. 

From  tree  to  tree,  aconftant  hymn 
Employs  the  feather’d  throng  ; 

To  thee,  their  cheerful  notes  they  {we II, 
And  chant  their  grateful  four. 

O  o 

\ 

Great  nature’s  Gqd  1  Rill  may  thefe  fcenes 

Our  ferious  hours  engage  i 
c.-,.  ,  .  ^  5 
otni  may  our  wondering  eyes  peruie 

Thy  works  inftr.u£tive*page.. 
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fOYA'iin  XCIII.  Particular  Metre. 

> 

Praije  to  our  Redeemer. 

Y  T  AIL,  thou  once  defpifed  jefus  ! 

JL  Jl  *nou  didft  free  ialvation  bring  \ 
By  thv  death  thou  didft  relcafe  us  ° 
from  the  tyrant’s  deadly  Ring. 

Hail  thou  agonifing  Saviour, 

Bearer  of  our  fin  and  fhame  1 
By  thy  merits  we  iind  favour, 

Life  is  given  thro’  thy  name. 


I 


ico  HYMN  s. 

3  Pafchallauab,  by  God  appointed. 

All  our  fins  on  thee  were  laid  5 
Great  high  prieft  by  God  anointed. 

Thou  haft  full  atonement  made  l 

4  Contrite  finners  are  forgiven, 

Thro’  the  virtue  of  thy  blood  \ 

Open’d  is  the  gate  of  heaven, 

Peace  is  made  with  man  and  Gad. 

5  Jefus  hail  1  enthron’d  in  glory. 

There  forever  to  abide ; 

All  the  heavenly  hofts  adore  thee. 

Seated  at  thy  father’s  fide. 

’There  for  finners  thou  art  pleading, 

There  thou  doft  our  place  preparQ  5 
Ever  for  us  interceding, 

Till  in  heaven  we  appear. 

7  Glory,  honour,  power  and  bleffing, 

T  hou  art  worthy  to  receive  ; 

Loudeft  praifes,  without  ceafing. 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 

t  Help  ye  bright  angelic  fpirits. 

Lend  your  loudeft,  nobleft  lays  ; 

Join  to  ling  our  Saviour’s  merits, 

And  to  celebrate  his  praife. 

Riff  on’s  CQlIefti©8» 


* 


t)gmn  xciv. 


Common  Metre. 


Early  Religion. 

HAPPY  is  he,  whofe  early  years 
Receive  inftru&ion  well  * 
Who  hates  the  finner’s  path  and  feats 
The  road  that  leads  to  hell 

Our  youth,  devoted  to  the  Lord, 

Is  pleafing  in  his  eyes, 

A  flower  when  offer’d  in  the  bud 
Is  no  vain  facrifke. 

Tis  eafier  work,  if  we  begin, 

To  fear  the  Lord  betimes  ; 

While  finners,  who  grow  old  in  fm, 
Are  hard’ned  in  their  crime's. 


It  faves  us  from  a  thoufand  fears, 

To  mind  religion  young ; 

Witn  joy  it  crowns  fucceeding  year Sj 
And  lenders  virtue  flrcn°~. 

ro  thee,  Almighty  God,  to  thee. 

Our  hearts  we  now  refhrn 
Twill  pleafe  us  to  look  back  and  fee-. 
That  our  whole  lives  were  thine. 


^Mthy  T°rk’  r'f1  fPeak  thy  praifc- 

W  hiift  we  have  life  and  breath  • 

lx 


Watts* 


Thus  we're  prepar’d  for  longer  days. 
Or  fit  for  early  death. 


fpgnitt  XCV.  Long  Metre » 

The  Ghry  and  Defence  of  the  Church , 

i  ¥  ¥  APP  Y  the  Church  !  thou  facred  place 
1^1  The  feat  of  thy  Creator’s  grace  ! 

Thy  holy  courts  are  his  abode, 

Thou  earthly  palace  of  our  God. 

%  Thy  walls  are  ftrength,  and  at  thy  gates, 

A  guard  of  heavenly  angels  waits ; 

Nor  fhall  thy  deep  foundations  move. 

Built  on  the  counfels  of  his  love. 

3  Thy  foes  in  vain  defigns  engage, 

Againft  thy  walls  in  vain  they  rage  + 

Like  rifmg  waves,  with  anger  roar, 

That  dafh  and  die  upon  the  ihore. 

4  Then  let  our  fouls  in  Zion  dwell. 

Nor  fear  the  power  of  earth  or  hell ; 

Since  God  defends  this  happy  ground. 

Like  brazen  bulwarks  built  around. 

5  God  is  our  Sun,  God  is  our  (hield. 

Light  and  protection  he  will  yield 


And  we  beneath  the  genial  rays. 

Will  ling  his  love,  and  fpeak  his  praife. 

Watts.. 


XCVL  Long  Metre* 

Chrijkan  Moderation . 

HAPPY  the  man  whofe  cautious  fteps 
Still  keep  the  golden  mean  ; 

^hofe  life  by  wifdom’s  rules,  well  form’d. 
Declares  a  confcience  ‘clean. 

Slot  of  himfelf  he  highly  thinks. 

Nor  ads  the  boafterVpart ; 
dis  modeft  tongue  the  language  fpeafes 
Of  his  more  humble  heart. 

Jot  m  bafe  fcandai  s  arts  he  deals, 

For  truth  is  in  his  bread:  ; 

Yith  grief,  he  fees  his  neighbour’s  faults.. 
And  thinks  and  hopes  the  belt. 

Fhat  hlefiings  bounteous  heaven  be  flows. 
He  takes  with  thankful  heart  j 
fith  temperance  he  receives  his  food. 

And  gives  the  poor  a  part. 

o  led  and  party,  his  large  foul 

Difdains  to  be  confin’d  j 


104 


HYMNS. 
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The  good  he  loves,  of  every  name. 

And  prays  for  all  mankind. 

6  Pure  is  his  zeal,  the  offspring  fair 
Of  truth  and  peaceful  love  ; 

The  bigot’s  rage  can  never  dwell. 

Where  reds  the  heavenly  dove. 

Needham. 


l&PITin  XCVII.  Common  Metre . 

Love  to  God . 

1  X’T  APPY  the  mind  where  graces  reign, 
t  |  And  love  mfpires  the  bread  ! 

Love  is  the  brighted  of  the  train, 

And  drengthens  all  the  red. 

2  Knowledge,  alas-  !  ’tis  all  in  vain. 

And  ail  in  vain  our  fear  ; 

Our  dubhom  fins  will  fight  and  reign, 

If  love  be  abfent  there. 

3  Tis  love  that  makes  our  cheerful  feet 

In  fwift  obedience  move  ; 

AffLidlicn’s  bitter  cup  is  fweet, 

When  mix’d  with  heavenly  love^ 

4  Soon  as  we  drop  this  mortal  clay.,. 

And  leave  this  dark  rtbode  1 
On  wings  of  love  we’ll  foar  away, 

To  fee  our  Father  God, 


This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  lings. 

When  faith  and  hope  lhall  ceafe  ; 

’Th  this  lhall  ft  r ike  our  joyful  firings. 

In  realms  of  endlefs  peace. 

Watts',  varied., 


XCVIIL  Common  Metre * 

The  Bleffednefs  of  departed  Saints. 

HARiv  !  from  on  high  a  folemn  voice. 
Let  all  attentive  hear  ! 
i.  >/ill  maKe  each  pious  heart  rejoice. 

And  vanquifr  every  fear. 

((  Thrice  frefTed  are  the  pious  dead, 

^  Who  in  the  Lord  frail  die  5 
Their  weary  Belli  as  on  a  bed 
Safe  in  the  grave  frail  lie. 

“  yhe,ir  holy  fouls  at  length  releas’d 
t  0  heaven  fhall  take  their  flight  * 

There  to  enjoy  eternal  reft,  S  ’ 

And  infinite  delight. 

‘  TAheY  drop  each  load  as  they  afcend. 

And  quit  this  world  of  woe  ; 

1  ■  ^  lives  frail  end, 

neir  reft,  no  period  know. 

;  Their  conflifts  with  their  bufy  foes 
For  evermore  fhall  ceafe  •, 
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None  (hall  their  happinefs  oppofe. 
Nor  interrupt  their  peace. 


4  c<  But  bright  rewards  (hall  recompenfe 
Their  faithful  fervice  here  ; 

And  perfect  love  {hall  banifh  thence, 
Each  gloomy  doubt  and  fear.” 

Liverpool  Colledlon; 


ipgJTttt  XCIX.  Comnon  Metre.. 


A  Funeral  Thought. 


ARK  !  from  the  tombs,  a  mournful 

found, 

My  ears,  attend  the  cry  : 

«.  Ye  living  men,  come  view  the  ground, 

Where  vou  mud  fhortly  lie.” 

«  * 


2  «  Princes,  this  clay  mud  be  your  bed, 
In  fpite  of  all  your  towers  *, 

The  tall,  the  wife,  the  reverend  head 
Muft  lie  as  low  as  ours.” 


3  Great  God  !  is  this  our  certain  doom  i 
And  are  we  dill  fecure  ? 

Still  walking  downward  to  the  tomb, 
And  yet  prepare  no  more  ? 


4  Grant  us  the  power  of  quickning  grace 
To  fit  our  fouls  to  fly  * 


\  'A 


H  Y  M  N  S,  > 
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Then  when  we  drop  this  dying  fled:, 

W e’ll  rife  above  the  iky.” 

Watts. 


C.  Short  Metre . 

The  Voice  of  W if  dam. 

t  IT  ARK  !  it  is  Wifdom’s  voice, 

I  I  That  fpreads  itfelf  around  , 

Come  hither,  all  ye  foils  of  earth. 

And  liilen  to  the  found. 

2  What,  though  (he  fpeaks  rebukes. 
That  pierce  the  foul  with  fmart  ? 

Yet  love  through  all  her  chaft’nings  runs 
13 y  pain  to  mend  the  heart. 

3  “  Yc  who  have  wander’d  long. 

In  fin’s  deftruclive  ways  ; 

Return,  return,  at  my  reproof. 

And  feize  the  offer’d  grace. 

4  “  I  know  your  fouls  are  weak. 

And  all  your  efforts  vain  ; 

To  ov  ercome  your  mighty  foes. 

And  break  their  iron  chain. 

5  <f  But,  I  will  freely  fend 
My  ipirit,  from  above. 

To  arm  you  with  fuperior  flrength^ 

And  melt  your  hearts  to  love. 


CO 
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6  “  Come,  whilfl  my  offers  faff, 

Ye  finners,  and  be  wife  ; 

He  lives  who  hears  this  triendly  call. 

But  he  that  flights  it  dies.” 

Doddridg-l. 


J£)gmn  ci.  Common  Metre * 

The  Saviour’s  Commijfiori. 

HARK,  the  glad  found  !  The  Saviour 
comes ! 

The  Saviour  promis’d  long, 


Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 
And  every  voice  a  fong. 


2  On  him,  the  fpirit,  largely  pour’d. 
Exerts  his  facred  fire  ; 

Wifdom,  and  power,  and  zeal  and  Love 
His  holy  bread;  infpire. 


He  comes,  from  thicked:  films  of  vice, 
To  clear  the  mental  fight  ; 

And  on  the  eye  balls  of  the  blind. 

To  pour  celeftial  light. 


4  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  heal. 
The  bleeding  foul  to  cure  \ 

And  with  the  treafures  of  his  grace, 
T’enrich  the  humble  poor. 


He  comes*  the  prifoners  to  releafe, 

In  fatan’s  bondage  held  ; 

The  gates  of  brafs  before  him  burft. 

The  iron  fetters  yield. 

His  filver  trumpet  loud  proclaims 
The  Lord’s  accepted  year  ; 

Our  debts  are  all  remitted  now, 

Our  heritage  is  clear. 

Our  glad  Hofannas,  Prince  of  Peace* 
Thy  welcome  fhall  proclaim  ; 

And  Heaven’s  eternal  arches  rin^, 

•  o 3 

With  thy  beloved  name. 

Doddribg 


ipgmn  CII.  Common  Metre. 

The  Chrijlian  Warrior  animated . 


ARK  !  ’tis  our  heavenly  leader 

_ From  the  bright  realms  above  ! 

Amidfl  the  war’s  tumultuous  rage* 

A  voice  of  power  and  love. 


“  Maintain  the  fight,  my  faithful  band*, 
Nor  fear  the  mortal  blow  ; 

Fie  that  in  fuch  a  warfare  dies, 

Shall  fpeedy  viflory  know 


3  4i  I  have  rri y  days  of  combat  known, 

And  in  the  duft  was  laid  ; 
i>ut  now  I  (it,  upon  my  throne 
And  glory  crowns  my  head. 

4  “  This  throne,  this  glory  fhall  be  yours, 

My  hands  the  crown  fhall  give  \ 

And  you  the  bleft  reward  fhall  {hare, 

Whilft  God  himfeif  fhall  live.5’ 

5  Lord  his  enough,  our  fouls  are  fir’d. 

With  courage  and  with  love ; 

Vain  are  th’  aflaults  of  earth  and  hell. 

Our  hopes  are  fix’d  above. 

6  We’ll  trace  the  footfleps  thou  haft  trod. 

To  triumph  and  renown  \ 

Nor  fhun  thy  combat  and  thy  crofs, 

May  we  but  wear  thy  crown. 

/  Altered  from  Doddridge* 


il)P!Ttn  CHI.  Common  Metre . 

Walking  in  Darknefs  and  Trufting  in  Gcd> 

HEAR,  gracious  God,  my  humble  moan 

_ To  thee  I  breathe  my  fighs  ; 

When  will  the  tedious  night  be  gone, 

And  when  the  dawn,  arife  ? 

2  My  God  !  O  could  I  make  the  claim, 

My  father  and  my  friend  ! 
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And  call  thee  mine,  by  every  name.. 

On  which  thy  faints,  depend  1 

By  every  name  of  power  and  love, 

I  would  thy  grace  intreat  $ 

Nor  fhould  my  humble  hope  remove. 

Nor  leave  thy  facred  feat. 

Yet  though  my  foul  in  darknefs  mourns* 

Thy  word  is  all  my  Bay  ; 

Here  will  I  reft  till  light  returns, 

Thy  prefence  makes  my  day. 

Speak,  Lord,  and  bid  celeftial  peace 
Relieve  my  aching  heart  $ 

Thy  love  can  make  my  forrow  ceafe. 

And  all  the  gloom  depart. 

Then  fhall  my  drooping  fpirit  rife. 

And  blefs  thy  healing  rays  ;  • 

And  change  thefe  deep  complaining  fighs, 

To  fongs  of  facred  praife. 

,  Mrs.  Steels. 

©gmn  civ.  Common  Metre . 

The  Angels 9  Song  at  the  Birth  of  Chrijh 

HIGH  let  us  fwell  our  tuneful  notes. 

And  join  th?  angelic  fong  \ 
tor  luch  a  theme  does  lefs  to  them. 

Than  to  the  faints  belong. 


1  J2 


hymn  s. 


2  Good  will  is  fhown  to  ftnful  men. 

And  peace  on  earth  is  given  ; 

Por  Io  !  the  promis’d  Saviour  conies. 

With  meftages  from  heaven. 

3  .Mercy  and  truth,  in  fweet  accord. 

His  riling  beams  adorn  ; 

Juftice  and  peace  in  concert  join. 

Now  fuch  a  child  is  born. 

4  Glory  to  God  !  in  higheft  drains, 

In  higheft  worlds  be  paid  ; 

His  glory  by  our  lips  proclaim’d, 

And  by  our  lives  difplay’d. 

5  When  fhall  we  reach  thofe  happy  realms, 

Where  Chrift  exalted  reigns. ! 

And  learn  of  the  celeftial  choir, 

Their  own  immortal  drains, 

Doddridge, 


CV. 


Commo7i  Metre . 


Tie  Refur  reel  ion  and  Afcenjlon  of  Chrift. 


j  if  OS  ANNA  !  to  the  prince  of  lit 
Jt  JL  Who  cloth’d  liimfelf  in  clay  ; 
Enter'd  the  gloomy  (hades  of  death. 
And  rofe  to  endlefs  day, 


p 


Death  is  no  more  the  King  of  dread^ 

Since  our  Immanuel  rofe  5 
He  took  the  monfler’s  fling  away 
And  crufh’d  our  hellifh  foes. 

See  how  the  conqueror  mounts  aloft,. 

And  to  his  father  flies  ! 

With  fears  of  honour  in  his  flefh. 

And  triumph  in  his  eyes. 

There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns, 

A  prieft  upon  his  throne  $ 

And  to  fupply  his  place  on  earth. 

He  fent  his  fpirit  down. 

Raife  your  devotion,  mortal  tongues,. 

To  reach  that  bleil  abode  ; 

Let  heaven  and  earth  with  praife  refound, 
To  the  immortal  God. 

Altered  from  Watts, 


Jpjnnn  cvl  Common  Metre • 

Prefervation  at  Sea  and  in  foreign  Countries . 

HOW  are  thy  fervants  bleft,  O  Lord, 
How  fure  is  their  defence  ! 

Eternal  wifdom  is  our  guide, 

Our  help  omnipotence* 

K  2. 
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2  In  foreign  realms  and  lands  remote. 
Supported  by  thy  care 
Fine7  burning  clinics  we  pafs  unhurt, 
And  breathe  infedted  air. 


3  Thy  mercy  fweetens  every  foil. 
Makes  every  region  pleafe  5 
The  hoary  frozen  hills  it  warms, 
And  fmooths  the  boilberous  feas. 


4  Think,  O  my  foul,  devoutly  think 
How  with  affrighted  eyes, 

Thou  fawfft  the  wide  extended  deep, 

T„  ... 71  7 _ «r  1 


In  all  its  horrors  rife. 


5  Confufion  dwelt  in  every  face. 

And  fear  in  every  heart  : 

When  waves  on  waves,  and  gulphs  in  gulphs, 

_ _ _ _  a.\ _ _ ^  “  Ox 


O’ercame  tire  pilots  art. 


6  Yet  then,  from  all  my  griefs,  O  Lord, 
Thy  mercy  fet  me  free  ; 

Whil It  in  the  confidence  of  prayer, 
My  hope  repos'd  on  the* 


o 
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7  The  ftorm  was  laid,  the  winds  retir’d. 
Obedient  to  thy  will  ; 

The  fea  that  roar’d  at  thy  command, 
At  thy  command  was  Hill. 


8  In  midft  of  dangers  and  of  death: 
Thy  geednefs  Fll  adore  5 


Y  A  v 


I'll  praile  thee  for  thy  mercies  pad, 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

(fuppofedj  Addison. 


©1)111  H  CVIL  Short  Metre* 
w  *- 

Blefflngs  bf  the  Gofpcl. 

1  T  T  OW  beauteous  are  their  feet, 

|  |  Who  hand  on  Zion’s  hill  ; 

Who  bring  falvation  on  their  tongues^, 
And  words  of  peace  reveal  i 

2  How  charming  is  their  voice  i 
How  glad  the  tidings  are  1 

Zion  behold  thy  Saviour  king, 

He  reigns  and  triumphs  here  ! 

3  How  happy  are  our  ears, 

That  hear  this  joyful  fcundy 

Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for; 
And  fought,  but  never  found  $ 

!}.  Howbleffed  are  our  eyes. 

That  fee  this  heavenly  light  ! 

Prophets  and  kings  defir’d  it  long,. 

But  died  without  the  fight  ! 

;  The  watchmen  join  their  voieeP 
And  tuneful  notes  ejinploy  ; 

Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  fongs, 

And  defarts  learn  the  joy. 


» 
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6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm, 
Through  all  tne  earth  abroad  5 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God, 


Watts, 


1 


Ip J) ITt It  CVIIL  Short  Metre * 

Fatherly  Difcipline  received  with  Meeknefs ^ 

OW  gracious  and  how  wife, 

_ .Is  our  chaftifing  God  I 

How  rich  the  bloffoms  and  the  fruit, 

Of  his  correding  rod  ! 


2  He  takes  it  in  his  hand, 

With  pity  in  his  heart ; 

That  every  ftroke  his  children  feel 
May  grace  and  peace  impart. 


n 
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Inftrufted  thus,  we  bow, 

And  own  thy  fovereign  fway  ; 
We  turn  our  erring  footfteps  back. 
To  thy  forfaken  way. 


4  Thy  promis’d  love  we  feeks 
And  ftrengthen  all  the  bands. 
Which  clofer  fiill  engage  our  hearts, 
To  honour  thy  commands. 


I 
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Our  Father,  we  confent, 

To  difcipline  divine  ; 

And  biefs  the  pains,  which  make  our  fouls 
Still  more  completely  thine. 

Doddridge. 


fyymn  CIX.  Common  Metre . 

The  Song  oj  Rlofes  and  the  Lamb, 

1  LI  great  thY  works  !  Almighty  God, 
j  I  "Who  fhall  not  fear  thy  name  ! 

How  juft  and  true  are  all  thy  ways, 

Thou  Son  of  God,  the  Lamb  ! 

>  More  haft  thou  done,  than  Mofes  did, 

Our  prophet,  prieft  and  king  5 
From  fm  thou  haft  redeem’d  our  fouls. 

And  from  death’s  poifonous  fling. 

|  In  the  red  fea,  by  Mefes3  hand, 

Th’  Egyptian  hoft  was  drown’d  5 
But,  in  thy  blood,  our  fouls  are  cleansed. 

And  guilt  no  more  is  found. 

l  When  thro’  the  defart  Ifrael  went, 

With  manna  they  were  fed  ; 

But  thou  haft  given  thy  flefh  to  eat. 

And  call’d  it  living  bread. 

Mofes  beheld  the  promis’d  land, 

I  et  never  reach’d  the  place  *5 


v 
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Bl^th?u  bring  thy  followers  home* 

1  o  fee  thy  father's  face. 

« 

6  Thy  lofty  praife,  O  king  of  faints. 

Shall  every  nation  fmg  ; 

To  thee  fhall  Jew  and  Gentile  race, 
i  heir  humble  offerings  bring. 

7  No  parting  wall  fhall  intervene  ; 

^But,  with  united  foul, 

Bneir  voice  in  all  join  in  fongs  of  praife, 
Whilft  endlefs  ages  roll  ‘ 

Altered  from  Watts. 


JpPB'in  CX.  Common  Metre . 

The  Safety  of  the  Church . 

1  O  honorable  is  the  place 
rl~  ’  I  Where  we  adoring  hand  ! 

Zion,  the  glory  of  the  earth. 

And  beauty  of  the  land  1 

2  Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 

The  city  where  we  dwell  ; 

The  walls,  of  ftrong  falvation  made,. 
Defy  th’  affaults  of  hell. 

3  Lift  up  the  everlafting  gates, 

The  doors  wide  open  fling  ; 

Enter,  ye  nations  who  obey, 

The  ftatutes  of  our  king.. 
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4  Here  fhall  you  tafle  unmingled  joys’, 

And  live  in  perfedl  peace  ; 

You,  who  have  known  Jehovah's  name. 
And  tailed  of  his  grace. 

?  Trull  in  the  Lord,  forever  trull, 

And  banilh  all  your  fears  j 
Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells, 
Eternal  as  his  years. 

Watts'. 


JpgJTin  CXL  Common  Metre . 

The  Blejfings  of  Abraham . 

IT 0W large  the  promife,  how  divine 
"jL  To  Abrah’m  and  his  feed  ! 
u  I'll  be  a  God  to  thee,  and  thine. 
Supplying  all  their' need.” 

The  words  of  thy  extenfive  love 
From  age  to  age  endure  ; 

The  angel  of  the  cov’nant  proves 
And  feals  the  blelfmg  fure. 

« 

Jefus  the  ancient  faith  confirms, 

To  our  great  fathers  given  ; 

He  takes  young  children  in  his  arms, 

Afld  calis  tiiem  heirs  ot  heaven. 

Oiir  God  !  how  faithful  are  his  ways  1 
His  love  endures  the  fame  ; 


Nor  from  the  promife  of  his  grace 
Blots  out  the  children’s  name. 

Watt's 


ty$tnn  CXIL  Common  Metre . 

The  Refur rettion , 

?  TjOWlong  fhall  death  the  tyrant  reign,, 
f  ~  1  And  triumph  o’er  the  juft  1 
Whilft  the  rich  blood  of  martyrs  flairl 
Lies  mingled  with  the  dull  ! 

2  Let  faith  arife  and  climb  the  hills, 

The  Saviour  to  defcry  ; 
rl  o  view  his  diflant  chariot  wheels. 

And  tell  how  faft  they  fly. 

^  Lo,  faith  beholds  the  fcatter’d  fhades  1 
The  d  awn  of  heaven  appears  ! 

And  the  bright  morning  gently  fpreads 
Its  blufhes  round  the  fpheres. 

4  Faith  fees  the  Lord  of  glory  come, 

His  flaming  guards  around  ; 

The  fkies  divide  to  make  him  room, 

His  trumpet  fhakes  the  ground. 

%  She  hears  the  voice,  “ye  dead  arife/’ 

She  fees  the  graves  obey  ! 

And  waking  faints,  with  joyful  eves* 

Salute  th’  expedled  day% 
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They  leave  the  duft,  and  on  the  wing, 

Surmount  the  yielding  air ; 

In  {hining  garments,  meet  their  king, 

And  bow  before  him  there. 

O  !  may  we  then  among  them  {land. 

Cloth’ d  in  celeftial  white  ; 

The  meaneft  place  at  his  right  hand 
Gives  infinite  delight. 

Watts.* 


Jpgmn  cxm.  Common  Metre. 

Pardoning  Mercy* 

% 

HOW  oft  alas  !  this  wretched  heart 
Has  wander’d  from  the  Lord  ! 
How  oft  my  erring  thoughts  depart, 
Forgetful  of  thy  word  ! 

/ 

Yet  fovereign  mercy  cries  “  return,” 
Lord,  at  thy  call,  I  come  ; 

My  vile  ingratitude  I  mourn, 

O  take  the  wanderer  home. 

And  canfl  thou,  wilt  thou  yet  forgive  ? 

And  all  my  crimes  remove  ? 

And  (hall  a  pardon’d  rebel  live, 

To  fpeak  thy  wondrous  love  l 

>  L 
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4  Almignty  grace,  thy  healing  power 
How  glorious  !  how  divine  ! 

T.  hat  can,  to  life  and  blifs  reflore. 
So  vile  a  heart  as  mine  ! 


5  Tliy  pardoning  love,  forever  free, 
With  rapture  I  adore  ; 

Lord,  I  deyotfe  myfelf  to  thee 
And  long  to  love  thee  more. 


H  Y  M  N  S« 


Mrs.  Steelf- 


iPgmn  CXIV.  Long  Metre . 

The  G of  pel  Feajl . 


HOW  rich  are  thy  provifions,  Lord  ! 
Thy  table  furnilh’d  from  above  \ 

r  i#  /•  i  «  ' 


The  fruits  of  life  o’erfpread  the  board. 
The  cup'o’erflows  with  heavenly  love 


Thine  ancient  family,  the  Jews, 
Were  firft  invited  to  the  feaft  ; 

We  humbly  take  what  they  refufe. 
And  Gentiles  thy  falvation  tafte. 


3  We  are  the  poor,  the  blind,  the  lame. 
And  help  was  far  and  death  was  nigh  $ 
Yet,  at  the  gofpel  call,  we  came, 

And  every  want  receiv'd  fupply. 


4  From  the  highway  that  leads  to  hell, 
From  paths  of  darknefs  and  defpair  ; 
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J^ord  we  are  come  with  thee  to  dwell. 

Glad  to  enjoy  thy  pretence  here. 

it  ’ '  /  * i  - 

5  What  fhall  we  pay  our  heavenly  friend. 
Who  left  the  thy,  his  bleft  abode. 

And  did  to  this  low  earth  defcend. 

To  bring  us  wanderers  back  to  God  ? 

6  Our  everlafting  love  is  due, 

To  him,  who  pity’d  tinners  loft  ! 

And  paid  our  ram  urn  when  he  knew, 
ilis  precious  life  mult  be  the  coft. 

Watts. 


Ipyntn  CXV.  Common  Metre . 

-  /  >  •  * 

Rich  Treafare  in  earthen  VeJJels* 

1  T  T0W  nc^  %  bounty,  king  of  kinps  * 
JtX  Thy  favours  how  divine  !  b 
Tbe  bleflings  which  thy  gofpel  brings 

How  iplendidly  they  thine  ! 

2  Gold  is  but  drofs,  and  gems  but  toys, 

Should  gold  and,  gems  compare  \ 

How  mean  !  when  let  againft  thofe  joys, 
Thy  pooreft  fervants  fhare. 

)  Yet  all  thefe  treafures  of  thy  "race 
Are  lodg'd  in  urns  of  clay, 


And  the  weak  fons  of  mortal  race 
Th5  immortal  gifts  convey. 

4  Feebly  they  lifp  thy  glories  forth, 

Y  et  grace  the  victory  gives  ; 

Quickly  they  moulder  back  to  earth. 

Yet  ftill  the  gofpel  lives. 

5  Such  wonders  power  divine  efFeft s. 

Such  trophies  God  can  raile  $ 

His  hand  from  crumbling  dull  eredbs 
H;s  monuments  of  praife. 

Salisbury  Colle&ioB, 


Ipgmn  cxvi.  Common  Metre . 

*¥he  Frailty  and  Folly  of  Man. 

1  TT  OW  fhort  and  hady  is  our  life  l 

g  How  vad  our  foul’s  affairs  ! 

Yet  foolifh  mortals  vainly  drive 
To  lavifh  out  their  years. 

2  Our  days  run  thoughtlefsly  along. 

Without  a  moment’s  day  ; 

Jud  like  a  dory  or  a  fong. 

We  pafs  our  lives  away. 

3  God  from  on  high  invites  us  home, 

But  we  march  heedlefs  on  j 
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And  ever  haftening  to  the  tomb 
Stoop  downward  as  we  run  . 

Draw  us,  O  God,  with  fovereign  grace. 

And  lift  our  thoughts  on  high  ; 

That  we  may  end  this  mortal  race, 

And  fee  falvation  nigh. 

Watts 

$2tnn  cxviL  Common  Metre , 

x  ■ 

Goa’s  Juftice  and  Pcnver.  Job  ix?  2,  i0. 

OW  ftiould  the  fons  of  Adam’s  race, 


^  ^  Be  juft  before  their  God  ! 

If  he  contend  in  righteoufnefs. 

We  fall  beneath  his  rod. 

To  vindicate  my  words,  and  thoughts 
I’ll  make  no  vain  pretence  ; 

Not  one  of  all  my  numerous  faults. 
Can  bear  a  juft  defence., 

•  v 

Strong  is  his  arm,  his  heart  is  wife* 
What  vain  prefumers  dare 

Againft  their  maker’s  power  to  rife,, 
And  impious  war  declare  ! 

Mountains,  by  his  almighty  wrath,, 
3?rom.  their  old  feats  are  torn  * 

L  2. 


He  (hakes  the  pillars  of  the  earth. 

And  all  the  nations  mourn. 

5  Through  the  wide  air,  the  mighty  rocks 

Are  fwift  as  hail-ftones  thrown  ; 

Whilft  Etna  pours  with  horrid  (hocks,  ' 
Her  melted  entrails  down. 

6  He  bids  the  Sun  forbear  to  riie, 

Th’  obedient  Sun  forbears  ; 

His  hand  with  darknefs  fpreads  the  Ikies, 
And  feals  up  all  the  ftars. 

1  He  walks  upon  the  ftorrny  fea. 

And  rides  upon  the  wind  j 
No  fle(h  can  trace  his  wond’rous  way. 

Nor  his  dark  footfteps  find. 

S  Yet,  mighty  God,  thy  fovereign  grace 
Sits  reg  ent  on  the  throne, 

The  refuge  of  thy  chofen  race, 

When  wrath  comes  rulhing  down. 

Watts,  raried. 


CXVIII.  Common  Metre • 

The  Gafpel 

HOW  fweet  and  awful  is  the  place. 
With  Chrift  within  the  doors  i 


Here  everlafting  love  difplays 
The  choiceft  of  her  (lores  ? 

2  Whilft  all  our  hearts  and  all  our  fongs. 

Join  to  admire  the  feafL; 

Each  of  us-  fay,  with  thankful  tongues-, 
w  Lord  why  was  I  a  gueft  ? 

3  “  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice. 

And  enter  v/hilft  there’s  room. 

When  thoufands  make  a  wretched  choice 
And  rather  (larve  than  come  ?” 

4  ’Twas  the  fame  love  that  fpread  the  feafk 

Which  gently  drew  us  in  ;  ' 

Or  we  had  dill  refus’d  to  tafte, 

And  perilh’d  in  our  fin, 

;  Pity  the  nations,  O  our  Lord, 

Compel  the  Jews  to  come  ; 

Send  thy  vidloriotis  word  abroad, 

And  bring  thy  people  home. 

*  We  long  to  fee  thy  churches  full, 

That  all  the  chofen  race, 

May  with  one  voice,  and  heart  and  foul, 
omg  thy  redeeming  grace. 


Watts 


!Ppm  CXIX.  Particular  Metre * 


cThc  beauties  of  the  Spring . 

1  T  T  OW  fweetly  along  the  gay  meacT 

XI  ^  and  cowhips  are  feeri  ? 

The  Hocks  as  they  carelefsxy  feed 
Rejoice  in  the  beautiful  green  ! 

...  _'■  i  '*  ,  i 

2  The  vines  that  encircle  the  bowers, 

4  The  herbage  that  fprings  from  the  fod, 

Tiees,  plants,  cooling  fruits  and  fweet  Sowers, 
All  rile  to  the  praife  of  my  God. 

3  Shall  man  the  great  mafter  of  all 
The  only  infenhble  prove  ? 

Forbid  it,  fair  gratitude’s  call. 

Forbid  it,  devotion  and  love. 

4  The  Lord  who  fuch  wonders  can  raife 
And  ftill  can  deflroy  with  a  nod, 

My  lips  fhall  incehantly  praife 
My  foul  fliall  rejoice  in  my  God. 


|)gmn  CXX.  Long  Metre. 

Juft  ice.. 

I  TF  high  or  low  our  ftation  be, 

JL  Of  noble  or  ignoble  name  j 


HYMNS. 


t2$ 


By  uncorrupt  integrity 

Thy  bleflmg  Lord  we  humbly  claim. 

The  upright  man  no  want  (hall  fear* 

Thy  providence  fhall  be  his  trull  j 

Thou  wilt  provide  his  portion  here* 

Thou  friend  and  guardian  of  the  juft. 

May  we,  with  moft  fincere  delight* 

To  all,  the  tell  of  duty  pay  ; 

Tender  of  every  focial  right. 

Obedient  to  thy  righteous  fway. 

Such  virtue  thou  wilt  not  forget* 

In  that  bleft  world,  where  virtue  {hares 

A  fit  reward  *,  though  not  of  debt* 

But  what  thy  boundlefs  grace  prepares. 

Reformed  Liturgy 


Jpgnttt  CXXI.  Short  Metre * 

CompaJJlon  and  Forgivenefs . 

I  HEAR  the  voice  of  woe  1 
I  hear  a  brother’s  ligh  ! 

Then,  let  my  heart  with  pity  flow* 
With  tears  of  love  mine  eye, 

I  hear  the  thirfiy  cry  ! 

The  hungry  beg;  for  bread  !. 


H  Y  M  N  S. 
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'  ■ ’  Jet  “7  *Pnng  »ts  ftream  fupply. 

My  hand  its  bounty  Ihed. 

3  The  debtor  humbly  fues* 

Who  would,  but  cannot  pay, 

•And  fhall  I  lenity  refufe 
Who  need  it  every  day  ? 

4  Shall  not  my  wrath  relent, 
fouch’d  by  that  humble*  (train. 

My  brother  crying  « I  repent, 

<#  bJor  will  offend  again  !yi 

5  If  not,  how  fhall  I  dare 
Appear  before  thy  face, 

Great  God,  and  howprefent  the  prayer 
ror  thy  forgiving  grace  ? 

6  The7  forgive,  fhall  find, 
Remiflion,  in  that  day, 

When  all  the  merciful  and  kind 
Thy  pity  fhall  repay. 

7  But  all  who  here  below 
Mercy  refufe  to  grant. 

Shall  judgment  without  mercy  know, 

\\  hen  mercy  moft  they  want* 


JEkfiil®. 


ijjgttltt  CXXII.  Common  Metre,. 


[’M  not  alham’d  to  own  my  Lprd, 
Or  to  defend  his  caufe  ; 
laintain  the  honour  of  his  word. 
The  glory  of  his  crofs. 


efus,  my  God,  I  know  his  name,, 
His  name  is  all  my  trufl  ; 
ior  will  he  put  my  foul  to  lhame, 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  loft* 


irm  as  his  throne,  his  promife  {lands, 
And  he  can  well  fecure, 
fhat  Fve  committed  to  his  hands. 
Till  the  decifive  hour. 


hen  will  he  own  my  worthlcfs  name. 
Before  his  father’s  face  $ 
nd  in  the  new  Jerufalem, 

Appoint  my  foul  a  place. 

Watts. 


Jpgmn  CXXIII.  Short  Metre . 

The  Love  of  T ruth « 


MPOSTURE  (hrinks  from  light 
And  dreads  the  curious  eye  ^ 


But  cliriftian  truths  the  ted  invite 
They  bid  us  fearch  and  try. 

2  A  meek  inquiring  mind 

^  Lord  help  us  to  maintain  ; 

That  growing  knowledge  we  may  find. 
And  growing  virtue  gain. 

3  With  undemanding  blefs’d. 

Created  to  be  free, 

Our  faith  on  man  we  dare  not  reft. 
Subject  to  none  but  thee. 

4  Give  us  the  light  we  need, 

Our  minds  with  knowledge  fill, 

From  noxious  error  guard  our  creed, 
From  prejudice,  our  will. 

$  The  truth  thou  fhalt  impart 
May  tve  with  firmnefs  own  ; 

Abhorring  each  evafive  art, 

And  fearing  thee  along. 

Dodbsidgi?* 


CXXIV.  Common  Metre * 

A  Song  of  Praije. 

1  *T NDULGENT  father,  how  divine  ! 
j  How  bright  thy  glories  are  ! 

Thro*  nature's  ample  round  they  ftiine, 
Thy  goodnefs  to  declare. 
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But,  in  the  nobler  work  of  gracd, 

What  winning  mercy  fmiles  ! 

In  my  divine  Redeemer’s  face. 

And  every  fear  beguiles. 

Such  wonders,  Lord,  while  I  furvey. 
To  thee,  my  thanks  fhall  rife  ; 

When  morning  u fliers  in  the  day. 

Or  evening  veils  the  Ikies. 

When  glimmering  life  refigns  its  flame* 
Thy  praife  fhall  tune  my  breath  5 

The  fweet  remembrance  of  thy  name 
Shall  gild  the  fhades  of  death. 


But,  O  how  blefl  my  fong  fhall  rife, 

When  freed  from  feeble  clay  ; 

And  all  thy  glories  meet  mine  eyes. 

In  one  eternal  day  ! 

Mot  Seraphs  who  refouhd  thy  namfe* 
n  Thro’  the  etheria  1  plains, 
hhall  glow  with  a  diviner  flame, 

Or  raife  fubiimer  (trains. 

&owbBm 


CXXV.  Common  Metre , 


An  Evening  Hymn, 


FivDULGiaNT  God,  whofe  bounteous 
1  U  er  all  thy  works  is  fhowm 
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O  let  my  grateful  praife  and  prayer 
Arife  before  thy  throne. 

2  What  mercies  has  this  day  bellow’d  ! 

How  largely  haft  thou  blefs’d  ! 

My  cup  with  plenty  overflow’d, 

With  cheer! uineis  my  breaft. 

3  Now  may  foft  {lumbers  clofe  my  eyes, 

From  pain  and  ficknefs  free  ; 

And  let  my  waking  thoughts  arife. 

To  meditate  on  thee. 

4  Thus  bids  each  future  day  and  night, 

Till  life’s  vain  fcene  is  o’er  *, 

And  then  to  realms  of  endlefs  light, 

O  let  my  fpirit  loan 

Liverpool  Colle&ion, 


IllytTHt  CXXVL  Common  Metre . 

Looking  to  Him  Mom  <we  have  Pierced. 

NFINITE  grief !  amazing  woe  ! 
Behold  our  bleeding  Lord  ! 

Hell  and  the  Jews  confpir’d  his  death. 
And  uf’d  the  Roman  iword. 


2  O,  the  (harp  pangs  of  pain  and  grief, 

That  our  Redeemer  bore  ! 

When  fcourging  whips  and  pointed  thorns 
His  facred  body  tore  ! 


1 35 
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_  Tf„t  fCOur<nng  whips  and  pointed  thorns,  f 

3  In  vain'do  we  accufe  ; 

In  vain  we  blame  the  Roman  bands, 

And  the  more  fpiteful  J  ews. 

4  Our  fins,  alas,  cur  cruel  fins 

His  chief  tormentors  were  $ 

Each  of  our  crimes  became  a  nail, 

And  unbelief  the  ipear. 

\ 

r  Strike,  mighty  grace,  our  flinty  fouls, 

Till  melting  waters  how 
And  deep  contrition  drown  our  eyes, 

In  undiffembled  woe. 

Watts. 


6  But  Sowing  tears  cannot  fufhce, 
To  make  repentance  fure  ; 
Then  let  our  hearts  he  purify  d 
As  Chrift  the  Lord  is  pure. 


Ippinn  CXXVIL.  Short  Metre. 

Baptif m  by  Immerfion. 

'  ,  * 

X  N  fuch  a  grave  as  this, 

The  meek  redeemer  lay. 

When  he  our  fouls  to  feek  and  favc 

Beam’d  humbly  to  obey. 


% 


i 
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2  Seejiow  the  fpotlefs  Iamb 

emends  int0  tlie  ftrcam  ! 
Andteache5  us  to  imitate, 
vv'hat  him  fo  well  became- 

3  if*  dinners  wafh  away, 

I  neir  fins  of  crimfon  dye  ; 

Biiry  d  with  him,  their  vilert  fine 
oaall  in  oblivion  lie. 

4  Rife,  and  afcend  with  him, 

A  heavenly  life  to  lead  ; 

Who  came  to  ranfom  guilty  men, 

-  rom  regions  of  the  dead. 

5  Lord,  fee  the  finner’s  tears  ! 

Hear  his  repenting  cry  ! 

Speak,  and  his  contrite  heart  fhall  Uve 
Speak,  and  his  13ns  fhall  die. 

*  Speak,  with  that  mighty  voice 
Which  fhall  hereafter  fpread  * 
ts  fummons  through  fie  earth  and  fea, 
i.  o  raife  the  fleeping  (lead; 


Stennet, 


C XX VIII.  Common  Metre , 

i 

God  our  Portion.  Pfalm  iv,  ^ 

N  vain  the  erring  world  inquires 
I  or  true  fubftantial  good  ; 


Whllft  earth  confines  their  low  defires. 
They  live  on  airy  food. 

Illu five  dreams  of  happinefs 
Their  eager  tho’ts  employ  ; 

They  wake,  convinc’d  their  boafted  biiib 
Was  vifionary  joy. 

Not  all  the  good  which  earth  bellows* 

Can  fill  the  craving  mind  j 

Its  higheft  joys  have  mingled  woes. 

And  leave  a  (ling  behind. 

Be  gone,  ye  gilded  vanities  ! 

I  feek  fome  folid  good  j 

To  real  blifs  my  withes  rife, 

The  favour  of  mv  God. 

4 

% 

To  thee,  my  God,  my  foul  afpires* 

Difpel  thefe  thades  of  night, 

Enlarge  and  fill  thefe  vail  defines* 

With  infinite  delight. 

Immortal  joy  thy  fimiles  impart, 

Heaven  dawns  in  every  ray  \ 

One  glimpfe  of  thee  will  glad  my  heart 
And  turn  my  night  to  day. 

Mrs,  Stiele 
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CXXIX.  Common  Metre » 

The  Covenant  of  Grace . 

1  TN  vain  we  lavifh  out  our  lives, 

JL  To  gather  empty  wind  ; 

ihe  choiceft  bleffmgs  earth  can  yield 
Will  ftarve  a  hungry  mind. 

2  But  God  can  every  want  fupply* 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  peace 
He  gives  by  cov’nant  and  by  oath 
The  riches  of  his  grace. 

3  Pardon  he  fpeaks  to  contrite  fouls*. 

This  is  the  joyful  found, 
t(  Your  fms  fhall  fink  beneath  the  fea* 

And  fhall  no  more  be  found. 

4  i(  And  left  pollution  fhould  o’erfpread 

Ycur  inward  powers  again  ; 

My  fpirit  fhall  bedew  your  fouls* 

Like  purifying  rain. 

5  «  Your  ftony  hearts  I’ll  take  away* 

That  will  not  be  refin’d  ; 

And  put  within  you,  tender  hearts* 

To  my  bleft  will  inclin’d. 

6  “  On  them  my  fpirit  fhall  engrave 

The  precepts  of  my  law  ; 

And  by  the  gentle  cords  of  love 
Your  willing  fouls  fhall  draw.” 


HYMN  S. 
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Lord  we  receive  thy  pardoning  grace, 

We  yield  to  thy  commands  5 
Thou  art  our  God,  and  we  are  thine. 

In  everlafling  bands. 

Watts,  with  variation  and  addition. 


ipgmn  CXXX.  Long  Metre . 

Qhrijl  the  if  ay  to  God . 

\ 

IN  vain  would  boafting  reafon  find 
The  way  to  happinefs  and  God  ^ 
Her  weak  directions  leave  the  mind. 
Bewilder’d  in  a  doubtful  road. 

Jdus,  no  other  name  but  thine. 

Is  given  by  everlaiting  love, 

To  lead  our  fouls  to  joys  divine  , 

No  other  name  will  Cod  approve. 

Eternal  life  thy  words  impart, 

On  thefe,  my  fainting  fpirit  lives  ^ 

D  iviner  comforts  cheer  my  heart 
Than  all  the  power  of  nature  gives. 


To  whom  but  thee,  (hall  mortals  go, 
To  find  the  true  and  living  way, 

That  leads  us  thro’  this  world  of  woe 
To  the  bright  realms  of  endlefs  day. 

Here  let  my  conflant  feet  abide, 

Nor  from  the  heavenly  way  depart  1 


■ 


HYMNS. 

'iIlY  good  fpint  be  my  guide, 

Dired  my  fteps  and  rule  my  heart. 

6  In  thee,  my  great,  almighty  friend, 

^  T  Hf~ty  dwells  and  peace  divine  5 
'  On  thee  alone  my  hopes  depend. 

For  life,  eternal  life  is  thine. 

Mrs.  Steele.. 


IpT Jinn  CXXXI.  Long  Metre , 

The  Blefftng  cf  the  G of  pel. 

x  IN  various  forms  to  faints  of  old, 

1  God  did  his  mind  and  will  unfold  ; 

But  Chrifl  commiffion’d  from  above. 

Hath  now  reveal’d  his  grace  and  love. 

2  We  rea<^  the  volume  of  thy  word, 

That  book  of  life,  that  true  record  5. 

The  bright  inheritance  of  heaven 
Is  by  this  fure  conveyance  given. 

3  His  kindeft  thoughts  are  here  expreft  % 

Able  to  make  us  wife  and  bleft  * 

His  doftrines  are  divinely  true. 

Fit  for  reproof  and  comfort  too.  . 

4  We  render  thanks  to  God  above, 

For  his  rich  grace  and  boundtef;  love  5. 

I^et  all  mankind  receive  his  word, 

And  every  nation  bids  the  Lord. 

Liverpool  CoUefiton* 
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CXXXII.  Common  Metre. 

Tee  Victory  of  Chrif’s  Death. 

I  SING  my  Saviour's  wondrous  death. 
He  conquer'd  when  he  fell  5  - 

Pi$  hniih  d,  faid  his  dying  breath. 

And  fhook  the  gates  of  hell. 

i^?  ^n^ICV5°ur  Immanuel  cries. 

His  fuflerings  then  were  done  ; 

Hus  kingdom  then  appear'd  to  rife. 

His  vidlory  was  begun. 

A  perfon  fo  divine  was  he. 

Who  yielded  to  be  /lain  ; 

That  he  could  give  his  life  away* 

And  take  his  life  again. 

•  / 
His  crois  a  fure  foundation  laid. 

For  glory  and  renown  ! 
thro'  the  regions  of  the  dead, 

Xjlw  paf>  d  to  reach  the  crown. 

jiv^5  glorious  Lord,  and  reign  above, 

^  And  every  tongue  fhall  fmg  5 
k  niches  of  eternal  love, 

The  conqueft  of  our  king. 


Watts,  varied. 
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CXXXIII.  Common  Metre. 

.  Chrift  previous  in  Life  and  Death. 

\ 

1  T  ESUS,  I  love  thy  glorious  name, 

T  f  Tis  mufic  to  my  ear  ; 

Fain  would  I  found  it  out  fo  loud, 

That  heaven  and  earth  might  hear* 

2  Yes,  thou  art  precious  to  my  foul, 

My  treafure  and  my  truft 
Jewels  to  thee  are  gaudy  toys, 

Ami  gold  is  fordid  duft. 

3  All  my  capacious  powers  can  wifh 

In  thee  doth  richly  meet ; 

Not  to  my  eyes  is  light  fo  dear, 

Nor  friendfhip  half  fo  fweet. 

4  Thy  grace  hill  dwells  upon  my  heart. 

And  (beds  its  fragrance  there  $ 

The  richeft  halm  of  all  its  wounds. 

The  cordial  of  its  care. 

'5  I’ll  fpeak  the  honors  of  thy  name. 

With  my  laft  labouring  breath  ^ 

Then  fpeechlefs  give  my  foul  to  thee, 

The  antidote  of  death. 


/ 
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Ipgmn  cxxxiv. 


Long  Metre . 


The  Memorial  of  oar  ahfent  Lord . 

JESUS  is  gone  above  the  Iky, 

Where  our  weak  fenfes  reach  him  not  5 
And  carnal  objects  court  our  eye. 

To  thru  ft  our  Saviour  from  our  thought. 


He  knows  what  wandering  hearts  we  have. 
How  weak  our  faith  and  hope  might  prove  ; 
And  to  refrefti  our  minds  he  gave  * 

This  kind  memorial  of  his  love. 

The  Lord  of  life  this  table  fpread. 

With  his  own  flefli  and  dying  blood  \ 

We  on  the  rich  provihon  feed. 

And  tafte  the  wine  and  blefs  our  God. 

Let  finful  fweets  be  all  forgot, 

And  earth  grow  lefs  in  our  efteem  ; 

Chrift  and  his  love  fill  every  thought. 

And  faith  and  hope  be  fix’d  on  him. 

Whilft  he  is  ahfent  from  our  fight, 

Tis  to  prepare  our  fouls  a  place  5 
That  we  may  dwell  in  heavenly  light. 

And  live  forever  near  his  face. 

Watts* 
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Ip^lTtn  CXXXV.  Common  Metre* 


'Relieving  Chriji  in  his  Saints . 

^  T  ESUSj  my  Lord*  how  rich  thy  grace 
bounties  how  complete  ! 

Mow  fhall  I  count  the  matchlefs  fum  ? 
How  pay  the  mighty  debt  ? 

2  High  on  a  throne  of  radiant  lights 
Moll  thou  exalted  fhine  ; 

What  can  my  poverty  bellow, 

When  all  the  world  is  thine  ? 

BK'  *  t 

§  But  thou  haft  brethren  here  below, 

'  Partakers  of  thy  grace  ; 

^fjrl  wilt  confefs  their  humble  names, 
^Before  thy  Father’s  race. 

4  In  them,  thou  may’ll  be  cloth’d  and  fed. 

And  vifited  and  cheer’d  ; 

And  in  their  accents  of  diftrefs, 

My  faviour’s  voice  is  heard. 

5  Thy  face,  with  reverence  and  with  love, 

I  in  thy  poor  would  fee  ; 

Lord,  I  would  rather  beg  my  bread, 
Than  hold  it  back  from  thee. 


Dobsjiibgs 
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|)gmn  CXXXVI.  Common  Metre. 


V 


I 


Redemption . 


JESUS,  th’  eternal  Son  of  God, 
Whom  heavenly  powers  obey, 
The  bofom  of  his  father  left. 

And  enter’d  human  clay. 

Into  our  finful  world  he  came, 

The  mefienger  of  grace  ; 

And  on  the  curfed  tree  expir’d, 

A  vidlim  in  our  place. 

Tran fgre (Tors  of  the  deepefl  dain 
In  him  falvation  find  ; 

His  blood  removes  the  fouled  guilt, 
His  fpirit  heals  the  mind. 

3ur  Jefus  faves  from  fin  and  death. 
His  promifes  are  fure  ; 

And  on  this  rock  our  fouls  may  red, 
Immoveably  fecure. 


t 


O  let  thefe  tidings  be  receiv’d. 

With  univerfrd  joy  ; 

\.nd  let  the  high  angelic  praife 

Our  tuneful  powers  employ. 

* 

Tory  to  God,  who  gave  his  Son, 
To  bear  our  fhame  and  pain  \ 

,  N 


t 

Hence  peace  on  earth,  and  grace  to  man 
Through  all  fucceffion  reign. 

Gibbons* 


Jpgmn  CXXXVII.  Long  Metre. 


The  Union  of  Chrijl  and  his  Church . 

1  T  ESUS,  thou  everlafting  King, 

J  Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring  5 
Accept  the  well  deferv’d  renown, 

And  wear  our  praifes  as  thy  crown. 

2  Let  every  a£l  of  homage  be 
Like  our  efpoufals,  Lord,  to  thee  ; 

•Like  the  bleft  hour,  when  from  above 
We  firit  receiv’d  thy  pledge  of  love. 

3  The  gladnefs  of  that  happy  day  ! 

Our  hearts  would  with  it  long  to  flay  ; 
Let  not  cur  faith  forfake  its  hold, 

Nor  comfort  fink,  nor  love  grow  cold. 

4  May  every  minute,  as  it  flies, 

Increafe  thy  praife,  improve  our  joys  5 
Till  we  are  rais’d  to  fmg  thy  name, 

At  the  great  fupper  of  the  Lamb. 


Watts* 
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|)Bmn  cxxxvin.  Long  Metre , 

» 

N&  other  Name  than  Chrijl  for  Salvation. 

i 

i  T  ESUS,  thou  fpring  of  joys  divine, 

I  Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  flow  5 
jefus,  no  other  name  but  thine 
Can  fave  us  from  eternal,  woe. 

I  In  vain  would  boafting  reafon  find 

The  way  to  happinefs  and  God  , 

Her  weak  directions  leave  the  mind 
Bewilder’d  in  a  dubious  ro^d. 

- 

3  No  other  name  will  heaven  approve. 

Thou  art  the  fare  the  living  way  $ 

Ordain’d  by  everlafting  love. 

To  the  bright  realms  of  eadlefs  day. 

1  v  -A  k 

4  Here  let  our  conflant  feet  abide. 

Nor  from  die  heavenly  road  depart  > 

O  let  thy  fpirit,  gracious  guide, 

Diredt  our  flops  and  rule  our  heart. 

j  Safe  lead  us  through  this  world  of  night. 

And  bring  us  to  the  blifsful  plains  j 
The  regions  of  unclouded  light, 

Where  perfedt  joy  forever  reigns. 

Mrs.  Steels, 
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$)yniU  CXXXIX.  Common  Metro, 

s 

Chrijl  the  Head  of  his  Church  ♦ 

JiiSUS,  we  fmg  thy  matchlefs  grace. 
That  calls  fucli  worms  thy  own  ; 

Gives  us  among  thy  faints  a  place, 

And  brings  us  near  thy  throne. 

# 

2  When  join  d  to  thee,  our  vital  head, 

Our  virtues  grow  and  thrive  ; 

Ffom  thee  divided,  each  is  dead. 

Though  it  may  feem  alive. 

3  Thy  faints  cn  earth  and  thofe  above 
All  join  in  fweet  accord  ; 

The  body  one,  in  mutual  love, 

And  thou  our  common  Lord. 

4  O  may  our  humble  faith  receive 
Thy  fpirit  with  delight ; 

Then  time  and  death  in  vain  fhall  ftriye. 

The  bond  to  difunite. 

Doddridgjl, 


fpymn  CXL.  Hallelujah  Metre. 

The  Offices  and  Names  of  Chrifi. 

I  T GIN  all  the  glorious  names 
Of  wifdom  and  of  power, 


hymns.  u* 

♦ 

That  ever  mortals  knew* 

That  ever  angels  bore  * 

All  are  too  mean,  To  fpeak  his  worth. 

Or  fet  ImmanueFs  Glory  forth. 

>  Great  Prophet  of  our  God  . 

Our  fouls  would  blefs  thy  name  5 
By  thee,  the  joyful  news 
Of  our  falvation  came. 

The  joyful  news  Of  fms  forgiv’n, 

Of  hell  fubdu’d,  And  peace  with  heav’sf* 

■  Jefus,  our  great  High-Priejl 

Hath  Ibed  his  blood,  and  died  ; 

Our  guilty  confcience  feeks 
No  facrifice  befide. 

His  precious  blood  Did  once  atone 
And  now  he  pleads.  Before  the  throne# 

\  Our  great  almighty  Lord> 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King  $ 

Thy  feeptre  and  thy  fword. 

Thy  reigning  grace  we  fing* 

Thine  is  the  pfrwer.  Behold  we  fit 
Thy  willing  captives,  At  thy  feet. 

f  We  hear  our  Shepherd's  voice. 

His  watchful  eyes  fhall  keep, 

Our  wandering  fouls  among 
Ten  thoufands  of  his  fheep. 

He  feeds  his  flock,  He  knows  their  nam£$. 
His  bofom  bears  The  tender  Iambs. 

N  2 


* 


Sliould  the  proud  hofl  of  death 
And  powers  of  hell  unknown, 

1  ut  their  moil  dreadful  forms 
Of  rage  and  malice  on, 

*^Ve  (hah  be  fake,  For  Clirifl  difplays 
Superior  power,  And  guardian  grace. 

Watt 

—  -  .  i  . _ 

CXLI.  Common  Metre * 

Divine  Coimfels. 

1  ¥7~EEP  fdence,  all  created  things. 

And  wait  your  maker’s  nod  ! 

&jy  foul  hands  ttembling  whilft  fhe  fm^s 

The  honours  of  her  God. 

2  Lite,  death  and  hell  and  worlds  unknown 
Liang  on  his  firm  decree  5 
He  fits  on  no  precarious  throne. 

Nor  borrows  leave  to  be. 

Before  hi  s  throne,  a  volume  lies, 

With  all  the  fates  of  men  ; 

With  every  angel’s  form  and  fize, 

Drawn  by  the  eternal  pen. 

4  His  providence  unfolds  the  book. 

And  makes  his  counfels  fhine  ; 

Each  opening  leaf,  and  every  flroke. 

Fulfils  forne  kind  defgn. 
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Here  he  exalts  negledled  worms, 

To  fcegtres  and  a  crown  ; 

And  then,  the  following  page  he  turns. 
And  treads  the  monarch  down. 

No  creature  a  Iks  the  reafon  why. 

Nor  God  the  reafon  gives  ; 

No  favourite  angel  dares  to  pry, 

Between  the  folded  leaves. 

My  God,  I  would  not  wifh  to  fee 
My. fate  with  curious  eyes  ^ 

What  gloomy  lines  are  writ  for  me, 

Or  what  bright  fcenes  may  rife. 

In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace. 

May  I  but  find  my  name. 

Recorded,  in  fome  humble  place. 

Beneath  my  Lord,  the  Lamb. 

W  att-s* 


CXLIL  Common  Metre , 

The  Scriptures, 

LADEN  with  guilt  and  full  of  fears 
I  come  to  thee,  my  Lord  $ 

‘or  not  a  vay  of  hope  appears 
But  in  thy  holy  word. 

.  he  volume  of  my  Father’s  grace 
Does  ah  my  grief  afTuage  ^ 


There  I  behold  my  Saviour’s  fadfc 
In  every  facred  page. 

,3  This  is  the  field  where  hidden  lie* 

The  pearl  of  price  unknown  ; 

Then  bleft  is  he  who  wifely  tries 
To  make  that  pearl  his  own. 

4  Here  living  water  gently  flows 

To  wafh  me  from  my  fin  ; 

Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows* 

Nor  danger  dwells  therein. 

5  This  is  the  judge  that  ends  the  ftrife 

Where  fenfe  and  reafon  fail  5 
My  guide  to  everlafting  life, 

Thro'  all  this  gloomy  vale. 

4  May  thy  wife  counfels,  O  my  God, 

Thefe  roving  feet  command  *, 

Left  I  forfake  the  happy  road 

That  leads  to  thy  right  hand. 

Watts,  varied. 


ipglTltt  CXLIII.  Common  Metre * 

1 

In  a  Thunder  Storm . 

LET  coward  guilt,  with  palid  fear. 
To  fheltering  caverns  fly  > 


And  juft ly  dread  the  vengeful  fate. 
Which  thunders  through  the  Iky. 

;  Protected  by  that  hand,  whofe  law 
The  threatning  ftorms  obey, 

Intrepid  virtue  fmiles  fecure. 

And  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

In  the  thick  cloud’s  tremendous  gloom. 
The  lightning’s  horrid  glare, 

It  views  the  lame  all  gracious  power, 
W hich  breathes  the  vernal  air. 

Through  nature’s  ever  varying  fcene. 
By  different  ways  purfu’d  ; 

The  one  eternal  end  of  heaven 
Is  univerfal  ?ood. 

O 

With  like  beneficent  e/Fecf, 

O  er  flaming  ether  glows  \ 

As  when  it  tunes  the  linnet’s  voice, 

And  blufhes  in  the  rofe. 

When  through  creation’s  vaft  expanfe. 
The  laft  dread  thunders  roll  ; 

Untune  the  concord  of  the  fpheres. 

And  fhake  the  guilty  foul ; 

Unmov’d,  may  we  the  final  dorm 
Of  jarring  worlds  furvcy  ; 

Fhat  ufhers  in  the  tranquil  morn, 

Of  everlafting  day. 


Mrs.  Carter 
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fpgmn  cxliv.  Common  Mein* 

) 

The  Cofpel  Invitation . 

a  IT  ET  every  mortal  ear  attend, 
f  j  And  every  heart  rejoice  ; 

The  trumpet  of  the  Gofpel  founds* 

With  an  inviting  voice. 

2  Ho  !  all  ye  hungry  ftarving  fouls, 

Who  feed  upon  the  wind  * 

And  vainly  ftrive  with  earthly  toys* 

To  fill  the  immortal  mind  ! 

3  Eternal  v/ifdom  has  prepar’d 

A  foul  reviving  feaft  $ 

And  bids  your  longing  appetite# 

The  rich  provifion  tafce. 

4  Ho  !  ye  that  pant  for  living  ftreams* 

And  pine  away  and  die  } 

Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirfl. 
With  ftreams  that  never  dry. 

£  Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 
In  a  rich  ocean  join 
Salvation  in  abundance  Hows, 

Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 

£  O  Lord,  the  treafures  of  thy  love? 

Are.  deep,  unfathom’d  mines1 5 
Deep  as  our  helplefs  mil'eries  are* 

And  boundlefs  as  our  fin^ 


HYMNS, 

1  The  happy  gates  of  gofpel  grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day  j 
We  humbly  feek  that  rich  fupply, 

That  drives  our  wants  away* * 

Watts.* 


IptfJTtH  CXLV.  Long  Metre* 

True  Charity. 

Let  men  of  high  conceit  and  zeal 

Their  fervours  and  their  faith  proclaim  % 
If  Charity  be  wanting  dill, 

The  reft  is  but  a  founding  name. 

I  Patient  and  meek,  fhe  buffers  long 
And  flowly  her  refentments  rife  ; 

Soon  fhe  forgets  the  greateft  wrong. 

And  focn  the  angry  paftion  dies. 

She  envies  none  their  better  date. 

But  makes  her  neighbour’s  biifs  her  own  ; 

Nor  vaunts  herfelf  with  mind  elate, 

But  ftill  a  model!  air  puts  on. 

•  * 

Her  neighbour’s  infamy  and  ill 
To  her,  no  entertainment  give, 

She  s  pleas’d  to  fee  him  profper  ftill. 

And  (till  in  good  repute  to  live. 
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5  This  is  the  grace  that  reigns  on  high 
And  will  forever  brightly  burn  •, 
When  hope  (hall  in  enjoyment  die, 
And  faith  to  intuition  turn. 


The  Conquefi  of  Michael  over  the  Dragon. 


Smart. 


CXLVI.  Long  Metre. 


I  T  ET  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  fing, 

]|  J  The  wars  of  heaven,  when  Michael  flood 
Appointed  by  the  eternal  king, 

To  fight  the  battles  of  our  God. 


2  Againft  the  dragon  and  his  hoft. 

The  armies  of  the  Lord  prevail ; 

In  vain  they  rage,  in  vain  they  boafl, 
Their  courage  finks,  their  weapons  fail 


o  Down  to  the  earth  was  Satan  thrown, 
Down  to  the  earth  his  legions  fell  *, 
Then  was'  the  trump  of  triumph  blown 
And  fire  ok  the  dreadful  deeps  of  hell. 


4  Now  is  the  hour  of  darknefs  pad, 

Chrifl  hath  affum’d  his  reigning  power  ; 
Behold  the  great  accufer  call, 

Down  from  the  ikies,  to  rife  no  more/ 


\  \ 
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*Twas  by  thy  blood,  immortal  Lamb, 
Thine  armies  trod  the  Dragon  down  t 
Twas  by  thy  word  and  powerful  name, 
Ihey  gain’d  the  battle  and  renown. 

Rejoice,  ye  heavens,  let  every  flay, 

Shine  with  new  glories  round  the  fkv  5 
Saints,  while  ye  fing  the  heavenly  war, 
Raife  your  deliverer’s  name  on  high. 


ipPiltU  CXLVIL  Common  Metre . 

r r  ail  Bodies  a  fid  God  our  Preserver . 

T  others  boafl  how  flrong  th$y  be, 
5  i  Nor  death  nor  danger  fear  ; 

Buu  we’ll  confefs,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

What  feeble  things  we  are. 

Frefh  as  the  grafs,  our  bodies  (land, 

And  flourifh  bright  and  gay  ; 

A  blafling  wind  f weeps  o’er  the  land, 

,  And  fades  the  grais  away.  3 

Ou^  flefli  contains  a  thoufand  fp  rings. 

And  dies  if  one  be  gone  ; 

Strange  !  that  a  harp  of  thoufand  itrinus 
Should  keep  in  tunc  fo  long  ! 
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4  But  ’tis  our  Gcd  fupports  our  frame* 

The  God  who  made  us  fir  ft  5 
Salvation  to  th’  almighty  name. 

That  rear’d  us  from  the  duft. 

5  Whilft  we  have  breath  or  ufe  our  tongue#> 

Our  maker  we’ll  adore  ; 

His  fpirit  moves  our  heaving  lungs. 

Or  they  would  breathe  no  more, 

•  Watti! 


&mn  CXLVIIL  Short  Metre . 

.  Catholicifin . 

1  T*  £T  party  names  no  more 

%  ^  The  Chriftian  world  o’erfpread  3 
Gentile  and  Jew  and  bond  and  free 
Are  one  in  Chnft.  their  head. 

2  Among  the  faints  on  earth. 

Let  mutual  love  be  found  ; 

Herrs  of  the  fame  inheritance, 

With  mutual  bielfings  crown’d. 

3  Let  envy,  child  of  hell. 

Be  banifti’d  far  away  ; 

Thofe  ftiould  in  ftridleft  friendflnp  dwell, 
Who  the  fame  Lord  obey. 


Tims  will  the  church  below. 

Referable  that  above  \ 

Where  ftreams  of  pleafure  always  flow. 
And  every  hear  pis  love. 

Beddomi. 


CXLIX.  '  Common  Metre 

Charity  greater  than  Faith  or  Hope. 

ETPh  arifees  of  high  efiieem, 

Their  faith  and  zeal  declare. 


AU  their  religion  is  a  dream 
If  love  be  wanting  there. 

Love  frnTers  long  with  patient  eye 
Nor  is  provok’d  in  hafle 
She  lets  theprefent  infry  die 
And  long  forgets  the  paft. 


Malice  and  rage,  thofe  fires  of  hell, 
She  quenches  with  her  tongue  y 
Hopes  and  believes  and  thinks  no  ill, 
Tho’  Hie  endures  the  wrong. 

She  ne’er  defires  nor  feeks  to  know 
The  fcandals  of  the  time  \ 

Nor  looks  with  pride  on  thofe  below 
Ncr  envies  thofe  who  climb. 


hymn  s. 


5  She  lays  her  own  advantage  by 

To  leek  her  neighbour's  good  ; 

So  God’s  own  fon  came  down  to  die. 

And  fave  us  by  his  blood. 

6  Love  is  the  grace  that  keeps  her  power 

In  tne  bled  realms  above  ; 
tliere  faitn  and  hope  are  known  no  more 
But  Saints  forever  love. 

Watt 


CL.  Common  Metre, 


Sincerity. 


i  T  ET  thole  who  bear  the  chrifcian  name 
1  I  4  Their  promifes  fulfil, 

The  lain  is,  the  followers  cf  the  Lamb. 

Are  men  of  honour  (till. 


2  True  to  the  foJemn  oaths  they  take 

Tho?  to  their  hurt  they  fwear  ; 
Coniiant  and  juft  to  all  they  fpeak. 
For  God  and  angels  hear. 

3  Still  with  their  lips,  their  hearts  agree. 

Nor  flattering  words  devife  : 

They  know  the  God  of  truth  can  fee' 
Thro’  every  falfe  difguife. 

4  They  hate  th}  appearance  of  a  lie 

In  all  the  flu  apes  it  wears  j 
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And  God  has  promis’d,  when  they  die, 
*  Eternal  life  is  theirs. 


Lo,  from  afar  the  Lord  defcends 
And  brings  the  judgment  down  ; 
He  bids  his  fa  irits,  his  faithful  friends. 
Rife  and  poiTefs  their  crown. 


Watts. 


Common  Metr< 


The  Bread  of  Life. —John  vi.  40,  54. 


LET  us  adore  the  eternal  word, 

JTis  he  our  fouls  hath  fed  ; 

Thou  art  our  living  ftream,  O  Lord, 

And  thou  the  immortal  bread. 

The  manna  came  from  lower  Ikies  5 
But  Jefus  from  above  ; 

Where  the  frefh  fprings  of  pleafure  rife,  - 
And  rivers  flow  with  love. 

The  ancient  fathers,  dy\i  at  laft, 

Who  ate  that  heavenly  bread  ; 

But  thefe  provifions  which  we  tdie 
Can  raife  us  from  the  dead. 


0  2 
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4  Blefl  be  the  Lord  that  gives  his  flefli 

To  nourifh  dying  men  ; 

And  often  lpteads  his  table  frefh 
Left  we  fhould  faint  again. 

5  Our  fouls  fhall  draw  their  lieavenly  breath 

While  Jefus  finds  fupplies  ; 

Nor  fliall^our  graces  fink  to  death, 

For  Jefus  never  dies. 

4  Daily  car  mortal  ftefh  decays, 

/  But  Chrift  our  life  fhall  come  , 

An<l  by  his  mighty  power  fhall  raife 
Our  bodies  from  the  tomb. 

Watts. 
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CLXL  Common  Metre.. 

h/  the  Death  cf  a  Child. 


JU  How  foon  the  vapour  dies  l 
Man  is  a  tender  tranhent  ftowei 
That  in  the  blooming  dies. 


Death  fpreads,  like  winter,  frozen  arms 
And  beauty  'miles  no  more  ; 

Where,  now  are  fled  thofe  riling  charms 
Which  pleas’d  our  eyes  before  ? 


1 
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>  The  once  lov’d  form  now  cold  and  dead 
Each  mournful  thought  employs, 

And  nature  weeps  her  comforts  lied 
And  wither'd  all  her  joys. 

But  wait  the  interpefing  gloom 
And  lo  !  hern  winter  flics  ! 

And  dreft  in  beauty’s  fairefl  bloom, 

The  fiowery  tribes  a  rife. 

Hope  looks  beyond  the  bounds  of  time, 

Yv  hen,  what  we  now  deplore 
Shall  rife  in  full  immortal  prime. 

And  bioom,  to  fade  no  more. 

Then  ceafe,  fond  nature,  dry  thy  tears, 
Religion  points  on  high  , 
ihere  everlafting  fpring  appear^,. 

And  joys  that  never  die. 

Mrs.  Steels. 
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CL. III.  juoug  JSdcitCt 


Life  and  Death . 


IFE  is  fje  time  to  fer ve  the  Lord, 

Tei  7  hfa  tlme,  ringre  the  great  reward- i 
And  v-hdfl.  tfte  lamp  holds  out  to  burn, 
i  ne  \  nett  firmer  may  return. 

Life  is  the  hour  which  Ccd  has  given, 

J  icape  from  hell  and  fy  to  heav’n 


i&4  HYMNS. 

The  day  of  grace  and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  bleftings  of  the  day. 

3  The  living  knew  that  they  muft  die, 

But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie  *, 

Their  memory  and  their  fenfe  are  gone. 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

4  Their  hatred  and  their  love  are  loft, 

Their  envy  buried  in  the  dud  , 

They  have  no  {hare  in  all  that's  done. 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  fun. 

5  No  a£is  of  pardon  can  be  paft, 

In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  hafte  : 

For  no  repentance  can  be  found, 

Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 

6  Then  what  my  thoughts  defign  to  do. 

My  foul,  with  all  thy  might  purfue  \ 
Believe,  and  take  the  premis'd  reft, 

Obey,  and  be  forever  bleft. 

Watts. 


ibnmn  CL1V.  Common  Metre. 

Conviction  of  Sin ,  and  Relief  by  the  Gofpel. 

%  Y  QRD,  how  fecure  my  conrcience  was 
|  J  And  felt  no  inward  dread  ! 

I  was  alive  without  the  law, 

And  thought  my  fms  were  dead  I 


» 


:  Mv  h  opes  of  heaven  were  firm  and  bright. 
But  hnce  the  precept  came, 

With  a  convincing  power  and  light, 

I  find  how  vile  I  am. 


My  guilt  appear’d  but  fmall  before 
Till  terrify’d  I  faw. 

How  perfect,  holy,  juft  and  pure 
Is  thine  eternal  law. 


Then  felt  my  foul  the  heavy  load. 
My  fins  reviv’d  again  ; 

I  had  provok’d  a  holy  God 
And  all  my  hopes  are  vain. 


My  God,  what  power  fhall  I  invoke 
Vv  ith  my  lall  lab’ring  breath, 

To  rid  me  ol  this  wretched  yoke, 
Thefe  bonds  of  fin  and  death. 


In  Jefus  I  behold  thy  face, 

Thy  mercy  there  I  fee  ; 

Thro’  him  I  truft  thy  boundlefs  grace, 

To  let  the  pris’ner  free. 

W atts,  with  variation  and  addition, 


pVmn  CLV.  Common  Metre 


'Recover1'; from  Sickr.ef. 


ORD  in  thy  fervice  I  would  fpend 
I  The  remnant  of  my  days  , 


-  - 
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Why  was  this  fleeting  breath  renew'd, 
But  to  renew  thy  praife  ? 


2  Thy  own  almighty  power  and  love 
Did  this  weak  frame  fuftain, 

When  life  was  hovering  o5er  the  grave 
And  nature  funk  with  pain. 


3  Thou,  when  the  pains  of  death  were  felt, 
Didft  chafe  the  fears  of  hell  * 

And  teach  my  pale  and  quiv'riug  lips 
Thy  matchlefs  grace  to  tell. 


4  Into  thy  hands,  my  Saviour  God, 
I  did  my  foul  refign  *, 

In  firm  dependence  on  that  truth 
V/hich  made  falvation  mine. 


5  From  the  dark  borders  of  the  grave 
At  thy  command  I  come  *, 

Nor  would  I  urge  a  fpeedier  flight 
To  my  celeilial  home. 


6  Where  thou  (halt  fettle  my  abode 
There  would  I  choofe  to  be  ; 
For  in  thy  prefence,  death  is  life. 
And  e&rth  is  hsav’n  with  thee. 
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fpimm  CL VI.  Long  Metre, 

Storm  and  Thunder . 

1  T  ORD  of  the  earth,  and  fea,  and  (kies, 
JLj  All  nature  owns  thy  fovereign  power  ; 
At  thy  command  the  tempeits  rife. 

At  thy  command  the  thunders  roar, 

2  Vvr e  hear  with  trembling  and  affright 
The  voice  of  heaven,  tremendous  found  l 
Keen  lightnings  pierce  the  (hades  of  night. 
And  fpread  their  horrors  all  around. 

3  What  mortal  could  fuftain  the  (broke. 
Should  wrath  divine  in  dreadful  ftorms. 
Which  our  repeated  crimes  provoke, 
Defcend  to  crufh  rebellious  worms  ! 

4  Thefe  dreadful  glories  of  thy  name 
With  terror  would  o’erwhelm  our  fouls  , 

But  mercy  dawns  with  kinder  beam. 

And  guilt  and  riling  fear  controls. 

5  O  let  thy  mercy,  on  my  heart, 

W  ith  cheering,  healing  radiance  (hine  $ 

Bid  every  anxious  fear  depart, 

And  gently  whifper  “  thou  art  mine.** 

£  Then,  fafe  beneath  thy  guardian  care, 

In  hope  ferene,  my  foul  (hall  reft  ; 

Nor  (forms  nor  dangers  reach  me  there. 

In  thee,  my  God,  my  refuge  bleft. 

Mas.  Ste-elc. 


hymns. 


168 


$2?mn  CL VII.  Long  Metre . 

The  Eternal  Sabbath, 

1  1  GRD  of  the  Sabbath  hear  our  vows, 

4  On  this  thy  da  y,  in  this  thy  houfe  ; 
And  let  our  ioiigs  and  worfhip  rile 
Like  grateful  incenfe  to  the  Ikies. 

It'-  'r  '  ’ 

2  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love  ^ 
But  there’s  a  nobler  reft  above  ; 

To  that,  our  labouring  fouls  afpire 
With  ardent  pangs  of  llrong  defire. 

3  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  diftrefs, 

Nor  fin,  nor  death  lhail  reach  the  place  ; 
No  groans  fhall  mingl#  with  the  fongs, 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 

4  No  rude  alarms,  no  raging  foes, 

To  interrupt  the  long  repofe  *, 

No  midnight  fhade,  no  clouded  Sun, 

To  veil  the  bright  eternal  noon. 

5  O  long  expedled  day,  begin, 

Dawn  on  thefe  realms  of  death  and  fin  j 
Fain  would  we  quit  this  weary  road, 

And  lleep  in  death,  to  reft  with  God. 

Doddridgf. 
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CLVIII.  Common  Metre. 


Divine  Goodnefs. 


ORD  thou  art  good,  all  nature  fhows 
Thee  full  and  free  and  kind  \ 


Thy  bounty  thro’  creation  flows, 


Nor  can  it  be  confin’d. 

The  whole  in  every  part  proclaims 
Thy  infinite  good  will  ! 

It  fhines  in  liars,  it  flows  in  flreams. 

And  burlls  from  every  hill. 

It  fills  the  wide  extended  main, 

And  heavens  which  fpread  more  wide  ; 

It  drops  in  gentle  fhowers  of  rain. 

And  rolls  in  every  tide. 

Still  hath  it  been  diffus’d  and  free. 
Through  ages  pail  and  gone  ; 

Nor  ever  can  exhaulled  be, 

But  Hill  keeps  flowing  on. 

Through  the  whole  earth  it  pours  fupplies. 
Spreads  joy  thro’  all  its  parts  ; 

Lord,  may  thy  goodnefs  draw  our  eyes. 
And  captivate  our  hearts. 

High  admiration  let  it  raife, 

And  kind  afledlions  move  ; 

Employ  our  tongues  in  hymns  of  praife. 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  love. 
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Liverpool  Colle&ioH. 
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Cur  children  thou  doft  claim 
And  mark  them  out  for  thine, 
Ten  thoufand  bleffmgs  to  thy  name 


For  goodnefs  fo  divine. 


Z2?  -  H  &  &  * 


HYMN  S. 

3&PJntt  CLIX.  Short  Metre. 

The  Promife  to  Believers  and  their  Children . 


3t  T"  ORDj  what  our  ears  have  heard, 
-Li  Our  eyes  delighted  trace  ; 

Thy  love  in  long  fucceflion  fhown 
Tension’s  chofen  race. 


Thee,  let  the  fathers  own, 

And  thee,  the  fons  adore  ; 

Join’d  to  the  Lord  in  folemn  vows, 
To  be  forgot  no  more. 


4  Thy  cov’nant  may  they  keep 
And  blefs  the  happy  bands, 
Which  clofer  ftill  engage  their  hearts 
To  honour  thy  commands. 


5  How  great  thy  mercies  Lord, 

How  plenteous  is  thy  grace  ! 
Which,  in  the  promife  of  thy  love. 
Includes  our  rifing  race. 


&  Our  offspring,  ftill  thy  care. 

Shall  own  their  father’s  God, 

To  lateft  times  thy  bleffing  ihare, 

And  found  thy  praife  abroad. 

Salisbury  Collection. 
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Jpgltin  CLX.  Common  Metre . 

Creation  and  Providence. 

LORD  when  my  raptur’d  tho’t  furveys 
Creation’s  beauties  o’er. 

All  nature  joins  to  teach  thy  praife, 

And  bid  my  foul  adore, 

>  Where’er  I  turn  my  gazing  eyes 
Thy  radiant  footueps  fliine  \ 

Ten  thoufand  pleaflng  wonders  rile 
And  fpeak  me  hand  divine. 

^  The  living  tribes  of  countlefs  forms, 

In  earth  and  fea  and  air  ; 

The  meaneft  flies,  the  fmalleft  worms. 
Almighty  power  declare* 

l  All  rofe  to  life  at  thy  command, 

And  wait  their  daily  food. 

From  thy  paternal,  bounteous  hand, 
Exhauftkfs  fpring  of  good  ] 

5  The  meads,  array’d  in  beauteous  green. 
With  v/holefome  herbage  crown’d  ; 

The  fields  with  corn,  a  richer  fcene, 

Spread  thy  full  bounties  round. 

£  The  fruitful  tree,  the  blooming  flower, 

In  varied  charms  appear  ; 

Their  varied  charms  difplay  thy  power, 
Thy  goodnefs  all  declare. 
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7  The  fun  s  productive  quickening'  beams 
The  growing  verdure  fpread  ; 
Refrefhing  rains  and  cooling  flreams 
His  gentle  influence  aid. 

$  The  moon  and  liars  his  abfent  light 
Refleft  with  borrow’d  rays  ; 

And  deck  the  fable  veil  of  night 
And  fpeak  their  maker’s  praife. 

Mrs.  Steels. 


CLXI.  Long  Metre • 

Faith  in  the  Redeemer's  Sacrifice. 

* 

T  OPT)* *  when  my  tho’ts  delighted  rove 
JL-4  Amidfl  the  wonders  of  thy  love  \ 
Glad  hope  revives  my  drooping  heart, 

Anri  bids  intruding  fear  depart. 

2  But  whilfl  thy  bufferings  I  furvey. 

And  faith  enjoys  a  heavenly  ray," 

Thefe  dear  memorials  of  thy  pain 
Prefent  anew  the  dreadful  feene. 

3  I  hear  thy  groans,  with  deep  furprizc, 

And  view  thy  wounds  with  weeping  eyes  ; 
Each  bleeding  wound,  each  dying  groan, 
With  anguifh  fill’d,  and  pains  unknown. 
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4  Tor  mortal  crimes,  a  facrifice. 

The  Lord  Ox  life,  the  Saviour  dies  ; 
What  love,  what  mercy,  how  divine  ? 

And  can  I  call  the  Saviour  mine  ? 

$  Repenting  forrow  fills  my  heart, 

But  mingling  joy  allays  the  [mart  ; 

O  may  my  future  life  declare. 

The  forrow  and  the  joy  fmcere. 

9  Be  all  my  heart,  and  all  my  days 
Devoted  to  my  Saviour’s  praife  j 
And  let  my  glad  obedience  prove 
How  much  I  owe,  how  much  I  love, 

*  Mrs.  Steele. 


IJ) 2 Kill,  CLXIL  Long  Metre*,. 


The  G of  pel  Jubilee.^ 


LOUD  let  the  tuneful  trumpet  found, 
And  fpread  the  joyiul  tidings  round  $•> 
Let  every  foul  with  transport  hear. 

And  hail  the  Lord’s  accepted  year. 

Ye  debtors,  whom  he  gives  to  know, 

That  you  ten  thoufand  talents  owe, 

When  humbled  at  his  feet  you  fall, 

1  our  gracious  Lord  forgives  them  all. 

Slaves,  who  have  borne  the  heavy  chains 

Of  fm  and  hell’s  tyrannic  reDn, 

° 
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To  liberty  aiTert  your  claim, 

And  plead  the  great  Redeemer’s  name. 

4  The  rich  inheritance  of  heaven 
Your  joy,  your  crown  are  freely  giv’n, 

"Fdir  Salem  your  arrival  waits, 

Yvrith  golden  flreets  and  pearly  gates. 

5  Her  bleft  inhabitants,  no  more, 

Bondage  and  poverty  deplore  9 
No  debt  but  love  immenfely  great, 

Whofe  joy  dill  rifes  with  the  debt. 

6  O  happy  fouls,  who  know  the  found  ! 

God’s  light  Ihall  all  their  fteps  furround  , 
And  drew  that  jubilee  begun. 

Which  through  eternal  years  ihall  run. 

Doddridge. 


JpglUtl  CLXIII.  Hallelujah  Metre. 

*  / 

The  Triumph  of  Chrijl  and  the  Power  of  his  GoJpeL 

3  TT  OUD  to  the  prince  of  heaven 
8^  Your  cheerful  voices  raife  j 
To  him  your  vows  be  given, 

And  fill  his  courts  with  praife. 

With  confcious  worth*  All  clad  in  arms, 
All  bright  in  charms*  He  (allies  forth. 


V 
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Gird  on  thy  conquering  fword, 

Afcend  thy  ihining  car  ; 

And  march,  almighty  Lord, 

To  wage  thy  holy  war. 

Before  his  wheels,  In  glad  furprlze 
Ye  vallies  rife.  And  fink  ye  hills. 

Fair  truth  and  gentle  love, 

With  righteoufnefs  and  peace, 

In  thy  retinue  move, 

Thy  conquering  power  to  grace. 

Thou  in  their  caufe  Shalt  prosperous  ridc^ 

And  far  and  wide,  Difpenfe  thy  Laws. 

Before  thy  mighty  fvvord, 

Millions  of  foes  fhall  fall  ; 

The  captives  of  thy  word, 

That  word  which  conquers  all. 

The  world  fhall  know,  Great  King  of  Kin™ 

What  wond’rous  things  Thine  arm  can  do. 

Here  to  my  willing  foul 
Bend  thy  triumphant  way. 

Here,  every  foe  control 
And  all  thy  power  difplay. 

Beneath  thy  fword,  Bled:  Jtefus,  fee 
I  bow  to  thee.  My  Prince  and  Lord, 

Dqdd&id$i  varied, 
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CLXIV.  Long  Metre* 

Folly  cured  by  Ajflittion . 

OW  at  thy  gracious  feet  I  bend, 

_ _ My  God,  my  everlafting  friend, 

Permit  the  claim,  O  let  thine  ear. 

My  humble  fuit  indulgent  hear. 

Lord,  tnou  hail  bid  me  feek  thy  face, 

And  afk  of  thee,  thy  promis’d  grace  , 

O  may  thy  favour,  bill's  divine  ! 

AVith  iuller,  clearer  radiance  fhine. 

3  But,  O  my  heart,  reded*  with  fhame*. 

Can  I  prefer  fo  bold  a  claim  ? 

Conicious  how  often  I  have  Bray’d, 

By  empty  vanities  betray’d. 

4  How  oft,  ungrateful  to  my  God, 

Have  trifles  call’d  my  thoughts  abroad  ! 

Till  heavenly  pity  faw  me  roam, 

And  bade  alHidtion  bring  me  home. 

5  And  when  the  fnares  of  earth  were  broke,. 
By  kind  afxlidlion’s  needful  Broke, 

Have  not  I  own’d  with  humble  praife 
That  juft  and  right  are  all  his  ways  ? 

6  Yes,  gracious  God,  before  thy  throne, 

My  vilenefs  and  thy  love  I  own  ; 

O  let  that  love  with  beams  divine, 
Forgiving,  healing,  round  me  fhine.. 


HYMNS. 

1  When  e’er  ungrateful  to  my  God, 

This  heedlefs  heart  requires  the  rod. 

Thy  arm  fupporting,  I  implore, 

The  hand  that  chaflens,  can  reftore. 

>  O  may  the  kind  conviction  prove, 

A  fruit  of  thy  paternal  love  ; 

Wean  me  from  earth,  from  fin  refine, 
And  make  my  heart  entirely  thine, 

Mrs,  Steele. 


CLXV.  Common  Metre • 

*fhe  ne<w  Jerufalem . 

LO,  what  a  glorious  fight  appears 
To  our  believing  eyes  ! 

The  earth  and  feas  are  pafl  away 
And  the  old  rolling  ikies  ! 

From  the  third heav’n  where  God  refide9! 

That  holy,  happy  place. 

The  new  Jerufalem  comes-  down, 

Adorn’d  with  fhining  grace. 

Attending  angels  fhout  for  joy 
And  the  bright  armies  fing, 

“  Mortals,  behold  the  facred  feat, 

Of  your  descending  King. 

<<  The  God  of  glory,  down  to  men 
Removes  his  Heft  abode  5 
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Men  are  the  objects  of  his  .love 
And  he  their  gracious  God. 

y  <(  His  tender  hand  fhall  wipe  the  tears 
From  every  weeping  eye. 

And  pains  and  groans  and  griefs  and  fe 
And  death  itfelf  fhall  die.” 

6  How  bright  the  vinon  !  but  how  long 
Shall  this  glad  hour  delay  ! 

Fly  fwifter  round,  ye  wings  of  time, 
And  bring  the  welcome  day. 


Watts. 


CLXVL  Common  Metre • 


A  living  and  a  dead  Faith, 


1  1ST  A  KEN  fouls,  that  dream  of  heaven 
JYJ[  And  make  their  empty  boalt, 

Of  inward  joys  and  fins  forgiven, 

Whilft  they  are  Haves  to  luft  y 

2  Vain  are  our  fancies,  airy  flights. 

If  faith  be  cold  and  dead  ; 

None  but  a  living  power  unites 
To  Chriib  the  living  head. 


5Tis  faith  that  changes  all  the  heart, 
’Tis  faith  that  works  by  love  j 


That  bids  all  finful  joys  depart, 
And  lifts  the  thoughts  above. 


’Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  hell, 
By  a  celefbial  power  ; 

This  is  the  grace  that  fhall  prevail, 

In  the  decilive  hour. 

Faith  mull  obey  our  father’s  will 
As  well  as  trull  his  grace  ; 

A  pardoning  God  is  jealous  flill. 

For  his  own  holinefs. 

When  from  the  curfe  he  fets  us  free. 
He  makes  our  natures  clean  , 

Nor  would  he  fend  his  Son  to  be 
The  minifter  of  fin. 


His  fpirit  fills  our  hearts  with  love 
And  feals  our  peace  with  God  ; 
With  cheerful  Heps  our  feet  lhall  move 
Along  the  heavenly  road. 


Watts  varied. 


CLXVIL  Long  Metre* 


The  Example  of  clrifl. 


MY  dear  redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  thy  word  % 
But  in  thy  life  thy  law  appears 


Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 
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2  Such  was  thy  piety  and  zeal 

Thy  deference  to  thy  father’s  will  ; 

Thy  love  and  meeknefs,  fo  divine, 

I  would  tranfcribe  and  make  them  mine* 

3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnefs’d  the  fervour  of  thy  prayer  5 
The  defart  thy  temptations  knew, 

Thy  conflict  and  thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern,  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here  ; 

Then  God,  the  judge,  fhall  own  my  name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb* 

Watts. 


fpgltlft  CLXVIIL  Long  Metre • 

Retirement  and  Meditation . 

1  JWY  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 

X  v  JL  ^  Granger  to  myfelf  and  thee  ; 
Amidit  ten  thoufand  thoughts  I  rove. 
Forgetful  of  myhigheft  love. 

2  Why  fhould  my  paflions  mix  with  earth 
And  thus  degrade  my  heavenly  birth  ? 
Why  fhould  I  cleave  to  things  below. 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour  go  ? 

3  Call  me  away  from  flefh  and  fenfe, 

Thy  fov’reign  word  can  draw  me  thence, 


t  would  obey  the  voice  divine 
And  all  inferior  joys  refign. 

Be  earth,  with  all  her  fcenes,  withdrawn, 
Let  noife  and  vanity  be  gone  5 
In  fecret  filence  of  the  mind 
My  heaven  and  there  my  God  I  find. 

Watts* 


Ogmn  cl  XIX.  C oramon  Metre* 

The  EverlaJUng  Covenant* 

MY  God,  the  Covenant  of  thy  love 
Abides  forever  fure  ; 

And  in  its  boundleis  grace  I  fed. 

My  happinefs  fecure. 

What  tho’ my  houfc  be  not  with  thee# 

As  nature  could  defire  ? 

To  higher  joys  than  nature  gives, 

My  nobler  views  afpire. 

Since  thou  the  cverlafling  God, 

My  Father  art  become  *, 

Jefus,  my  guardian  and  my  friend, 

And  heaven  my  final  home  ; 

I  welcome  all  thy  fovheign  will, 
hor  all  that  will  is  love  ; 

And  when  thy  providence  is  dark. 
i  wait  thy  light  above. 

6) 
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5  Thy-  cornant  in  my  dying  hour 
Shall  dwell  upon  my  tongue  5 
And  when  I  wake,  (hall  (fill  employ 
My  everlafling  fong. 

Doddridge  varied-. 


fpgmn  clxx.  Common  Metre . 

Gratitude  the  Spring  of  true  Religion . 

Y  God,  what  filken  cords  are  thine  ! 

_  How  foft  and  yet  how  ftrong  ! 

Whilft  power,  and  truth,  and  love  combine 
To  draw  our  fouls  along. 


2  When  crufh’d  beneath  the  heavy  yoke 

Of  iatan  and  of  fin  ; 

Thy  hand  our  iron  bondage  broke. 
Our  grateful  hearts  to  win. 

3  The  guilt  of  twice  ten  thoufand  fins 

Thy  mercy  takes  away  ; 

Thy  promife,  when  the  war  begins. 
Secures  the  crowning  day. 

4  Comfort  thro’  all  this  vale  of  tears 

In  rich  profufion  flows. 

The  glory  of  unnumber’d  years 
Eternity  bellows. 


5  Xlrawn  by  fuch  cords  we  onward  move 
Till  round  thy  throne  we  meet  ; 


\  :v 


\  V 


•  N 


And  captives  ip  the  chains  of  love 
Fall  at  our  conqu’ror’s  feet, 

Doddridge, 


Imploring  Divine  Influences, 


’Y  God,  whene'er  my  longing  heart 


M' 

Its  grateful  tribute  would  impart  \ 
In  vain  my  tongue  with  feeble  aim 
Attempts  the  glories  of  thy  name. 


In  vain,  my  bolded  thoughts  arife. 
I  (ink  to  earth,  and  lofe  the  ikies  y 
Yet  I  may  bill  thy  grace  implore* 
And  low  in  dud,  thy  name  adore. 


O  let  thy  grace  my  heart  infpire, 

And  raife  each  languid,  weak  defire  ; 
Thy  grace,  which  condefcends  to  meet 
The  fmner  proftrate  at  thy  feet. 


With  humble  fear  let  love  unite, 

And  mix  devotion  with  delight  \ 
Then  fhall  thy  name  be  all  my  joy, 
Thy  praife  my  conftant,  bled  employ. 


Thy  name  infpires  the  harps  above, 

With  harmony  and  praife  and  love 
That  grace  which  tunes  th’  immortal  brings 


Looks  kindly  down  on  mortal  things 


r-tf-i.  -SL  ■  - 


I  |iV  fW  Y  maker  and  my  king  ! 

XV il  To  thee,  my  all  I  owe  ; 

Thy  fov’reign  bounty  is  the  fpring 
From  whence  my  bleifings  flow,, 


H  Y  M  N  S, 


O  let  thy  grace  guide  every  fong, 

And  fill  my  heart  and  tune  my  tongue  5 
1  nen  fliall  the  Trains  harmonious  flow. 
And  heavenly  joy  begin  below. 

Mrs.  Steele 


JjJPHin  CL XXII*  Short  Met r I?* 


God  our  Creator  and  Benefactor 


Thou,  ever  good  and  kind  ! 
A  thoufand  reafons  move, 

A  thoufand  obligations  bind 
My  heart  to  grateful  love. 


The  creature  of  thy  hand. 
On  thee  alone  I  live. 

My  God,  thy  benefits  demand. 
More  praife  than  I  can  give. 


Lord  what  can  I  impart 
Wh  en  all  is  thine  before  ? 

Thy  love  demands  a  thankful  hearty 
The  gift,  alas,  how  poor  ! 


jj  Shall  I  withhold  thy  due  ? 
And  {hall  my  pardons  rove  ? 


V  v  t 
\  \  ;  V  > 


Lord,  form  this  wretched  heart  anew. 

And  fill  it  with  thy  love. 

O  let  thy  grace  infpire 
My  foul  with  flrength  divine  $ 

Let  all  my  powers  to  thee  afpire, 

And  all  my  days  be  thine; 

Mrs.  Steele. 

tf  4**^ 
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IpgUlU  CLXXI1I.  Common  Metre . 

Repentance  and  Hope . 

MY  Saviour,  when  my  thoughts  recal 
The  wonders  of  thy  grace, 

Low  at  thy  feet  aiham’d  I  fall 
And  hide  my  guilty  face. 

1 

Shall  love  like  thine  be  thus  repaid  ? 

Ah  vile  ungrateful  heart  ! 

By  earth’s  unworthy  cares  betray’d 
From  Jefus  to  depart  ! 

From  Jefus,  who  alone  can  give 
True  pleafure,  peace  and  reft  : 

When  abient  from  my  Lord,  I  live,, 
Unfatisfy’d,  unbleft. 

But  he,  for  his  own  mercy’s  fake 
My  wandering  foul  re  Bores  : 

He  bids  the  mourning  heart  partake 
The  pardon  it  implores. 


5  O  wliilft  I  breathe  to  thee,  my  Lord, 

The  penitential  figh  ; 

Confirm  the  kind  the  pardoning  word 
With  pity  in  thine  eye. 

6  Then  {hall  the  mourner,  at  thy  feet, 

Rejoice  to  feek  thy  face,  . 

And  grateful  own  how  kind,  how  fweet. 


Is  thy  forgiving  grace. 


Mrs.  Steele 


Confejfion  and  Pardon . 

Y  forxows  like  a  food. 
Impatient  of  reftraint. 


Into  thy  bofom,  O  my  God, 

Pour  out  a  long  complaint* 

2  How  often  have  I  flood, 

A  rebel  to  the  {kies  !  . 

Yet,  O  the  patience  of  my  God, 
Thy  thunder  blent  lies. 

3  Now  by  a  powerful  glance, 

My  Saviour,  from  thy  face, 

This  rebel  heart  no  more  withftands 
Rut  yields  to  fovereign  grace. 

I  fee  the  prince  of  life 
Diiplay  his  wounded  veins  \ 


1  fee  the  fountain  opened  wide* 

To  walla  away  my  (tains. 

My  God  is  reconcil’d, 

My  tears  his  pity  move  ; 

He  calls  me  his  adopted  child, 

The  object  of  his  love. 

Now  let  me  not  receive 
In  vain  this  heavenly  grace  \ 

But  let  it  be  a  fruitful  feed 
Producing  holinefs. 

Watts,  abbreviated  and  altered. 


ijJgtTin  CLXXV.  Common  Metre » 

The  Chrifiian  Race, 

MY  foul,  awake,  ftretch  every  nerve. 
And  prefs  with  vigor  on  ; 

A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 

And  an  immortal  crown. 

A  cloud  of  witnefTes  around 
Hold  thee  in  full  furvey  \ 

Forget  the  fteps  already  trod. 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

’Tis  Gad’s  all  animating  voice 
Which  calls  thee  from  on  high  ; 

?Tis  his  own  hand  prefents  the  prize 
To  thine  afpiring  eye. 


hymns. 


4  That  prize,  with  peerlefs  glories  bright. 
Which  {hall  new  luftre  boaft. 

When  vigors*  wreaths  and  monarchs*  gems 
Shall  blend  in  common  duft. 


5  My  foul,  with  facred  ardor  fir’d, 

The  glorious  prize  purfue  $ 

And  meet,  with  joy,  the  high  command. 
To  bid  this  earth  adieu* 

Doddridge 


Ijgmn  clxxvi.  Short  Metre . 

Prayer  in  Sicknejs . 


Y  Sovereign,  to  thy  throne, 

_ _ With  humble  hope  I  prefs, 

O  bow  thine  ear  to  hear  the  groan 
Of  indigent  diftrefs. 


Th5  eternal  prieft  appears 
Before  thee  with  his  blood  , 
Thro’  him  I  offer  thefe  my  tears 
And  caft  my  care  on  God. 


'  r 
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•  ^  'i 

3  My  life,  bow’d  down  with  pain, 
Mourns  its  decaying  bloom  ; 

Lord,  clothe  thefe  bones  with  flefh  again. 
And  fpare  me  from  the  tomb. 


4  Without  one  murm’ring  word 
Thy  chaftening  I  receive  , 


\ 


It! 


I 

V  '  v’  f 

vV-i^  *  $ 


But  with  fubmifiion  alk,  O  Lord, 
A  merciful  reprieve, 

Diftrefs’d  and  pain’d  as  now, 
Thy  aid  I  once  implor’d  *, 

Thy  pity  heard  my  earned:  vow. 
Thy  power  my  health  reftor’d. 


R 


dy  fupplicating  voice. 
Unwearied,  I  will  raife  ; 

Say  to  thy  fervant’s  foul,  rejoice,5 
And  fill  my  mouth  with  praife< 


CLXXVII.  Common  Metre ♦ 

Marriage* 

o 

n,  FT  YSTERIOLTS  rite  !  by  heaven  ordain* 
Yj[_  Uns  iacrea  trutn  to  prove, 

Thg  blifs  which  mortals  here  enjoy 
Mud:  flow  from  virtuous  love. 

Though  made  by  God’s  almighty  hand 
And  in  his  image  form’d 
Yet  Adam  knew  no  happinefs 
Till  love  his  bofom  warm’d. 


Eden  with  all  its  beauteous  groves 
And  fruits  of  richeft  tafte, 

To  one  for  fecial  blifs  defign’d 
Was  but  a  lonelv  wafte» 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


4  Lut  when  his  lovely  bride  appear’d 

In  native  graces  dreft, 

The  latent  fpark  burft  into  flame 
And  love  infpir’d  his  bread. 

5  ^^hat  wife  provi/ion  haft  thou  made, 

Great  parent  of  mankind, 

That  all  thine  offspring  may  enjoy 
rIhe  blifs  for  them  defign’d  ! 

6  Then  will  we  join  our  hearts  and  hands 

in  bonds  oi  virtuous  love  ; 

And  whilff  we  live  in  peace  below. 
Prepare  for  blifs  above. 


CLXXVIII,  Common  Metre > 

\ 

Submit/ it#  lo  Pr&vidence* 

AKED  as  from  the  earth  we  came 
And  rofe  to  life  at  firff, 

We  to  the  earth  return  again 
And  mingle  with  our  duff. 

2  Phe  dear  delights  we  here  enjoy 

And  call  our  own,  in  vain. 

Are  but  fhort  favours  borrow’d  now, 

To  be  repaid  again. 

3  Tis  God  who  lifts  our  comforts  high 

Or  finks  them  to  the  grave, 

He  gives,  and  bleffed  be  his  name, 

.  He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 


I 


H  Y  M  N  S*  it 

Peace,  all  our  angry  pafiions  then  f 
Let  each  impatient  Ggh 
Be  filent  at  his  fov’ reign  will. 

And  every  murmur  die. 

If  finding  mercy  crown  our  lives. 

Its  praifes  fhall  be  fpread  ; 

And  we’ll  adore  the  juflice  too 
That  ilrikes  our  comforts  dead 

Watts. 


$gmn  clxxix.  Cotnmon  Metre* 

Vain  Profperity ,  or  Forgetfulnefs  of  God . 

NO,  I  fhall  envy  them  no  more* 

Who  grow  profanely  great ; 

Tho’  they  increafe  their  golden  (lore. 

And  (hine  ia  robes  of  Bate. 

They  tafte  of  all  the  joys  that  grow 
Upon  this  earthly  clod  $ 

In  vain  they  fearch  the  creature  throf 
Whilit  they  forget  the  Gt>d, 

Shake  off  the  tho’ts  of  dying  too 
And  think  your  life,  your  own  5 
But  death  comes  haftening  on  to  you 
To  cut  your  glory  down. 

Yes,  you  muft  bow  your  (lately  head. 
Away  your  fpirit  hie?  5 

'-V 


And  no  kind  angel  near  your  bed 
To  bear  it  to  the  Ikies* 

5  Go  now  and  boaft  of  all  your  ftores 
And  tell  how  bright  you  fliine  ; 

JTour  heaps  of  glittering  dull  are  yours. 
And  my  Redeemers  mine. 

W  ATT  3. 

I p|nnn  clxxx.  Common  Metre . 

The  Holinefs  and  Happinefs  of  Heaven. 

1  ]VT0R  c^c  *laRi Ren’ nor  ear  *iatk  ^ear^ 

JC^|  Nor  fenfe,  nor  reafon  known. 

What  joys  the  father  hath  prepar’d 
For  thofe  that  love  the  Son. 

2  But  the  good  fpirit  of  the  Lord 

Reveals  a  heaven  to  come  ; 

The  beams  of  glory  in  his  word 
Allure  and  guide  us  home. 

3  Pure  are  the  joys  above  the  Iky, 

And  all  the  region  peace  } 

No  wanton  lip,  nor  envious  eye 
Can  fee  or  tafte  the  blifs. 

4  Not  the  malicious  or  profane. 

The  covetous  or  proud. 

Nor  thieves  nor  danderers  fhall  obtain 
The  kingdom  of  ear  God. 


H  T  M  N  So 


Tliofe  holy  gates  forever  bar 
Pollution,  fin  and  Ihame  ; 

^one  flib.ll  receive  admittance  there 
But  followers  of  the  lamb, 

'f  we  are  wafii’d  in  Jefus’  blood 
And  pardon’d  thro’  his  name  $ 
f  the  good  fpirit  of  our  God 
Has  fan&ify’d  our  frame  £ 

Ve  afk  a  perfevering  power 
To  keep  thy  juft  commands  ;  # 

would  defile  our  hearts  no  more, 

No  more  pollute  our  hands. 

Watts  varied. 


fijgmn  CLXXXI.  Long  Metre, 

Chriflians ,  the  Sons  of  God. 

all  the  nobles  of  the  earth, 

^  Who  boafr  the  honours  of  their  birth, 
ich  real  dignity  can  claim, 

s  thofe  who  bear  the  Chriftian  name. 


o  them  the  privilege  is  given, 

3  the  fons  and  heirs  of  heaven  * 
ns  of  the  God,  who  reigns  on  high, 
id  heirs  of  joys  beyond  the  fky.  ' 

R 
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H  Y  M  N  S. 


3  On  them,  a  happy,  chofen  race. 

Their  father  pours  his  richdt  grace  $ 

To  them  his  counfels  he  imparts, 

And  writes  his  law  within  their  hearts® 

4  When  thro’  temptation  they  rebel, 

‘  His  chaftening  rod  he  makes  them  feel  ; 
Then  with  a  father’s  tender  heart, 

He  Tooths  the  pain  and  heals  the  fmart. 

i  •  • 

5  Their  daily  wants  his  hands  fupply. 

Their  ft eps  he  guards  with  watchful  eye. 
Leads  them  from  earth  to  heaven  above. 
And  crowns  them  with  eternal  love* 

6  Have  I  the  honour,  Lord,  to  be 
One  of  this  numerous  family  ? 

On  me  thy  gracious  gift  beftow 
To  call  my  God,  my  father  too* 

y  So  may  my  conduct  ever  prove, 

My  filial  piety  and  love  j 
Whilft  all  my  brethren  clearly  trace, 

Their  father’s  image  in  my  face. 

Stennet. 


Ipgmn  CLXXXII.  Long  Metre. 

Divine  Companion  to  Sinners. 

\ 

NOT  to  condemn  the  fons  of  men 

Did  Chriit  the  fon  of  God  appear ; 


I9J 


H  Y  M  N  S. 

No  weapons  in  his  hands  are  feen, 

No  flaming  fword  nor  thunder  there ♦ 

l  Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 

He  lov'd  the  race  of  man  io  well ; 

He  lent  his  ion  to  bear  our  load 
Of  fins,  and  lave  our  fouls  from  nell. 

o  Let  finners  hear  the  Saviour’s  word. 

Trull  in  his  mighty  name  and  live, 

A  thoufand  joys  his  lips  afford,  ^ 

His  hands  a  thoufand  bleffmgs  give* 

4  «  Come  all  ye  weary,  fainting  fouls, 

Ye  heavy  laden  finners  come  j 
I’ll  give  you  reft  from  all  your  toils, 

And  lead  you  to  my  heavenly  home* 

-  a  Ye  {hall  find  reft  that  learn  of  me, 

I’m  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mind  \ 

But  paffion  rages  like  the  fea, 

And  pride  is  reftlefs  as  the  wind. 

>  i 

6  “Blefs’dis  the  man  whofe  fhoulders  take 
My  yoke  and  bear  it  with  delight  5 
My  yoke  is  eafy  to  his  neck,  . 

My  grace  {hall  make  the  burden  light. 


1  f 


>  * 

'  » 

:  if 
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y  Jefus,  we  come  at  thy  command,  ^ 

With  faith  and  hope  and  humble  zea^, 

Refign  our  fpirits  to  thy  hand, 

To  rule  and  guide  us  at  thy  will. 

Watts* 


1 
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^  H  Y  M  N  S. 


*^ntn  clxxxiji.  c»„  Mmi. 

Sinai  and  Sion.. 

1  \PS  t0  the  terrors  of  the  Lord 

J-  ^  1  "e  tempeft,  fire  and  fmokev 

l,he  Sunder  of  that  word 

Which  God  on  Sinai  fpoke. 

a  But  we  are  come  to  Sion’s  hill 
The  city  of  our  Gcd  ; 

Where  milder  words  declare  his  will 
And  fpread  his  love  abroad, 

3  Behold  th’  innumerable  hoft 
^  Or  angels  cloth’d  in  light ! 

Behold  the  fpirits  of  the  juft 

Whole  faith  is  turn’d  to  light  f 

♦  .  ,  | 

■v  V» 

4  Behold,  the  bleft  ahembly  there, 

Whofe  names  are  writ  in  heaven  * 

And  G0dA  jud^e  of  aII>  *c  W 

Ineir  vileft  fins  forgiven. 


5  i  he  faints  on  earth,  and  all  the  dead 
But  one  communion  make  ; 

All  join  in  Chrift  their  living  head 
And  of  his  grace  partake. 


-  s 


In  fuch  fociety  as  this 

My  weary  foul  would  reft  ; 

The  man  that  dwells,  where  Jefus  is, 

Muft  be  forever  bleft, 

Watt«o 


$gmn  clxxxiv.  Common  Metre . 

On  the  Death  of  a  Minijler . 

NOW  let  our  drooping  hearts  revive. 
And  all  our  tears  be  dry  ; 

Why  ihould  thofe  eyes  be  drown’d  in  grief^ 

Y/hich  view  a.  Saviour  nigh  ? 

* 

What,  tho’  the  gloomy  tyrant  death 
Doth  God’s  own  houfe  invade  ? 

What,  tho’  the  prophet  and  the  prieit: 

Be  number’d  with  the  dead  ? 

Tho’  earthly  fhepherds  dwell  in  duft. 

The  aged  and  the  young  ; 

The  watchful  eye  in  darknefs  clos’d  5 
And  mute  th’  inftrudfive  tongue  : 

Th’  eternal  fhepherd  ftill  furvives 
New  comfort  to  impart, 

His  hand  ftill  guides  us,  and  his  voice 
Still  animates  our  heart. 


5  “  Lo  I  am  with  you,”  faith  the  Lord* 

“  My  church  fhall  fafe  abide  ; 

For  I  will  ne’er  forfake  my  own. 

Whole  fouls  in  me  confide.” 

6  Thro’  every  fcene  of  life  and  death 

This  promife  is  our  truft  ; 

And  this  fhall  be  our  children’s  fong 
When  we  are  laid  in  dull. 

Doddridge. 


$gmn  clxxxv.  Common  Metre * 

The  Inter cejjlon  of  Chrifi . 

5  Kl0W  *et  °Ur  fabh  behold 

Our  great  high  prieft  above* 

And  celebrate  his  conftant  care 
And  fympathetic  love. 

2  Exalted  to  his  father’s  throne, 

With  matchlefs  honours  crown’d  | 

And  Lord  of  all  th’  angelic  hoft 
Who  wait,  the  throne  around  5 

3  The  names  of  all  the  faints  he  bears*  • 

Engraven  on  his  heart ; 

Nor  fhall  the  meanefl  faint  complain 
That  he  hath  loft  his  part. 


Thofe  charaflers  fhall  firm  remain 
Our  everlafting  trull ; 

When  gems,  and  monuments  and  crowns 
Are  moulder’d  into  dull. 

Doddridge, 


Jpgmn  CLXXXvr.  Common  Metre, 

God’s  Love  to  his  Church . 

NOW  fhall  my  inward  joys  ari.fe. 

And  burll  into  a  fong : 

Almighty  love  infpires  my  heart. 

And  pleafures  tune  my  tongue. 

God,  on  his  thirfty  Sion  hill. 

Some  mercy-drops  has  thrown, 

And  lolemn  oaths  have  bound  his  love 
To  Ihower  falvation  down. 

Why  do  we  then  indulge  our  fears5 
Sufpicions  and  complaints  ? 

Is  he  a  God  ?  and  fhall  his  grace 
Grow  weary  of  his  faints  ? 

Can  a  kind  mother  e’er  forget 
Theobje£l  of  her  care  ? 

Among  a  thoufand  tender  tho’ts, 

Her  fuekling  have  no  {hare  ? 

**  Yet  (faith  the  Lord  )  fhould  nature  change 
And  mothers  monfters  prove. 
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Sion  ftill  dwells  upon  the  heart 
Of  everlafting  love. 

4  “  Deep  on  the  palms  of  both  my  hands 
I  have  engrav’d  her  name  ; 

My  hands  (hall  raife  her  ruin’d  walls* 

And  build  her  broken  frame.” 

Watts. 


J£>gttW  CLXXXVII.  Long  Metre. 

The  Glory  and  Grace  of  Qhrijl . 

1  "VT  OW  to  the  Lord  a  noble  fong  ! 

JJN  Awake  my  foul,  awake  my  tongue  * 
Hofanna  to  th’  eternal  name, 

And  all  his  boundlefs  love  proclaim. 

2  See  where  it  {hines  in  Jefas’  face. 

The  brighteft  image  of  his  grace  \ 

God  in  the  perfon  of  his  fon 
Has  all  his  nobleft  works  outdone. 

3  The  fpacious  earth  and  fpreading  flood. 
Proclaim  the  wife,  the  powerful  God  \ 

And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar 
Sparkle  in  every  rolling  (tar. 

4  But  in  thy  Son  a  glory  (hines. 

Drawn  cut  in  far  fuperior  lines 
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Tlic  luitre  or  redeeming  grace 
Outihines  the  beams  of  nature's  face, 

Grace  !  tis  a  pure  celeftial  theme. 

Our  cho’ts  rejoice  at  Jeius’  name  ! 

Ye  angels  dwell  upon  the  found  ; 

Ye  heavens  reflect  it  to  the  ground- 

O  may  we  reach  that  glorious  place 
Where  we  ihall  fee  him  face  to  face  ; 
Wnere  ah  his  faints  from  death  reliorU 
ohad  be  torever  with  the  Lord. 

Watts,  varied. 


%>mn  CLXXXVIII.  Long  Metre ■. 


dory  to  ebriji  our  Priejl  and  King , 


1ST  9™  0  he,  Lord  who  makes  US  t90\T 

J-  >  Ihe  wonders  of  his  dying  love, 

3e  humble  honours  paid  below, 

\nd  ftrains  of  nobler  praife  above. 


Ihvas  he  who  cleans  d  us  from  our  fins, 
bid  wafh  d  us  in  his  precious  blood  ; 

I  is she  that  makes  us  priefis  and  kin»s, 
Lnd  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God.  * 


0  Jehs,  our  atoning  nrieft 
o  Jefus,  our  eternal  king. 


» 

k 


I 


Be  univerfal  power  confefs’d, 

And  every  tongue  his  glory  hng. 

4  Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes  ! 

And  every  eye  fhall  fee  him  move  1 
Tho’  with  our  fins  we  pierc’d  him  once 
Then  he  difplays  his  pardoning  love. 

5  The  unbelieving  world  fhall  wail, 

Whilft  we  rejoice  to  fee  the  day  ; 

'  Come,  Lord,  nor  let  thy  promife  fail. 

Nor  let  thy  chariot  long  delay. 

Watts. 


jpgrnn  clxxxix.  Long  Metre * 

Salvation  by  Grace . 

i  xTow  to  the  power  of  God  fupreme 
JEN  Be  everlafting  honours  given. 

He  faves  from  fin,  we  blefs  his  name. 

And  calls  our  wandering  feet  to  heav’n* 

a  Not  for  our  duties  or  deferts. 

But  of  his  own  abundant  grace. 

He  works  falvation  in  our  hearts. 

And  forms  a  people  for  his  praife* 

3  5Twas  his  own  purpofe  that  begun 
To  refcue  Tinners  doom’d  to  die  •, 

He  gave  us  grace  in  Chrift  his  fon* 
Before  he  fpread  the  ftarry  Iky* 
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Jefus,  tlie  Lord,  appears  at  laft. 

And  makes  his  father's  counfels  known 
Declares  the  great  tranfaClions  pad, 
And  brings  imrnortal  bleffings  down. 

He  dies,  and  in  that  dreadful  night 
Did  all  the  powers  of  hell  deftroy  ; 
Rifing,  he  bro’t  our  heaven  to  light* 
And  took  pofleffion  of  the  joy. 


f ;  f 


Watts, 


$gmn  cxc.  Common  Metre . 

Divine  Goodnefs  in  Afflictions. 

j 

NOW  to  thy  heav’nly  fathers  praife 
My  heart,  thy  tribute  bring  ; 

That  goodnefs  which  prolongs  my  days 
With  grateful  pleafure  fing. 

Whene’er  he  fends  affii&ing  pains 
His  mercy  holds  the  rod  ; 

His  powerful  word,  the  heart  fuftains, 
And  fpeaks  a  faithful  God. 

A  faithful  God  is  ever  nigh, 

When  humble  grief  implores  ; 

His  ear  attends  each  plaintive  figh, 

He  pities  and  reflores. 

My  grateful  foul  would  humbly  bring 
Her  tribute  to  thv  throne  ^ 


H  Y  M  N  S. 

Accept  the  wifh,  my  God,  my  King, 

Xo  make  thy  goednefs  known. 

5  O  be  the  life  thy  hand  reftores 

Devoted  to  thy  praife  ! 

To  thee,  I  confecrate  my  powers^ 

To  thee,  my  future  days. 

6  Thy  foul  enlivening  grace  impart, 

A  warmer  love  infpire  ; 

And  be  the  breathings  of  my  heart 
Dependance  and  defire. 

Mrs.  Steele, 


CXCI.  Common  Metre * 

Winter . 

> 

1  IVT  w*nter  throws  his  icy  chains 
T.AI  Encircling  nature  round  : 

How  bleak,  how  comforrlefs  the  plains, 
With  verdure  lately  crown’d  ! 

2  The  fun  withdraws  his  vital  beams 

And  light  and  warmth  depart  ; 

And  drooping,  lifelefs  nature  feems 
An  emblem  of  my  heart. 

3  My  heart,  where  mental  winter  reigns, 

In  night’s  dark  mantle  clad, 

Confin’d  in  cold  inadtive  chains 
How  defolate  and  fad  ! 


HYMN  S. 

S  |  J 

EJer  long  the  fun  with  genial  ray 
Shall  cheer  the  mourning  earth  ; 

And  blooming  flowers  and  verdure  gay 
Renew  their  annual  birth. 

* 

m. 

So,  if  my  foul’s  bright  fun  impart 
His  all-enliv’ning  fmile, 

The  vital  ray  (hall  cheer  my  heart* 

Till  then*  a  frozen  foil. 

Then  faith,  and  hope,  and  love,  flhall  rife 
Renew’d  to  lively  bloom. 

And  breathe  accepted  to  the  Ikies 
Their  humble,  fweet  perfume. 

/ 

Great  fource  of  light,  thy  beams  difplay, 

.  My  drooping  joys  rellore, 

And  guide  me  to  the  feats  of  day 
Where  winter  frowns  no  more. 

Mrs.  Steele. 


$>gnm  CXCIL  Common  Metre • 

Charity . 

O  CHARITY,  thou  heavenly  grace* 
All  tender,  foft  and  kind  ! 

A  friend  to  all  the  human  race. 

To  all  that’s  good  inclin’d  ! 

The  man  of  charity  extends 
T  o  all,  his  liberal  hand  j 

£ 


i 


His  kindred,  neighbours,  foes  and  friends 
His  pity  may  command. 

2  He  aids  the  poor  in.  their  diftrefs, 
fie  hears  when  they  complain. 

With  tender  heart  delights  to  bids, 

And  leiTen  all  their  pain. 

4  The  fick,  the  pris’ner,  poor  and  blind. 

And  all  the  Tons  of  grief, 

In  him  a  benefadlor  find. 

He  loves  to  give  relief. 

5  5Tis  love  that  makes  religion  fweet, 

’Tis  love  that  makes  us  rife, 

With  willing  mind  and  ardent  feet, 

To  yonder  happy  fkies. 

/ 

6  Then  let  us  all  in  love  abound, 

And  charity  purfue, 

Thus  {hall  we  be  with  glory  crown’d. 

And  love  as  angels  do. 

Prow®. 

_ _ »--- _ _ _ _ — 

©Dttin  CXCIII.  Long  Metre. 

:3'-  £* 

Longing  for  Heaven. 

I  COULD  I  foar  to  worlds  above, 

That  bleffed  (late  of  peace  and  love  ! 
How  gladly  would  I  mount  and  fly 
On  angels’  wings  to  joys  on  high  I 
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But  ah,  ftill  longer  mull  I  ftay, 

Ere  darkfome  night  is  chang’d  to  day  ; 
More  erodes,  forrows,  conflicts  bear. 
Expos’d  to  trials,  pains  and  care. 


»  Well,  let  thefe  troubles  ftill  abound, 

Let  thorns  and  briars  fill  the  ground  ; 

Let  ftorms  and  tempefts  dreadful  come 
•Till  I  arrive  at  heaven  my  home. 

j.  My  father  knows  what  road  is  beft 
And  how  to  lead  to  peace  and  reft  ; 

To  him  I  cheerful  give  my  all. 

Go  where  he  leads  and  wait  his  call. 

1 

j  When  he  commands  my  foul  away 
Not  kingdoms  then  fhall  tempt  my  ftay  ; 
With  rapture  I  fhall  wake  and  rife 
To  join  my  friends  above  the  ikies. 

PrOUB. 


t  ' 

» 


i 


!pgmn  cxci  V.  Comqion  Metre , 

The  univerfal  Extent  of  ChriJFs  Kingdom: 

’ER  mountain  tops,  the  mount  of  God. 
In  latter  days  fhall  rife  j 
Above  the  fummits  of  the  hills, 

And  draw  the  wond’ring  eyes. 

2  To  this  the  joyful  nations  round, 

All  tribes  and  tongues  fhall  flow ; 


HYMNS. 


Up  to  the  mount  of  God  they  fay, 

And  to  his  houfe,  we’ll  go. 

3  The  beams  that  fhine  from  Zion’s  hill 

Shall  lighten  every  land  ; 

The  king,  who  reigns  in  Salem’s  towr’s. 

Shall  the  whole  world  command. 

4  Among  the  nations  he  {hall  judge, 

His  judgments,  truth  (hall  guide  ; 

His  feeptre  fnall  protedl  the  juft, 

And  crufh  the  tinner’ s  pride. 

5  No  war  {hall  rage,  nor  hoftile  ftrife, 

Difturb  thofe  happy  years  ; 

To  piough-ftiares  men  ftrall  beat  their  fwords. 
To  pruning-hooks  their  fpears. 

4  No  longer,  hofts  encountering  hofts, 

Shall  crouds  of  flain  deplore  ; 

They’ll  lay  the  martial  trumpet  by 
And  ftudy  war  no  more. 

Scotch  Paraphrafes, 


ipgmn  CXCV.  Common  Metre* 

Obedience  to  God  our  Fatter . 

i  GOD,  my  Father,  I  adore 

That  all-commanding  name  ; 

It  will  my  foul  to  life  reftore, 

And  kindle  all  my  flame. 
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2  Entire,  I  bow  at  thy  commands, 

My  filial  homage  pay  ; 

With  heart  and  life,  with  tongue  and  h: 
I’ll  cheerfully  obey. 

3  Hi  willfully  no  more  tranfgrefs 

As  I  too  oft  have  done  ; 

But  ev’ry  finful  tho’t  fupprefs, 

Each  finful  aftion  fhun. 

4  Each  day  I  live,  I’ll  feek  with  care, 

My  Father,  well  to  pleafe, 

And  in  this  courfe  will  perfeverc 
By  thine  allifting  grace. 

^  Thus  will  I  my  relation  claim, 

And  call  myfelf  thy  ion, 

And  whilft  I  bear  the  glorious  name. 
My  father’s  rights  will  own, 

6  1  will  *,  but  thou  muff  (Length  impart 
This  promife  to  fulfil  *, 

Lord,  write  thy  law  upon  my  heart 
That  I  may  do  thy  will. 


Brotherly  Love . 


GOD,  our  father  and  cur  King, 


j 

t : 


» 


Of  all  we  have,  or  hope,  the  fpring  ; 
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Send  down  thy  fpirit  from  above. 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  holy  love. 

2  May  we  from  every  a abftam, 

That  hurts,  or  gives  our  neighbour  pain. 
And  every  fecret  wifh  fupprefs, 

That  would  abridge  his  happinefs. 

3  Still  may  we  feel  our  hearts  inclin’d, 

To  a£t  the  friend  to  all  mankind  ; 

Still  feek  their  fafety,  health  and  eafe, 

Their  virtue  and  eternal  peace. 

4  With  pity  may  our  breafl  o’ernow, 

When  we  behold  a  wretch  in  woe  ; 

*  \ 

And  bear  a  fympathifing  part 
With  all  who  are  of  heavy  heart. 

5  Let  love  in  all  our  condu<5l  fhine. 

An  image  fair,  tho’  faint  of  thine  j 
Thus  may  we  his  difciples  prove 
Who  came  to  manifeft  thy  love. 

Salisbury  CellsflioB. 

Jppmn  CXCVII.  Common  Metre. 

TE  DEUM. 

A  general  Hymn  of  Praifc. 

nGOD,  we  praife  thee  and  confefe 
That  thou  the  only  Lord, 


2 


I 
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And  everlafting  father  art, 

By  all  the.earth  ador’d. 

2  To  thee  all  angels  cry  aloud, 

To  thee  the  powers  on  high. 

Both  Cherubim  and  Seraphim, 

Continually  do  cry. 

3  O  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

Whom  heavenly  holts  obey, 

The  world  is  with  the  glory  fill’d 
Of  thy  majeftic  fvvay. 

4  Th’  apoftles  glorious  company, 

And  prophets  crown’d  with  light. 

With  all  the  martyrs  noble  holt, 

Thy  conftant  praife  recite. 

5  The  holy  Church  throughout  trr  world 

O  Lord,  confelfes  thee, 

That  thou,  eternal  father  art. 

Of  boundlefs  majelty. 

*6  Thy  honour’d  true  and  only  Son, 

And  Holy  Gholt,  the  fpring 
Of  never  ceafingjoy  \  O  Chrift, 

Of  glory  thou  art  King. 

Pat  r  i 
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!pgmn  CXCVIII.  Long  Metre. 

The  Glory  and  Safety  of  the  Church . 

1  \  Church,  celeftial  bride. 

Thy  hufband  will  with  thee  refide. 
With  matchlefs  glory  thou  fhalt  fhine 
In  robes  of  honour  all  divine. 

2  Silver  and  gold  her  happy  drefs, 

Truth,  meeknefs,  love  and  righteoufnefs  ; 
Holy  without  and  pure  within, 

Free  from  the  guilt  of  reigning  fin. 

3  Her  laws  and  do&pnes  juft  and  right. 

Her  priefts,  the  minifters  of  light  \ 

Her  order  from  the  courts  above. 

And  all  her  fervice  done  in  love. 

4  Her  difcipline  is  from  the  word, 

Her  head  and  ruler  is  the  Lord  ; 

Her  fons  and  daughters  all  agree 
And  live  in  peace  and  charity. 

5  Her  journey  is  the  holy  way 
Which  leads  to  everlafting  day, 

And  her  eternal  fune  reward 

A  crown  of  glory  with  the  Lord. 

Fhowb. 
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|)gnm  CXCIX.  Common  Metre . 

The  Ways  of  Wifdom . 

x  HAPPY  is  the  man  who  hears 

\Jy  Inftruclion’s  faithful  voice  ; 

And  who,  celeftial  wifdom  makes, 

His  early,  only  choice. 

2  Her  treafures  are  of  more  efteem 

Than  eaft  or  weft  unfold  ; 

And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 
Than  all  their  mines  of  gold. 

3  In  her  right  hand  (he  holds  to  view 

A  length  of  happy  days  ; 

Riches,  with  fplendid  honours  join’d. 

Her  left  hand  full  difplays. 

4  She  guides  the  young  with  innocence 

In  pleafure’s  paths  to  tread  y 
A  crown  of  glory  (he  bellows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 

5  According  as  her  labours  rife 

So  her  rewards  increafe  ; 

Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleafantneis. 

And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 

Scotch  Paraphrafc*. 
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ipvmn  CC.  Common  Metre . 

4  Filial  Siibmijjion. 

# 

1  LORD,  my  belt  de fires  fulfil* 

And  help  me  to  refign 

Life,  health  and  comfort  to  rhy  wi‘ll. 

And  make  thy  pleafure  mine. 

2  Why  fhould  I  fhrink  at  thy  command 

Vvnhcfe  love  forbids  my  fears  ? 

Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 
That  wipes  away  my  tears  ! 

3  No,  let  me  rather  fceely  yield 

What  moil  I  prize  to  thee  ; 

Who  never  hail  a  gift  withheld. 

Nor  wilt  withhold,  from  me. 

CoWPEH, 

4  1  would  fubmit  to  all  thy  will 

For  thou  art  good  and  wife  ; 

Let  every  anxious  thought  be  ftill 
Nor  one  faint  murmur  rife. 

5  Thy  love  can  cheer  the  darkeft  gloom 

And  bid  me  wait  ferene  •, 

Till  hopes  and  joys  immortal  bloom 
And  brighten  all  the  fcene. 


l 
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>  My  father  !  O  permit  my  heart, 

To  plead  her  humble  claim, 

And  afk  the  blifs  thoie  words  impart. 

In  my  Redeemer’s  name. 

Mrs.  Steele* 


J£>gmn  cci.  Common  Metre . 

A  Morning  or  Evening  Hymn . 

1  thee  each  morning,  O  my  God, 
My  waking  thoughts  attend  ; 

In  whom  are  founded  all  my  hopes. 

In  whom  my  willies  end. 

2  My  foul,  in  pleafmg  wonder  loft. 

Thy  boundlefs  love  furveys, 

And  fir’d  with  grateful  zeal  prepares 
Her  facrifice  of  praife. 

3  When  evening  {lumbers  prefs  my  eyes, 

With  thy  protection  blcft, 

In  peace  and  fafety  I  commit 
My  weary  limbs  to  reft. 

4  My  fpirit  in  thy  hands  fecure 

Fears  no  approaching  ill  ; 

For  whether  waking  or  afleep 
Thou,  Lord,  art  with  me  ftilh 
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5  Then  will  I  daily  to  the  world 

Thy  wondrous  adfs  proclaim  ; 
Whilft  all  with  me  {hall  praifes  fing 
And  blefs  thy  facred  name. 

6  At  morn,  at  noon,  at  night  I’ll  dill 

The  growing  work  purfue  j 
And  thee  alone  wilt  praife,  to  whom 
Eternal  praife  is  due. 


Liverpool  Colle&iom 


CCII.  Common  Metre ♦ 


Re/ignation,  or  Good  out  of  Evil. 

RESIGNATION,  heavenly  power, 
Our  warmed  thoughts  engage  j 


Thou  art  the  fafed  guide  of  youth, 
The  foie  fupport  of  age. 

2  Teach  us  the  hand  of  love  divine 
In  evils  to  difcern  ; 

?Tis  the  fird  leflon  which  we  need 
The  lated  which  we  learn. 

Is  refignation’s  leflon  hard  ? 

On  trial  we  (hall  find, 

It  makes  us  give  up  nothing  tiiorc 
Than  anguifh  of  the  mind. 


Refign,  and  all  the  pain  of  life 
That  moment  we  remove  ; 

Ihe  heavy  load  of  grief  and  care 
Devolves  on  one  above. 

Hie  bids  us  lay  our  burthen  down 
On  his  almighty  hand 
Supports  our  feeble  frame,  and  makes 
Our  weary  feet  to  (land. 


What  though  we’re  fwallow’d  in  the  deep, 
And  billows  round  us  roar  ? 

Like  Jonah  thou  wilt  fafely  keep, 

And  guide  us  to  the  ihore. 

Thy  will  is  welcome,  let  it  wear 
Its  mod  tremendous  form  y 
Though  tempefts  rife,  we  know  that  thou 


Canil  fave  us  by  the  dorm. 


Young,  altered* 


ipgnin  CCIII.  Common  Metre . 

JDeJire  of  Communion  with  God \ 

OTHAT I  knew  the  fecret  place 
Where  I  might  find  my  God  ! 

I’d  ipread  my  wants  before  his  face 
And  pour  my  woes  abroad. 

T 


2  I’d  t  ftl  him  how  my  fins  arife, 

V\  .  it  forrows  I  iuftain  ; 

How  ft  re  ng  th  decays  and  comfort  dies 
And  leaves  my  heart  in  pain. 

3  He  knows  what  arguments  I’d  take . 

To  wreftle  with  my  God  ; 

I’d  plead  for  his  own  mercy’s  fake. 

And  plead  my  Saviour’s  blood* 

4  My  God  will  pity  my  complaints. 

And  heal  my  broken  bones  ; 

He  knows  the  meaning  of  his  faints, 

The  language  of  their  groans. 

$  Arife,  my  foul,  from  deep  diftrefs. 

And  banilh  every  fear  ; 

He  calls  me  to  his  throne  of  grace. 

To  fpread  my  forrows  there. 

Watts# 


Ppm n  CCIV.  Long  Metre . 

On  the  Dangerous  Sicknefs  of  a  Minijler . 

1  1 HOU,  before  whofe  gracious  throne 

K^Jr  bow  our  fuppliant  fpirits  down  * 
Thou  know’ll  the  anxious  cares  we  feel, 

And  all  our  trembling  lips  would  tell* 


Thou  only  canft  afluage  our  grief, 
And  give  our  forrowlng  hearts  relief. 
In  mercy  then,  thy  fervant  fpare, 

Nor  turn  aflde  thy  people’s  prayer. 


Avert  thy  defolating  ftroke, 

Nor  finite  the  (hepherd  of  the  flock  \ 
Reftore  him,  finking  to  the  grave, 

Stretch  out  thine  arm,  make  nafte  to  mv.e, 


Bound  to  each  foul  by  tender  ties. 

In  every  heart  his  image  lies  \ 

Thy  pitying  aid,  O  God,  impart. 

Nor  rend  him  from  each  bleeding  He  art, 

;  But  if  our  fupplications  fail. 

And  prayers  and  tears  cannot  prevail  ! 

-  Be  thou  his  ftrength,  be  thou  his  if  ay, 
Support  him  thro?  the  gloomy  way. 

5  Around  him  may  thy  angels  ft  and, 

^■■Waiting  the  flgnal  ci  thy  hand  *, 

To  bid  his  happy  fpirit  rife 
And  bear  him  to  their  native  ikies. 

Rif f on ; s  Coflefuom 

v  ,  . 


CCV.  Common  Metre. 

"The  Qhrijliart s  Rcfolutioti,  founded  on  jftieeb  s  l  o-iv* 


Gen.  xxviii.  2c. 

OTHOU,  by  whole  all-bounteous  ln^-w 
Thy  people  ftillare  fed  5 


1 


Who  thro’  life’s  weary  pilgrimage, 

*  raft  all  our  fathers  led. 

**  To  thee,  our  humble  vow  we  raifb 
To  thee,  addrefs  our  prayer  ; 

And  in  thy  kind,  and  faithful  hand, 
Depolit  all  our  care, 

3  If  thou,  thro’  each  perplexing  path, 

Wilt  be  our  conilant  guide  $ 

If  thou  wilt  daily  food  lupply, 

And  raiment  wilt  provide  ; 

4  If  thou  wilt  fpread  thy  fhield  around^ 

Till  all  our  wand’rings  ceafe  ; 

And  at  our  father’s  fafe°  abode 
Our  fouls  arrive  in  peace  ; 

5  To  thee,  as  to  our  cov’nant  God, 

Ourfelves  we  will  refign  ; 

And  count  that  all  on  earth  we  have, 
And  e’en  our  life  is  thine. 


fpjntm  ccvi.  Common  Metre , 

The  Contrite  Heart* 

THOU,  whofe  tender  mercy  hears 
Contrition’s  humble  figh, 
fhofe  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears 
.From  furrow’s  weeping  eye. 


HYMNS. 


V 


See  !  low  before  thy  throne  of  g  fciCCj 
A  wretched  wanderer  mourn, 

•'■Had  tliou  not  bid  me  leek  thy  face  ? 
Haft  thou  not  laid,  return  ? 

And  fhall  my  guilty  fears  prevail, 

To  drive  me  from  thy  feet  ? 

O  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail, 

This  only  fafe  retreat. 

[.  Abfent  from  thee,  my  guide,  my  light,, 
Without  one  cheering  ray, 

Thro5  dangers,  fears  and  gloomy  night,, 
flow  deiolate  my  "way  l 

-  O  dune  on  this  benighted  heart, 

With  beams  of  mercy  ftine  ; 

And  let  thy  healing  voice  impart 
A  tafte  of  joys  divine. 

5  Thy  prefence  only  can  be  mow, 

-  Delights  which  never  cloy  , 

*Be  this  my  comfort  here  below. 

And  my  eternal  joy. 


I 


Mrs.  Steele 


I 


TIME,  how  few  thy  value  weigh,? 
How  few  will  eftimate  a  day  ! 


221 


HYMN  S. 


■ 


Days,  months  and  years  are  rolling  on* 
The  foul  negletted  and  undone. 


2  In  painful  cares  or  empty  joys 

Our  life  its  precious  hours  deftroys  ; 
Whilft  death  Hands  watching  at  our  fide. 
Eager  to  Hop  the  living  tide. 

3  Was  it  for  this,  ye  mortal  race, 

Your  maker  gave  you  here  a  place  ? 

Was  it  for  this,  his  thought  defign’d. 

The  frame  of  your  immortal  mind  ? 

4  For  nobler  cares*  for  joys  fublime* 

He  fafhioned  all  the  fons  of  time  ; 
Pilgrims  on  earth,  but  foon  to  be 
The  heirs  of  immortality. 


5  This  feafon  of  your  being,  know, 

Is  given  to  you,  your  feeds  to  fow  ; 
Wifdom  and  folly’s  differing  grain 
'  In  future  worlds  is  blifs  and  pain. 

4  Then  let  me  every  day  review. 

Idle  or  bufy  fearch  it  through  ; 
ilnd  whilft  probation’s  minutes  laft. 
Let  every  day  amend  the  paft. 


Scott, 


|)gmn  CCVIII.  Common  Metre * 


Prudence . 


TIS  a  lovely  thing  to  fee, 
A  man  of  prudent  heart  [ 


Whofe  thoughts  and  lips  and  life  agree 
To  a£t  a  ufeful  part. 

When  envy,  ftrife  and  wars  begin 
In  little  angry  fouls  ; 

Mark  how  the  fons  of  peace  come  in, 

And  quench  the  kindling  coals. 

Their  minds  are  humble,  mild  and  meek* 
Nor  does  their  anger  rife  ; 

Nor  paflion  moves  their  lips  to  fpeak. 

Nor  pride  exalts  their  eyes. 

Their  lives  are  prudence  mix’d  with  love*. 
Good  works  employ  their  day  ; 

They  join  the  ferpent  with  the  dqve3 
But  caff  the  fling  away. 

Such  was  the  faviour  of  mankind.. 

Such  pleafures  he  purfu’d  ; 

His  manners  gentle  and  refin’d* 

His  foul  divinely  good= 
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Jpgmn  CCIX.  Long  Metre . 

Importunate  Prayer.  “  Ajk  and  ye Jhall  received' 

Matt,  vii,  7.  &c. 

1  UR  father,  thron’d  above  the  iky, 

To  tiiee,  our  empty  hands  we  fpread. 
Thy  children,  at  thy  footitool  lie. 

And  aik  thy  bleflings  on  their  head. 

2  Let  mercy  all  our  fms  difpel, 

As  clouds  before  the  folar  beam, 

Our  fouls  from  bondage  and  from  hell 
To  liberty  and  life  redeem. 

3  With  cheerful  hope  and  filial  fear. 

In  that  auguft  and  precious  name. 

By  thee  ordain'd,  we  now  draw  near, 

And  would  the  promis  d  blefling  ciaim. 

4  Does  not  an  earthly  parent  hear 
The  cravings  of  his  familh’d  fan  ? 

Will  he  reje£l  the  filial  prayer, 

Or  mock  him  witn  a  cake  of  ftone  ? 

5  Our  heavenly  father,  how  much  more. 
Will  thy  divine  companions  rife  , 

And  open  thy  unbounded  ftore 

To  fatisfy  thy  children’s  cries  ? 

$  Yes  we  will  aik,  and  feek  and  preis 
For  gracious  audience  to  thy  feat. 


Still  hoping,  waiting  for  fuccefs; 
If  perfevering  to  intreat. 


j  For  Jefus  in  his  faithful  word 
The  patient  fupplicant  has  blefs’d, 
And  all  thy  faints  with  one  accord 
The  prevalence  of  prayer  attell. 


HJgnm  CCX.  Short  Metre* 

Communion  with  God  and  ChriJ. 


OUR  heavenly  Father  calls, 

And  Chriil  invites  us  near  ; 

"With  both,  our  friendfhip  fhall  be  fweet 
And  our  communion  dear. 


God  pities  all  my  griefs, 

He  pardons  every  day  ; 
Almighty  to  protect  my  foul, 

And  wife  to  guide  my  way. 

How  large  his  bounties  are  ! 
What  various  ftores  of  good, 
Diffus’d  from  my  redeemer’s  hand. 
And  purchas’d  with  his  blood  ! 

Jefus,  my  living  head, 

I  blefs  thy  faithful  care, 

My  advocate,  before  the  throne. 
And  my  fore-runner  there. 
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HYMNS, 

5  Here  fix,  my  roving  heart, 

Here  wait,  my  warmeft  love  \ 

Till  the  communion  be  complete, 

In  nobler  fcenes  above. 

Doddiudgb. 


fpJWHB  CCXI.  Hallelujah  Metre* 

Chrljl  feen  of  Angels*. 

1  YE  immortal  throng, 

Of  angels  round  the  throne, 

J  oin  with  our  feeble  fong, 

And  make  the  SSvjour  known  ; 

On  earth  ye  knew,  His  wondrous  grace  , 
His  radiant  face,  In  heaven  ye  view. 

2  Ye  faw  the  heav’n-born  child. 

In  human  flefh  array'd  *, 

How  innocent  and  mild, 

When  in  the  manger  laid  1 

And  praife  to  God,  And  peace  on  earth, 
For  fuch  a  birth,  Proclaim’d  aloud. 

2  Ye  in  the  wilder nefs, 

J  Beheld  the  tempter  fpoil’d, 

Well  known  in  every  drefs, 

In  every  combat  foil’d  ; 

Ye  join’d  to  crown,  The  victor’s  head, 
When  Satan  fled,  Before  his  frown. 
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4  Ye  kept  a  filent  guard. 

Around  his  deeping  head  ; 

Till  the  bright  morn  appear’d. 

Which  wak’d  him  from  the  dead. 

Then  roll’d  the  hone,  And  all  ador’d. 

Your  riling  Lord,  With  joy  unknown. 

5  When  all  array’d  in  light, 

The  fhining  conqueror  rode  $ 

Ye  hail’d  his  rapt’rous  flight,  * 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God. 

And  wav  d  around,  Your  ardent  wings. 
And  tun’d  your  firings,  Of  noblefl  found/ 

6  The  warbling  notes  purfue. 

And  louder  anthems  rail®  ;  A 

Whiill  mortals  found  with  you, 

Their  own  redeemer’s  praife. 

And  thou,  my  foul.  With  equal  flame. 

His  praife  proclaim,  Whilft  ages  roll. 

Doddridge  altered. 


'■$gmn  CCXII.  Long  Metre. 

Patience . 

*  ‘pATIENCE,  O  what  a  grace  divine, 

rJT  ^ent  rrom  tlie  God  of  peace  and  love  v 
lnat  leans  upon  its  father’s  hand. 

As  thio  the  wilds  of  life  we  rove* 


■2st  H  Y  M  N  S* 

2  By  patience  we  ferenely  bear 
The  troubles  cf  our  mortal  hate  ; 

And  wait  contented  our  difcharge 
Nor  think  our  glory  comes  too  late. 

^  Tho’  we  in  full  fenfation  feel. 

The  weight,  the  wounds  our  God  ordains  5 
We  fmile  amidft  our  heavieft  woes 
And  triumph  in  our  fharpeft  pains. 

4  O  for  this  grace  to  aid  us  on, 

And  arm  with  fortitude  the  breaff  ; 

Till  life’s  tumultuous  voyage  is  o’er 
We  reach  the  port,  of  endlefs  reft. 

g  Faith  into  vifion  (hall  be  brought, 

Hope  (hall  in  full  enjoyment  die  ; 

And  patience  in  poflefiion  end 

In  the  bright  world  of  blifs  on  high. 

Rip  pon’s  Colle&ioth 


ipgmn  ccxiii.  Common  Metre . 

7 he  Peace  and  Conflation  of  a  Chrijtian. 

TT^EACE,  all  ye  forrows  of  the  heart, 
Jr*  And  every  tear  be  dry, 

The  chriftian  ne’er  can  be  forlorn 
Who  view  his  Saviour  nigln 


f 


cs  Let  not  your  forrows  rife/’  lie  fays, 
“  Nor  be  your  fouls  afraid  : 

Trud;  in  your  God's  almighty  name, 
And  trail  your  Saviour's  aid. 


((  Fair  man  (ions  in  my  father’s  houfe 
For  all  his  children  wait,; 

And  I  your  elder  brother  go 
To  open  wide  the  gate. 

“  And  if  I  thither  go  before, 

A  dwelling  to  prepare  ; 

I  lurely  will  return  again 
That  I  may  fix  you  there* 


u  United  in  eternal  love, 

My  people  fhall  remain, 

And  with  rejoicing  heart  fhall  (hare 
The  glories  of  my  reign.” 


Thy  gracious  words,  O  Lord,  we  heap 
And  cordial  joys  they  bring  ; 

Frail  nature  may  extort  a  groan, 

But  Death  has  loll  its  {linn. 


Dodpridof* 


% 


p 


nn  CCXIV.  Common  Metre . 


Providence, 


Pis  ACE,  my  complaining,  doubting  heart 
Ye  bufy  cares  be  dill  ; 


II  Y  M  N  S. 


Adore  the  juft,  the  fovereiga  Lord, 
Nor  murmur  at  his  will. 

>2  Unerring  wifdom  guides  his  hand  5 
Nor  dares. my  guilty  fear 
Amidft  the  ihurpeit  pains  1  fed, 
Pronounce  his  hand  fevere. 

3  To  foften  every  painful  ftrokc 

Indulgent  mercy  bends  ; 

And  unrepining  when  I  plead. 

His  gracious  ear  attends. 

4  Let  me  refletl  with  humble  awe 

Whene’er  my  heart  complains  ; 
Compar’d  with  what  my  fins  deferve 
How  eafy  are  my  pains  ! 

5  Great  fov’reign  Lord  I  own  thy  hand, 

Thou  juft  and  wife  and  kind  ; 

Be  every  anxious  tho’t  fupprefs’d, 

And  all  my  foul  refign’d. 

6  From  evil,  thou  wilt  good  produce 

And  light  from  darknefs  raife  ; 


Mrs.  Steele,  with  addition 


CCXVc  Common  Metre * 


The  T rials  cf  Virtue . 

i  T^LACD  on  the  verge  of  youth,  my  mind  - 


I  view’d  its  ills  of  various  kind: 
AfRidled  and  afraid. 


2  But  chief  my  fear  the  dancers  mov’d 

'  __  O 

That  virtue’s  path  inclofe  ; 

My  heart  the  wife  purfuit  approv’d. 
But  oh,  what  toils  oppofe  ! 


3  For  fee,  while  yet  her  unknown  wavs 


"With  doubtful  Hep  I  tread  I 
A  hoitile  world  its  terrors  rails, 
Its  fuares  delufive  fpread. 


4  O  how  (hall  I  with  heart  prepar’d 
Thofe  terrors  learn  to  meet  ? 

How  from  the  thoufand  fnares  to  guard 
My  inexperienc’d  feet  ? 


5  Let  faith  fupprefs  each  riling  fear, 

Each  anxious  doubt  exclude  ; 

My  maker’s  will  has  plac’d  me  here, 
A  maker  wife  and  good. 

6  He  to  my  ev’rv  trial  knows 

Its  juft  retrain t  to  dve  : 

•* >  o  * 

Attentive  to  behold  my  woes. 

And  faithful  to  relieve. 

7  Then  why  thus  heavy,  O  my  foul  ? 

Say,  why  diltruflful  ftill, 

Thy  tho’ts  with  vain  impatience  roil 
O’er  fcenes  of  future  ill  ? 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


%  Tho?  griefs  unnumbcrM  throng  thee  round 
Still  in  thy  God  confide  ; 

Whofe  finger  marks  the  feas  their  bound. 


And  curbs  the  rolling  tide. 


Merrick. 


CCXVL  Sevens  Metre* 

Fraijp  in  Prqfperiiy  and  Adverjity . 

PRAISE  to  God,  immortal  praife. 

For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days, 
Bounteous  fource  of  every  joy, 

!  thy  praife  our  fongs  employ. 


For  the  Fishings  of  the  held, 

For  the  it  ores  the  gardens  yield, 
lc  vine* * 3 4 5 * * 8s  exalted  juice, 

For  the  generous  olive’s  ufe. 

3  Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain. 
Yellow  {heaves  of  ripen’d  grain, 
Clouds  that  drop  their  fattening  dews, 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  did  ufe  ^ 

4  AiLthat  fpring  with  bounteous  hand 

Scatters  o’er  the  (railing  land  : 

All  that  liberal  autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  overflowing  (tores* 

Thefe  to  thee  cur  God,  v/e  owe, 

8  ource,  wheiice  ail  our  bled  gs  flow. 
And  for  the  fe  our  fouls  (hull  raife' 
Grateful  vows  and  iolenm  praiie. 


HYMN  S. 
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6  Yet  fhouid  rifing  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  Item*  the  opening  ear  $ 
Should  the  fig-tree’s  blafted  fhoofc 
Drop  its  green  untimely  fruit ; 

7  Should  the  vine  put  forth  no  more 
Nor  the  olive  yield  her  flore  ; 

Tho’  the  lickening  docks  fhould  fal 
And  the  herds  defert  the  flail  j 

8  Yet  to  thee  bur  fouls  fhall  raife 
Grateful  vows  and  folemn  praife 
And  when  every  bleiTmg’s  flown 
Love  thee  for  thyielf  alone. 


Mrs.  Bareauld-v 


The  Old  and  JVew  Creation, 


PRAISE  to  the  Lord  of  boundlefs 
With  uncreated  glories  bright  ; 
His  prefence  fills  the  world  above 
Th’  eternal  fource  of  light  and  love. 

»  , 

This  rifing  earth  his  eye  beheld. 

When  m  fubflanti&l  darkuefs  veil’d  ; 
The  fhapelefs  chaos,  nature’s  womb5 
Lay  buried  in  eternal  gloom. 

“  Let  there  be  light,”  Jehovah  faid, 
And  light  o’er  all  its  face  was  fpread  ‘T. 


U2 


The  world  array’d  in  charms  unknown 
With  all  its  new-born  luitre  fhone.  • 


4  He  fees  the  mind,  ob fear’d  within 

The  (hades  of  ignorance  and  (in  ; 

* 


And  darts  from  heav’n  a  vital  ray 
That  changes  darknefs  into  day. 


5  Shine,  mighty  God,  with  vigour  fhine 
On  this  benighted  heart  of  mine  : 

And  let  thy  glories  (land  rVve?Td 

>  o 

As  in  the  Saviour’s  face  beheld. 


4  My  foul,  reviv’d  by  heav’n-bcm  day, 

Thy  radiant  image  (hall  difplay, 

Whil’ft  all  my  faculties  unite 
To  praite  the  Lord  who  gives  me  light. 

Dcddu  ID'GS. 


The  Grace  of  God  in  Chrijt. 

i  "Tpj  AISE  your  triumphant  fongs 
i%  To  an  immortal  tune  ; 

Let  the  wide  earth  refound  the  deeds 
Celeftial  qrace  hath  done. 

o 


2  Sing  how  eternal  love 
Its  chief  beloved  chofe, 

And  bade  him  raife  our  finful  rare 
From  their  abyfs  of  woes. 


tl  Y  M  N  S. 


✓ 


q  His  hand  no  thunder  bears, 

No/  terror  clothes  his  brow  ; 

No  belts  to  drive  our  guilty  fouls 
To  llercer  flames  below. 

4  -  But  mercy  fill’d  the  throne 

Of  the  eternal  Iky, 

When  Chrift  was  fent  with  pardon  down 
To  rebels  doom’d  to  die. 

5  Now,  finners,  dry  your  tears, 

Let  hopelefs  forrow  ceafe  , 

Bow  to  the  fceptre  'of  his  love 
And  take  the  offer’d  peace. 

6  Lord  we  obey  thy  call, 

We  lay  an  humble  claim, 

To  the  falvation  thou  haft  wrought, 

And  love  and  praife  thy  name. 

Watts* 


Emmn  CCX1X,  Common  Metre. 

- 

For  a  Nenx)  T car. 

i  EMARK,  my  ioui3  the  narrow  bounds 
A  the  revolving  year  , 

How  fwift  the  weeks  complete  their  round  ? 
How  fhort  the  months  appear  ! 

Z  So  faff,  eternity  comes  on. 

And  that  important  day  ^ 
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When  all  that  mortal  life  hath  done 
God’s  judgment  fhallfurvey. 

3  Yet  like  an  idle  tale  we  pafs. 

The  fwift  advancing  year  ; 

And  fludy  artful  ways  t’mcreafe 
The  fpeed  of  its  career. 

4  Wakep,  O  God,  my  carelefs  heart. 

Its  great  concern  to  fee  ; 

That  I  may  a£l  the  chriftian  part. 

And  give  the  year  to  thee. 

5  So  {hall  their  courfe  more  grateful  roll, 

If  future  years  arife  ; 

Or  this  fhall  bear  my  waiting  foul, 

To  joy  beyond  the  ikies. 

D0DDRIDGs2, 


CCXX.  Common  Metre « 

Salvation .. 

1  ALV ATION !  O  melodious  found 
C3  To  wretched  dying  men  ! 

Salvation,  that  from  God  proceeds 

And  leads  to  God  again  ! 

2  Refcu’d  from  hell’s  eternal  gloom,. 

From  darknefs,  hre  and  chains  ; 

Rais’d  to  a  paradife  of  blifs 
Where  love  with  glory  reigns  ! 


'o  But  O,  may  a.  degenerate  foul, 
Sinful  and  weak  as  mine, 
Prefume  to  raife  a  trembling  eye. 
To  bleffings  fo  divine  ? 


4  The  lulbe  of  fo  bright  a  fcene 
*  .  My  feeble  heart  overbears ; 
And  unbelief  almoft  perverts 
The  promife  into  tears. 


5  My  Saviour  God,  no  voice  but  thine* 
Thefe  dying  hopes  can  raile  *, 
Speak  thy  falvation  to  my  foul. 

And  turn  my  tears  to  praife. 


&  My  Saviour  God,  this  broken  voice, 
Tranfported  {hall  proclaim  j 
And  call  on  all  tIT  angelic  harps, 

To  found  thy  glorious  name. 

Doddridge 


ipgitlil  CCXXI.  Common  Metre 


Chrljfs  Regard  to  little  Children . 


I  /O  EE,  liraefs  gentle  fhephdrd  Hand, 
With  all  engaging  charms  ! 
Hark<  hov/  he  calls  the  tender  lambs. 
And  takes  them  in  his  arms  ! 


2  C(  Permit  them  to  approach,  (he  cries,.J 
Nor  (corn  their  humble  name  , 


'  v  ' 

'  ' 
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H  Y  M  N  £,. 

I- 

ft  was  to  ble£s  fuch  fouls  as  ihefe 
The  Lord  of  angels  came.53 

We  bring  them,  Lord,  with  grateful  hearts, 
And  yield  them  up  to  thee  ; 

Rejoic’d  that  we  ourfelves  are  thine., 

I  hine,  let  our  offspring  be. 

4  Ye  little  flock,  with  pleafure  hear ; 

\  e  children,  feek  his  face  j  .  * 

And  fly  with  tranfport  to  receive. 

The  blejljngs  of  his  graces 

t 

$  If  Orphans  they  are  left  behind, 

Thy  guardian  care  we  truft  ; 

That  tho’t  fliail  heal  our  bleeding  hearts 
When  weeping  o’er  their  dufl. 

Doddridge. 

CCXXIL  Short  Metre* 

Chrijl  the  Wifdsm  of  Cod. 

SHALL  wifdom  cry  aloud, 

•  And  not  her  fpeech  be  heard  l 
The  voice  of  God’s  eternal  word, 

Deferves  it  no  regard  ? 

I  was  his  chief  delight 
His  everlafling  Son, 

Before  the  fxrft  of  all  his  works 
Creation  was  begun. 
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Before  the  (lying  clouds., 

Before  the  folid  land  ; 

Before  the  fields.,  before  the  floods, 

1  dwelt  at  his  right  hand.  ' 

When  he  adorn’d  the  Ikies,  ' 

And  built  them,  I  was  there, 

To  order  when  the  fun  fhouldrife, 

And  marfhall  every  ftar. 

When  he  pour’d  out  the  fea. 

And  fpread  the  flowing  deep  ; 

I  gave  the  flood  a  firm  decree 
In  its  own  bounds  to  keep. 

Upon  the  empty  air, 

The  earth  was  balanc’d  well  * 

With  joy  I  law  the  manfion  where 
Thefons  of  men  fhould  dwell. 

My  bufy  fho’ts  at  firft 
On  their  falvation  ran  ; 

Ere  fin  appear’d,  or  Adam’s  duit. 

Was  fafhion’d  to  a  man. 

Then  come,  receive  my  grace, 

Ye  children,  and  be  wife  ; 

Happy  the  man  that  keeps  my  ways, 

1  he  man  that  fhuns  them  dies. 

Watts. 
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ipyiUn  CCXXIIL  Common  Moire. 

The  Nativity  of  ChriJL 


*  "CHEPHERDS,  rejoice,  lift  up  your  eyes, 
\sj$  And  fend  your  fears  away  3 
News  from  the  region  of  the  Ikies, 

Salvation’s  born  to  day. 


2  u  The  Son  of  God,  whom  angels  fear, 
Gomes  down  to  dwell  with  you. 

To  day  he  makes  his  entrance  here, 
But  not  as  monarchs  do. 


3  «  No  gold  nor  purple  fwaddling  bands. 
Nor  royal  fliining  things  \ 

A  manger  for  his  cradle  hands. 

And  holds  the  King  0f  Kings. 


4  “  Go,  Ihepherds,  where  the  infant  lies 
And  fee  his  humble  throne  ; 

With  tears  of  joy  in  all  your  eyes, 

Go,  Ihepherds,  kifs  the  son.” 


5  Thus  Gabriel  fang,  and  flrait  around 
The  heavenly  armies  throng, 

They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  found, 
And  thus  conclude  the  fong. 


6  u  Glory  to  God,  who  reigns  above, 
Let  peace  furround  the  earth  3 
Mortals  fhall  know  their  maker’s  love. 
At  their  Redeemer’s  birth.5 
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7  Lord,  fhall  the  angels  have  their  fongs, 

And  men  no  tunes  to  raife  ? 

O  may  we  lofe  thele  ufelefs  tongues, 
When  they  forget  to  praife, 

8  Glory  to  God  who  reigns  above, 

Who  pitied  us  forlorn  ; 

We  join  to  fing  our  maker’s  love. 

For  there’s  a  Saviour  born. 


Watts 


fpgmn  ccxxiv.  Long  Metre . 


faith  in  God  in  a  Time  of  D  if  refs. — Habakuk,  iii.  17,  18. 

1  ^HOULD  famine  o’er  the  mourning  field, 

Extend  her  defolating  reign  ; 

Nor  fpring  her  blooming  beauties  yield. 

Nor  autumn  fwell  the  ripening  grain. 

2  Should  lowing  heards  and  bleating  (beep 

Around  their  famifh’d  mafter  die  ; 

And  hope  itfelf  expiring  weep, 

Whilfl  life  deplores  its  laft  fupplv. 

/ 

3  Arfiidfl  the  dark,  the  deathful  feene. 

If  I  can  fay,  the  Lord  is  mine  ; 

The  joy  fhall  triumph  o’er  the  pain, 

And  glory  dawn,  tho’  life  decline. 

1  The  God  of  my  falvation  lives. 


My  nobler  life  he  will  iuftam  ; 
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His  word  immortal  vigour  uives, 

o  o  * 

Nor  ihall  my  hope  or  trull  be  vain* 


?  Thy  prefence,  Lord,  can  cheer  my  heart  f; 
The5  every  earthly  comfort  die  *, 

Thy  love  can  bid  my  pain  depart. 

And  rake  my  facred  pleafures  high* 


&  Olet  me  hear  thy  blifsful  voice, 

Infpiring  life  and  joys  divine. 

The  barren  defart  {hall  rejoice, 

;Tis  paradife  if  thou  be  mine* 

Mrs.  SteEle. 


©PtlTH  CCXXV.  Common  Metre « 


1 


ft 


Ckrijl  the  Supreme  Beatitp — Ifaiah,  xxxiii 


SHOULD  nature’s  charms  to  pleafe  the  ey< 
In  fweet  aiTemblage  join, 

All  nature’s  charms  would  droop  and  die, 
Jefus,  compar’d  with  thine. 


Vain  were  her  fairetl  beams  difplay’d,  - 

X  J  * 

And  vain  her  blooming  (lore  ; 

o  1 

Her  brightnefs  languifhes  to  fhade, 

Her  beauty  is  no  more. 


3  But  ah,  how  far  from  mortal  fight. 
The  Lord  of  glofy  dwells  ! 

A  veil  of  interpofing  night. 

His  radiant  .face  conceals. 
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4  O  could  my  longing  fpirit  rife 
On  ftrong  immortal  wing  3 
And  reach  thy  palace  in  the  fkies, 
My  Saviour  and  rny  King  ! 


j  There  thoufands  wotfhip  at  thy  feet, 
And  there,  (divine  employ  !) 

The  triumphs  of  thy  love  repeat. 

In  longs  of  endleis  joy. 


6  Thy  prefence  beams  eternal  day 
O’er  all  the  blifsful  place  3 
Who  would  not  drop  this  load  of  claV, 

And  die  to  fee  thy  face  ? 

Mrs.  Steels, 
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CCXXVL  Long'  Metre. 


Faith  in  God’s  Names. 


O  ING  to  the  Lord,  who  loud  proclaims, 
O  hi  is  various  and  his  faring  names  3 
O  may  they  not  be  heard  alone, 

But  by  our  fure  experience  known. 


2  The  great  Jehovah  be  ador’d, 

Th'  eternal,  ail  fuiRcjerit  Lord  3 
He  thro’  the  world  molt  high  confefs’d, 
By  whom  ’twas  form’d  and  is  polTefs’d. 


3  Awake,  our  noblefr  powers  to  blefs, 
Ihe  God  of  Abr’ham,  God  of  peace  3 
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Now  by  a  dearer  title  known, 
Father  and  God  of  Chrid  his  fon. 


4  Thro’  every  age,  his  gracious  ear 
Is  open  to  his  fervants’  prayer  ; 

Nor  can  one  humble  foul  complain 
That  he  hath  fought  his  God  in  vain, 


5  What  unbelieving  heart  fhall  dare 
In  whifpers  to  fugged  a  fear  ? 

"While  dill  he  owns  his  ancient  name. 
The  fame  his  power,  his  love  the  fame. 


6  To  thee,  our  fouls  in  faith  arife, 

To  thee  we  lift  expecting  eyes  ; 

And  boldly  thro’  the  defart  tread, 

For  God  will  guard,  where  God  fhall  lead. 

Doddridge. 


CCXXVII.  Common  Metre. 

The  Brazen  Serpent . 


O  did  the  Hebrew  prophet  raifa 
The  brazen  ferpent  high  j 
The  wounded  felt  immediate  eafe. 
The  f:ck  forbore  to  die. 
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2  cc  Look  upward  in  th’  expiring  hour 
And  live,”  the  prophet  cries  j 
But  Chrid  performs  a  nobler  cure, 
When  faith  lifts  up  her  eyes. 


if 
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g  High  on  the  crofs,  the  Saviour  hung, 
High  in  the  heavens  he  reigns  $ 
Here  tinners  by  the  ferpent  flung 
Look  and  forget  their  pains. 


4  When  God’s  own  fan  is  lifted  up, 
A  dyipg  world  revives  ; 

The  JeiCv  beholds  the  bleffed  hope, 
Tib  expiring  Gentile  liv 


V/ 


Watts, 


Jpgmn  CCXXVIII.  Long  Metre. 

On  the  Death  of  a  Child. 

J  O  fades  the  lovely  blooming  dower. 


o 


Frail,  fmiling  folace  of  an  hour  i 
So  foon  our  tranfient  comforts  fly. 
And  pleafure  only  blooms  to  die  ! 


2  To  certain  trouble  we  are  born, 
Hope  to  rejoice,  hut  fure  to  mourn  ; 
Ah  wretched  effort  !  fad  relief  ! 

To  plead  neceffity  of  grief ! 


3  Is  there  no  kind,  no  genie&t  art 
To  heal  the  anguiih  of  the  heart  ? 

To  eafe  the  heavy  load  of  care 
Which  nature  muff,  but  dreads  to  bear  ? 


4  Can  reafon’s  dictates  be  obey’d  ? 
Too  weak,  alas,  her  ilrongdt  aid  l 
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O  let  religion  then  be  nigh, 

Her  confolations  never  die. 

5  Her  powerful  aid  fupports  the  foul, 

And  nature  owns  her  kind  control ; 
Whilft  lhe  unfolds  the  fecred  page. 

Our  fierceft  griefs  refign  their  rage. 

6  Then  gentle  patience  fmiles  on  pain. 
And  dying  hope  revives  again  ; 

Hope  wipes  the  tear  from  forrow’s  eye. 
And  faith  points  upward  to  the  Iky,. 

7  The  promife  guides  her  ardent  flight* 
And  joys,  unknown  to  fenfe,  invite, 
Thofe  bl.ifsfui  regions  to  explore. 

Where  pleafure  blooms,  to  fade  no  more. 


Mrs,  Steele. 


CCXXIX  Long  Metre*. 


llolinefs. 

\  O  let  our  lips  and  lives  exprefs 
|  The  holy  gofpel  we  profefs  ; 


r 


oo  let  our  works  and  virtues  fhine 


To  prove  the  do&ine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  (hall  we  heft  proclaim  abroad 
The  honours  of  our  Saviour  God  } 

W  hen  the  falvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  fubdues  tl;e  power  pf  dm 


3  Our  flefh  and  fenfe  mu  ft  be  deny’d, 

Paftion  and  envy,  lull  and  pride  ; 

Whilft  juftice,  temperance,  truth  and  love. 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 


4  Religion  bears  our  fpirits  up 

Whilft  we  expert  that  blefted  hope, 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 


And  faith  ftands  leaning  on  his  word. 


Watt*, 


ipgmn  ccxxx.  *  Common  Metre \ 

The  Hope  of  Heaven. 


SOON  (hall  this  earthly  frame  diftolv’s! 
In  death  and  ruin  lie  ; 


But  better  manfions  wait  the  juft. 
Prepar’d  above  the  fky. 


2  An  houfe  eternal  built  by  God, 

Shall  lodge  the  holy  mind, 

When  once  the  prifon-walls  are  broke 
In  which  5tis  now  confin’d. 


3  Such  are  the  hopes  that  cheer  the  juft, 
Thefe  hopes  their  God  hath  given  ; 
His  fpirit  is  the  earneft  now. 

And  feals  their  fouls  for  heaven. 


4  What  faith  rejoices  to  believe 
We  long  and  pant  to  fee  *, 
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We  would  be  abfent  from  the  flefh. 
And  prefent  Lord  with  thee. 


Scotch  Paraphrases. 


CCXXXL  Common  Metre . 


Human  Mifcry  and  Divine  Confolation . 

x  ^I^HE  days  how  few,  how  Abort  th< 
Jh  Of  man’s  fo  rapid  race  ! 

Each  leaving,  as  it  fwiftly  flies, 

A  fhorter  in  its  place. 

2  They  who  the  longeil  lea fe  enjoy 

Have  told' us  with  a  figh  ; 

That  to  be  born,  feems  iictle  more 
Than  to  begin  to  die. 

3  Our  hearts  are  fattened  to  this  world 

By  ftrong  and  numerous  ties  ; 

But  every  iorrow  cuts  a  Bring 
And  urges  us  to  rife. 

4  When  heaven  would  kindly  fet  us  free 

And  earth’s  enchantment  end  5 
Intakes  the  moil  effeChial  wav, 

And:  robs  us  of  a  friend. 

5  If  we  prefume  to  counteract 

A  iympathetic  God  ; 

Have  we  not  cauie  to  fear  the  Broke 
Of  his  avenging  rod  ? 
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6  If  we  refign,  our  patience  makes 
His  rod  a  gentle  wand  ; 

If  not,  it  darts  a  ferpent’s  fling 
Like  that  in  Moles’  hand. 

Younc. 


ipgmn  ccxxxn.  Long  Metre . 

Divine  Providence  towards  Man  and  Be  aft. 

1  ^HjT^HE  eart^  an^  the  heavenly  frame 

I  Their  great  creator’s  love  proclaim  \ 
He  gives  the  Sun  his  genial  power 
And  fends  the,  foft  refrefhing  fhower. 

2  The  ground  with  plenty  blooms  agai» 

And  yields  her  various  fruits  to  men  ; 

To  men  who  from  thy  bounteous  hand 
Receive  the  gifts  of  every  land. 

3  Nor  to  the  human  race  alone 

Is  thy  paternal  goodnefs  fhown  5 
The  tribes  of  earth,  of  fea  and  air. 

Enjoy  thy  univerfal  care. 

4  Not  ev’n  a  fparrow  yields  its  breath 
Till  God  permits  the  broke  of  death  j 
He  hears  the  ravens  when  they  call, 

The  father  and  the  friend  of  all. 

5  Thy  care,  great  God,  fuftains  them  all  ; 
When  urg’d  by  hunger’s  powerful  call, 
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Expe£tant  of  the  known  fupply 
To  thee,  they  lift  the  aiking  eye. 

0  To  thee,  in  ceafelefs  {trains  my  tongue 
Snail  raife  the  morn  and  evening  fong  ; 

And  iong  as  breath  inlpires  my  frame 
The  wonders  of  thy  love  proclaim. 

Liverpool  Co]le<ftica« 


ipglltn  CCaXXKL  Common  Metre , 

Sinai  and  Sion* 

1  THE  w^°  once  t0  Frrael  fpoke 

M  From  Sinai’s  top  m  fire  and  fmoke  , 
In  gentler  (trains  of  gofpel  grace 
Invites  us  now  to  feek  his  face. 

2  He  wears  no  terrors  on  his  brow. 

He  (peaks  in  love  from  Sion  now  ; 

It  is  the  voice  of  Jefus’  blood 

That  calls  us  wanderers  back  to  God. 

3  God’s  fervant  Mofes  quak’d  and  fear’d, 

"W hen  Sinai’s  thund’ripg  law  he  heard  , 

But  gofpel  grace  with  accents  mild 
Speaks  to  the  {inner  as  a  child. 

4  Hark  f  how  from  Calvary  it  founds. 

From  the,  redeemer’s  bleeding  wounds  ; 
u  Pardon  and  grace  I  freely  give, 

Then,  (Inner,  look  to  me  and  live.” 
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*  What  other  arguments  can  move. 

The  heart  that  flights  a  faviour’s  love  ? 

O  may  that  heavenly  power  be  felt 
And  caujfe  the  ftony  heart  to  melt. 

£  Elfe  how  fliall  we  thy  prefence  bear. 

When  as  our  judge  thou  (halt  appear  ; 

When  flighted  love  to  wrath  fliall  turn. 

And  the  whole  earth  like  Sinai  burn. 

Newton* 


fpgmn  CCXXXIV.  Common  Melfe* 

Room  at  the  Gojpel  Fed  ft. 

1  f  |Ti  HE’  king  of  heaven  his  table  fpreads 

And  dainties-crown  the  board  j 
Not  paradife  with  all  its  joys 
Could  fuch  delight  afford. 

2  Pardon  and  peace  to  dying  men 

And  endlefs  life  are  given  ; 

And  the  rich  blood  that  Jefus  filed, 

To  raife  the  foul  to  heaven. 

2  Ye  hungry  poor,  who  long  have  flraykii 
In  fin’s  dark  mazes,  come, 

Come  from  the  hedges  and  highways 
And  grace  will  find  you  room. 

4  Thousands  of  fouls  In  glory  no’sV1 
Were  fed  and  f called  here  * 
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And  thoufands  more,  (till  on  the  way 
Around  the  board  appear. 

'  « 

5  Yet  is  hishoufe  and  heart  fo  large, 

1.  hat  thoufands  more  may  come  ^ 

Nor  could  the  wide  ahembhng  world, 
Oe’r-fill  the  fpacious  room. 

% 

6  All  things  are  ready  ;  enter  in. 

Nor  weak  excufes  frame  ; 

Come  take  your  places  at  the  feaft, 

And  blefs  the  founder’s  name. 

Doddridge. 


f>pm  CCXXXV.  Short  Metre.  • 

The  Law  and  G of  pel. 

1  HP™  law>  came, 

JL  -^tit  peace  and  truth  and  love, 

\vAie  bro  t  by  Ciirift,  a  nobler  name. 
Defending  from  above. 

a  Amidft  the  houfe  of  God, 

Their  different  works  were  done  ; 

Mofes  a  faithful  fervant  flood. 

But  Chrift  a  faithful  fen. 

_  Then  to  his  new  commands 
rh_  Be  feridh  obedience  paid  ; 

Then, . 


O’er  all  his  father’s  houfe  he  (lands 
The  fov’reign  and  the  head. 

4  The  man  who  durd  defpife 

The  law  that  Mofes  bro’t  \ 
Behold  how  terribly  he  dies 
For  his  parefumptuous  fault, 

5  But  forer  vengeance  falls 

On  that  rebellious  race  ; 

Who  hate  to  hear  when  Jefus  calls. 
And  dare  refill  his  grace 


s  a  x  r  j , 


!p])nUI  CCXXXVI.  Common  Metre 


The  New  Covenant. 


1  «HpHE  promife  of  my  father’s  love 
Shall  (land  forever  good.” 

He  laid  ;  and  gave  his  foul  to  death. 
And  feal’d  the  grace  with  blood  ! 

i  To  this  new  cov’nant  of  thy  word 
I  fet  my  worthlefs  name  ; 

I  feal  th’  engagement  to  the  Lord, 

And  make  my  humble  claim. 

!  The  light  and  ftrength  and  pard’ninr  rr 
And  glory  fliall  be  mine  *  6  b 

X 


254 


ESEMfli 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


My  life  and  foul,  my  heart  and  flefhj 
And  all  my  pov/ers  be  thine. 


4  Thus  will  I  join  my  foul  to  God 
In  cverlafling  bands  ; 

And  take  the  bleffings  he  bellows 
With  thankful  heart  arid  hands. 

Watts-  Sc  Doddridge. 


fpyilHl  CCXXXVIL  Long  Metre . 

The  Reward  of  Faithful  Servants,  Daniel  xii.  3. 


i  rip  HERE  is  a  glorious  world  on  high, 
J§  Refplendent  with  eternal  day  *, 
Faith  views  the  blifsful  profpedl  nigh, 
And  God’s  own  word  reveals  the  way. 


2  There  dial!  the  fervants  of  the  Lord 
With  never  fading  luflre  fliine  5 
Surprizing  honour  !  large  reward, 
Conferred  on  man  by  love  divine  ! 


3  How  happy  then  the  truly  wife, 

Who  learn  and  keep  the  facred  road  \ 
How  happy  they  whom  heavhi  employs. 
To  turn  rebellious  men  to  God  ! 


4  To  win  them  from  the  fatal  way, 

Where  erring  -folly  thoughdefs  roves  > 
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And  that  bleil  righteoufncfs  difplay, 

Which  Jefus  wrought,  and  God  approves  ! 

^  The  fhining  firmament  {hall  fade, 

And  fparkling  flats  rcfigri  their  light ; 

But  thefe  iliali  know  nor  change  nor  (hade, 
Forever  fair,  forever  bright* 

6  No  fancy’d  joy  beyond  the  iky, 

No  fair  delufion  is  reveal'd  ; 

Tis  God  that  fpeaks,  who  cannot  lie, 

And  ail  his  word  mufl  be  fulfill'd- 

7  And  fhall  not  thefe  cold  hearts  of  ours* 

Be  kindled  at  the  glorious  view  ? 

Come,  Lord,  awake  our  aflive  powers. 

Our  feeble,  dying  flrength  renew. 

8  On  wines  of  faith  and  drone  defire 

o  ...  ^ 

O  may  our  fpirits  daily  rife  ; 

And  reach  at  lad  the  Alining  choir, 

In  the  bright  manfions  of  the  fkies. 

Mrs.  Steele. 


ipgmtl  CCXXXVIIL  Common  Metre. 


Death  and  Heaven. 


I  r 


^HERE  is  a  houfe  not  made  by  hand 
Eternal  and  on  high  ; 


And  here  my  fpirit  waiting  funds, 
Till  God  ihsll  bid  it  fly. 


i 
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2  Shortly  this  prifon  of  my  clav 

^  Mud  be  diffolv’d  and  fall  ; ' 

I  hen,  oh  my  foul,  wiih  joy  obey 
Thy  heavenly  father’s  call. 

3  *Tis  ne,  by  his  almighty  grace, 

That  forms  thee  ht  for  heaven  j  . 

And,  as  an  earned  of  the  place. 

Has  his  own  fpirit  given. 

4  We  walk  by  faith  of  joys  to  come. 

Faith  lives  upon  his  word  ; 

Tut  wiiilfl  the  body  is  our  home, 

We’re  abfent  from  the  Lord. 

i  *• 

5  ’Tis  pleafant  to  believe  thy  grace, 

\But  we  had  rather  fee  ; 

*We  would  he  abfent  from  the  f]efh, 

•And  prefent.  Lord,  with  thee. 

Watts-. 


rs 

id 


IX  CCXXXI X.  Common  Metre. 


The  Humiliation  cfChrlfh.  Ifa.  liii. 


i  npHE  Saviour  comes  !  no  outward  pomp 
§_  Befpeaks  his  prefence  nigh  5 
No  earthly  beauties  in  him  ihine 

j 

To  draw  the  carnal  e  y  C  • 

t 


* 
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1  - 

2  Fair  as  a  blooming,  tender  flower 

Amidft  the  defart  grows  j 
So  flighted  and  deipis’d  by  man 
The  heavenly  Saviour  rofe. 

3  They  held  him  as  condemn’d  by  heaven 

An  outcait  from  his  God  ; 

While  for  their  fins  he  groan'd  and  bled 
Beneath  his  father’3  rod. 

4  With  finners  in  the  dull  he  lay, 

The  rich  a  grave  fupply’d  •, 

Unfpotted  was  his  blamelefs  life, 

Unftairfd  by  fm  he  dy’d. 

d  1  J 

1  * 

5  His  foul  rejoicing  fhall  behold 

The  purchafe  of  his  pain  5 
And  every  (inner  by  him  lav’d 
Shall  blefs  Meffiah’s  reign. 

6  He  died  to  bear  the  guilt  of  men 

That  fm 'might  be  forgiven  ; 

He  lives  to  blefs  them  and  defend 
And  plead  their  caufe  in  heaven. 

Scotch  Paraphr  afe. 


Ippmn  CCXL.  Common  Metre . 

The  Refur  region  of  the  Martyrs. — Itev,  vii. 

I  c<r~|  vHESE  glorious  minds  how  bright  they 

fhine  ! 

Whence  all  their  white  array  ? 

12 


^  j  0 
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0  v 

came  tney  to  the  happy  feats 
Of  everlafting  day  - 

*»■  - 

^  ^i0n^  toi  taring  pains  to  endlefs  joys* 

On  fiery  wheels  they  rode  ; 
aind  firangely  wafh’d  tlieir  rayment  whits 
In  Jefu's  dying  blood. 

3  Now  they  approach  a  fpotlefs  Go*d, 

And  bow  oefore  his  throne  j 
I  heir  warbling  harps  and  lacred  fon^g 
Adore  the  holy  one.  * 

\ 

4  The  unveil'd  glories  of  his  face, 

Among  his  faints  refide  ; 

While  the  rich  treafure  of  his  grace, 

Sees  all  their  wants  fupply'd. 

5  Tormenting  third  fhall  leave  their  fouls. 

And  hunger  dee  as  fail  5 
The  fruit  of  life's  immortal  tree. 

Shall  be  their  fweet  repaid. 

6  The  Lamb  fhall  lead  his  heavenly  dock 

Where  living  fountains  rife  ; 

And  love  divine  fhall  wipe  away, 

The  ferrows  of  their  eyes. 

W  ATT*,. 


JL.-J  • 


'•V  u^ya...'Vbc>: V 
■  '  -  ..  .  * 

- 

- 
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ipPHTfl  CCXLL  Long  Metre . 


The  Voice  of  Nature . 


THE  fpacious  firmament  on  high 
With  all  the  blue  etherial  fky  ; 
And  fpangled  heavens,  a  fhining  frame. 
Their,  great  original  proclaim. 

2  Th’  unwearied  fun  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator’s  power  difplay, 

And  publifhes  to  every  land 
The  work'of  an  almighty  hand. 

3  Soon  as  the  evening  fhades  prevail* 

The  moon  takes  up  the  wond’rous  tale* 
And  nightly  to  the  hftening  earth* 
Repeats  the  ftory  of  her  birth. 

4  Whilfl  all  the  ftars  that  round  her  burn* 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  ndings  as  they  roll. 

And  (bread  trie  truth  from  pole  to  Dole. 

5  AVhat  tho*  in  folemn  filence,  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terreftrial  ball  * 
What  tho'  no  real  voice  nor  found, 

Am  id  if  Incur  radiant  orbs,  be  found. 

•  *  ' 

$  In  realor’s  ear  they  all  rejoice, 

And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice, 


■ 
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\  ' 

Forever  finging  as  they  {hine. 

The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine. 

Addison. 


ipgmtl  CCXLXI.  Long  Metre. 

\  •«  %  .  V  •  . 

Remembrance  of  Gbriji, 

ar~|HHIS  do,  in  memory  of  your  friend/5 
I  Such  was  the  Saviour’s  lad  reoueft. 
Who  all  the  pangs  of  death  endur’d 
That  we  might  live  forever  bled. 

p 

j  ■x 

2  Yes,  we’ll  record  thy  matchlefs  love, 

Thou  deareft,  tendered,  bed  of  friends  ! 
Thy  dying  love  the  nobldt  praife 

Cf  long  eternity  tranfeends. 

t  '  "  7 

3  Tis  pleafure  more  than  earth  can  give. 

Thy  goodnefs  through  tliefe  veils  to  fee  $ 
Thy  table  food  celeftial  yields, 

And  happy  they  who  lit  with  thee. 

4  But  oh  !  what  vail  tranfporting  joys 

Sh  all  fill  our  breads,  our  tongues  inipire^ 
When,  join’d  with  the  celedial  train, 

Our  grateful  fouls  thy  love  admire  ! 

5  When  thcfe  vile  bodies,  all  renn’d, 

Perfect  and  glorious  as  thy  own. 


Unwearied  fhall  our  minds  obey. 
And  join  in  worship  near  thy  throne. 


ipyntU  CCXLIIL  Common  Metre . 


1 The  Tejlimony  of  a  Good  Confcience . 


THOU GH  frightful  fnares befet  me  round 
And  threatening  billows  roll  *, 

Though  fcandal  and  reproach  abound, 

#  To  vex  my  weary  foul. 


2  A  confcience  pure  can  teftify 
My  heart  to  be  fmcere  ; 
Prefumption  and  hypocriiy 
All  hateful  ftill  appear. 


•3  My  feet  have  kept  the  path  divin 
Though  fmners  did  entice, 

Nor  do  I  yet,  from  thence  decline 
To  tread  the  paths  of  vice. 


4  God’s  word  I  treasure  up  and  prize 
Beyond  all  earthly  good  ; 
Compar’d  with  this  I  may  defpife 
My  neceffary  food. 

£  Cenforicus  men  who  dwell  at  eale. 
May  proudly  on  me  tread  j 


*  *  7- 
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My  Saviour  whom  I  feck  to  pleafc 
My  righteous  caufe  will  plead. 


6  His  righteoufnefs  I  fhall  behold, 

*W  hen  light  fprings  from  above  ; 
And  try’d  I  if; all  come  forth  as  gold. 
To  praiie  his  wondrous  love. 


Wallin* 


fppilltt  CCaLIV.  Long  Metre, 

Cbrifl  the  Image  of  the  Invifible  God 1 


1  HiHHOU,  Lord,  by  mortal  eyes  unfeen. 
And  by  thy  offspring  here  unknown^ 


To  manifeft  thylelf  to  men, 
Haft  fet  thy  image  in  ihy  Son. 


2  As  the  bright  Sun’s  meridian  blase 
O’erwhelms  and  pains  our  feeble  fight  j 
Eut  cheers  us  with  his  fofter  rays, 
When  fhining  with  re  hefted  light  ; 


3  So,  in  thy  Son,  thy  power  divine. 
Thy  wifdom,  juftice,  truth  and  love, 
With  mild  and  pleahng  -luftre  fhine, 
Reflefted  from  thy  throne  above. 


4  Though  hard’ned  Jews  denied  his  claim. 
And  turn’d  away  their  fcornful  face  $ 
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$6 

Yet  thole  who  trailed  in  his  name, 

Teheld  in  him,  thy  truth  and  grace* 

5  O  thou,  at  whole  almighty  word, 

Fair  light  at  hr  ft  from  darimefs  ftione  ; 

Give  us  to  know  our  glorious  Lord, 

And  fee  the  father  in  the  Son. 

6  Whilft  we,  thine  image  there  difplay'd. 

With  love  and  admiration  view  j 
Form  us  in  likenefs  to  our  head. 

That  we  may  bear  thy  image  too. 

Mason,  altered. 


©glUft  C C XL V.  Common  Met  ft* 

God  our  Refuge  in  T rouble . 

1  ripHOU  refuge  of  my  weary  foul, 

On  thee,  when  forrows  rife. 

On  thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll. 

My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  To  thee  I  tell  each  riling  grief. 

For  thou  alone  canft  heal  ; 

Thy  promifes  can  bring  relief* 
for  every  pain  I  feel. 

I  Fut  when  thefe  gloomy  doubts  prevail* 

I  fear  fco  call  thee  mine  j. 


I 


‘  r 
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The  fprings  of  comfort  feem  to  fail. 

And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

4  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  fhall  I  flee. 

Thou  art  my  only  truft  ; 

And  hill  my  foul  would  rife  to  thee 

Though  proflrate  in  the  dull. 

» 

5  Hah  thou  not  bid  me  feek  thy  face, 

And  {hall  I  feek  in  vain  ? 

And  can  the  ear  of  fov’reign  grace, 

Be  deaf  when  I  complain  ? 

6  Thy  mercy  feat  is  open  hill, 

There  fhall  my  foul  retreat  5 
With  humble  hope  attend  thee  hill, 

And  wait  beneath  thy  feet. 

Mrs.  Steele. 


ipgtTin  CCXLVI.  Long  Metre. 

Sdf -examination. 

I  P" |  "*HOU  vain,  intruding  world  depart, 
No  more  allure  or  vex  mv  heart  5 
Let  every  vanity  be  gone, 

I  would  be  peaceful  and  alone* 

/  — 

a  Here  let  me  fearch  my  inmoh  mind, 

And  try  its  real  ftate  to  find  ; 


r 
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The  fecret  fprings  of  tho’t  explore. 
And  call  my  words  and  actions  o’er. 


3  ReilecTt  how  foon  mv  life  will  end, 
And  think  on  what  my  hopes  depend 
What  aim  my  bufy  tho’ts  purfue, 
What  work  is  done,  and  what  to  do. 


4  Eternity  is  juft  at  hand  ; 

And  fhall  I  wafte  the  ebbing  fand  ? 
And  carelefs  view  departing  day  ? 
And  throw  my  fleeting  time  away  r 


5  Be  this  my  chief,  my  only  care, 

My  high  purfuit,  my  ardent  prayer, . 
An  intereft  in  the  Saviour’s  blood, 

A  pardon  feafd,  and  peace  wich  God. 


6  Search,  gracious  God,  my  inmoft  heart, 
And  light,  and  hope,  and  joy  impart ; 
From  guilt  and  error  fet  me  free. 


And  guide  me  fafe  to  heav’n  and  thee. 


Mrs.  Steele* 


i>gmn  CCXLVII.  Lrnv  Metre . 


Seeking  Ghrift  the  Shepherd. 


’  r  |  ’’HOU  whom  my  foul  admires  above 
X  All  earthly  jo  vs  add  earthly  love  s 

t  ,  v  '  J  *  4 
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Tell  me,  my  fhepherd,  let  me  knew* 

Where  doth  thy  iweeteft  pafture  grow  ? 

2  Where  is  the  Shadow  of  that  rock, 

Which  from  the  fun  defends  thy  flock  ! 
Fain  would  I  feed  among  thy  fheep. 
Among  them  reft,  among  them  deep. 

3  The  footfteps  Gf  thy  flock  I  fee, 

Thy  fweeteft  paftures  here  they  be  ? 

A  wond’rous  feaft  thy  love  prepares 
Bought  by  thy  wounds  and  groans  and  tears* 

4  His  facred  flefb  he  makes  my  food, 

And  Bids  me  drink  his  precious  blood. 

Here  to  this  feaft  my  foul  will  come. 

Till  my  beloved,  lead  me  home. 

Watt  s. 


ippm  CC  XL VIII.  Long  Metre . 

The  Vanity  of  Forms  without  Virtue . 

I  ?  |  ^H*  uplifted  eye,  and  bended  knee 

j  Are  but  vain  homage.  Lord,  to  thee  t 
In  vain  our  lips  thy  praife  prolong, 

The  heart  a  ft  ranger  to  the  fong. 

$  Can  rites  and  forms  and  flaming  zeal 

The  breaches  of  thy  precepts  heal  ?  -  ,  , 
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Can  fafts  and  penance  reconcile 
Thy  juftice  and  obtain  thy  fmile  ? 

3  The  pure,  the  humble,  contrite  mind, 
Thankful,  and  to  thy  will  refign’d, 

To  thee  a  nobler  off’ ring  yields, 

Than  Sheba’s  groves  or  Sharon’s  fields. 


1 

$ 


» 


4  Than  floods  of  oil,  or  coftly  wine, 
Rolling  by  thoufands  to  thy  fhrine, 
Or  than  if  to  thine  altar  led, 

A  firft  born  fon  the  vldlim  bled. 


5  «  Be  juft  and  kind  and  humble  too. 

In  all  you  fay,  in  all  you  do  ^ 

To  men  your  charity  impart. 

And  love  your  God  with  all  your  heart.” 

6  This  truth  by  ancient  prophets  given, 

Was  by  thy  Son,  confirm’d  from  heaven  ; 
And  deep  engrav’d,  this  great  command, 
Doth  on  eternal  pillars  (band. 

Reformed  liturgy. 


ipgtTttt  CCXLIX.  Long  Metre. 

Love  to  God  and  Man, 

i  •rT'^HUS  faith  the  firft,  the  great  command, 
§  “  Let  all  thy  imward  powers  unite, 

To  love  thy  maker  and  thy  God, 

With  facred  fervour  and  delight. 
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2  “  Then  {hall  thy  neighbour  next  in  place* 
Share  thine  affedions  and  efteem  5 
And  let  thy  kindnefs  to  thyfelf* 

Meafure  and  rule  thy  love  to  him.”' 

d  This  is  the  fenfe  that  Mofes  fpoke* 

This  did  the  prophets  preach  and  prove  » 
t'or  want  of  this  the  law  is  broke* 

And  the  whole  law’s  fulfill’d  by  love# 

4  But  oh*  how  bafe  our  paffions  are  ! 

How  cold  our  charity  and  zeal  ! 

Lord,  fill  our  fouls  with  heavenly  fire. 

Or  we  fhall  ne’er  perform  thy  will. 

.  WattSs 


IpglHlt  CCL.  Long  Metre * 

God  Dwelling  with  the  Humble* 

rT^HlTS  faith  the  high  and  lofty  one, 
1  a  I  fit  upon  my  holy  throne  ; 

My  name  is  God*  I  dwell  on  high. 
Dwell  in  my  own  eternity. 

u  Buf  I  defeend  to  worlds.  below* 

On  earth  1  have?  a  man  non  too  * 

The  humble  {pint  and  contrite* 

Is  an  abode  of  my  delight. 
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3  u  The  humble  foul  my  words  revive, 

I  bid  the  mourning  fmner  live  ; 

Heal  all  the  broken  hearts  I  find, 

And  eafe  the  forrows  cf  the  mind. 

fw 

4  “  When  I  contend  againil  their  fin, 

I  make  them  know  how  vile  thye’ve  been  ; 

But  fnould  my  wrath  forever  lmoke. 

Their  fouls  would  fink  beneath  the  itroks.” 

<  N  fpi 

5  O  may  thy  pardTfing  grace  be  nigh, 

Left  we  fnould  faint,  defpair  and  die  ; 

Thus  (hall  our  better  thoks  approve, 

The  methods  of  thy  chaftcning  love. 

Watts,, 


II  CCLL  Common  Metre . 


Characters  of  Chrljl .  Ifa.  xliii. 

x  r"PHUS  faith  the  Lord,  who  built  the 

heavens* 

And  bade  the  planets  roll ; 

Who  peopled  all  the  climes  of  earth* 

And  form'd  the  human  foul. 


2  ct  Behold  my  fervant,  fee  him  rife*. 
Exalted  in  my  might ; 

11  im  have  I  choien,  and  in  him  • 

I  place  fupreme  delight. 

r 


0 
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3  “  On  him  in  rich  effufion  pour’d 

My  fpirit  fhall  defcend  ; 

My  truth  and  judgment  he  fhall  fhow. 

To  earth’s  remote!!  end. 

* 

4  cc  Gentle  and  ftill-  fhall  be  his  voice, 

No  threats  from  him  proceed  ; 

The  fmoking  flax  he  fhall  not  quench. 

Nor  break  the  bruifed  reed. 

5  «  The  feeble  fpark  to  flame  he’ll  raife. 

The  weak  will  not  defpife  ; 
judgment  he  fhall  bring  forth  to  truth. 
And  make  the  fallen  rife. 

6  u  The  progrefs  of  his  zeal  and  power. 

Shall  never  know  decline  ( 

Till  foreign  lands  and  diflan  t  ifles 
Receive  the  law  divine.” 

Scotch  Paraphrafe. 


Ipgmn  CCLII.  Common  Metre « 

Children  devoted  to  God. 

j  HUS  faith  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
JL  «  Til  be  a  God  to  thee, 

IT1  blefs  thy  numerous  race,  and  they 
Shall  be  a  feed  for  meT 


y 
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2  Abrah’m  believ’d  the  promis’d  grace 
And  gave  his  ions  to  God  , 

But  water  teals  the  cov’nant  now, 
Which  then  was  feal’d  with  blood. 


3  Thus  Lydia’s  houfe  was  fanbHfy’d 
When  fhe  receiv’d  the  word  \ 
Thus  the  believing  jailor  gave 
His  houfhold  to  the  Lord. 


4  Thus  do  thy  faints,  O  faithful  God, 
Thine  ancient  truth  embrace  ; 

To  thee  their  infant  offspring  bring. 
And  humbly  claim  the  grace. 

Watts, 


ippmn  CCLIII.  Long  Metre. 

ChrljVs  CcmmiJTion  to  preach  the  GcfpeL 


j  r  HUS  fpake  the  Saviour,  when  he  fenfc 
A  His  miniflers  to  preach  his  word  , 


They  through  the  world  obedient  went. 
And  fpread  the  gofpelof  their  Lord. 


2  C(  Go  forth,  ye  heralds,  in  my  name, 
Bid  the  whole  earth  my  gface  receive  ; 
The  gofpel  jubilee  proclaim, 

And  call  them  to  repent  and  live,.  ■ 
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3  The  joyful  news  to  all  impart, 

And  teach  them  where  falvation  lies  ; 
Bind  up  the  broken  bleeding  heart, 

And  wipe  the  tear  from  weeping  eyes. 

4  Be  wife  as  ferpents  where  you  go, 

But  harmlefs  as  the  peaceful  dove  ; 

And  let  your  heav’n-taught  conduct  fhow 
frhat  you’re  commifTion’d  from  above. 

j  \ 

5  Freely  from  me  ye  have  receiv’d, 

Freely  indove  to  others  give  ; 

Thus  fhall  your  dodtrines  be  believ’d- 
And  by  your  labours,  fmners  live. 

6  All  power  is  truiled  in  my  hands, 

I  will  protedl  you  and  defend  j 
Whilft  thus  you  follow  my  commands 
Pm  with  you  til!  the  world  fiiail  end.” 

1  V 

7  Happy  thofe  fervants  of  the  Lord, 

Who  thus,  their  mailer’s  will  obey  ! 

How  rich,  how  full  is  their  reward, 
Referv’d  until  the  final  day  ! 


5>gf UTt  CCLIV.  Common  Metre ; 


Divine  Geo  an  e/s  to  Man, 


THY  wifdom,  power  and  goodnefs  Loa* 
In  all  thy  works  appear  ; 


But  man,  thy  bounties  fhall  record. 

For  thy  diftinguilh’d  care. 

2  From  thee,  the  breath  of  life  we  drew* 

That  breath  thy  power  maintains  j 
Thy  tender  mercy  ever  new 
Our  brittle  frame  fuftains. 

3  Yet  nobler  gifts  demand  our  praife. 

Of  reafon’s  light  poffell ; 

By  revelation’s  brighter  rays 
Still  more  divinely  blelu 

4  Thy  providence  our  confhnt  guard. 

When  threat’ning  woes  impend. 

Will  either  threat'ning  dangers  ward. 

Or  timely  fuccours  lend. 

\ 

5  On  us  thy  providence  has  fhone 

With  its  propitious  rays  ; 

O  let  our  lips  and  lives  make  known  , 

Thy  goodnefs  and  thy  praife. 

6  All  bounteous  Lord,  thy  grace  impart, 

O  teach  us  to  improve 
Thy  gifts  with  ever  grateful  heart. 

And  crown  them  with  thy  love. 

Mrs,  Steels'. 
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|>gmn  CCLV.  Short  Metre. 

The  Voice  of  JVifdom . 

1  2r“ipiIS  wifdom’s  earneft  cry 

I  Wifdom,  the  voice  of  God 

To  young  and  old,  the  low  and  high* 
She  fpeaks  his  will  abroad. 

2  Within  the  human  breaft 
Her  flrong  monitions  plead, 

She  thunders  her  divine  protefl, 

Againft  th*  unrighteous  deed. 

3  Within  the  holy  place 
She  calls  with  open  arms  j 

lf  How  long,  ye  fools,  will  you  embrace 
Folly’s  deceiving  charms  ? 

4  The  race  of  men  I  love  ; 

In  mercy  I  chaftife  ; 

Severely  faithful,  I  reprove  ; 

Hear,  mortals,  and  be  wife. 

5  My  doors  are  open  wide 
My  table  fpread  within  ; 

Come  then,  ye  fimple,  turn  ande* 

And  leave  the  paths  of  fin. 

£  My  joys,  unfenfua!  tafle, 

Come  drink  of  wifdom’s  wine, 

No  forrow  poifons  my  repaft, 

The  banquet  h  divine. 
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7  My  ways  are  ways  of  peace. 

My  pleafures  never  cloy  ; 

The  blifs  I  give  will  never  ceafe 

But  lead  to  endlefs  joy.”  , 

Scott,  varied. 


$gmn  CCLVI.  Short  Metre* 

Preserving  Grace . 

1  r  §  .0  God  the  only  wife, 

JL  Our  Saviour  and  our  king* 

Let  ail  the  faints  below  the  Ikies 
Their  humble  praifes  bring. 

2  Tis  his  almighty  love, 

His  cou-nfel  and  his  care, 

Prelerves  us  fafe  from  fin  and  death 
And  every  hurtful  fnare. 

3  He  will  pxefent  our  fouls 
tjrtblemifh’d  and  complete, 

Before  the  glory  of  his  face, 

With  joys  divinely  great* 

4  Then  all  the  chofen  feed 
Shall  meet  around  the  throne  ; 

Shall  blefs  the  conduft  of  his  grace 
And  make  his  wonders  known*. 
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5  To  our  Redeemer  God, 

Wifdom  with  power  belongs, 

Immortal  crowns  of  majefty 
And  everlafting  fongs* 

Watts. 


rp$mn  e  CL VII.  Long  Metre . 

Divine  Prefervation, 

1  rpO  heaven  my  grateful  foul  afcends 

1  On  God  alone  for  help  depends  y 
His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard 
His  grace  the  fource  of  my  reward. 

2  The  fpreading  Ikies  by  power  divine 
In  all  their  radiant  glories  fhine ; 

From  his  command,  the  foiid  earth 
And  all  its  ftores  deriv’d  their  birth* 

2  Infpedfed  by  his  piercing  eyes 

No  threat’ning  fnares  my  foul  furprize  ; 
My  faithful  guardian  never  deeps, 

My  trembling  feet  he  fafely  keeps. 

4  Protected  by  his  powerful  arm 

Should  dreadful  fcenes  our  fouls  alarm. 
Our  lives  are  fafe  $  his  heavenly  care 
Defends  us  fiiii  from  every  fnare. 
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5  He  guides  our  feet,  dire&s  our  way, 

,  His  mottling  fmiles  enliven  day  ; 

And  when  the  fun  withdraws  the  light 
His  prefence  cheers  the  (hades  of  night. 


Liverpool  Collcftioru 


Jpymn  C CL VIII.  Long  Metre . 


Communion  with  Chrifu 

> 


*i 


Fain  would  our  hearts  and  voices  raife, 
A  cheerful  fong  of  facred  praife. 

2  But  all  the  notes  which  mortals  know, 
Are  weak  and  languifhing  and  low  ; 
Far,  far  above  our  humble  fongs. 

The  theme  demands  immortal  tongues. 

3  Yet  whilfl  around  his  board  we  meet, 
And  worfhip  at  his  facred  feet  : 

O  let  our  warm  afFeclioYis  move, 

In  glad  returns  of  grateful  love. 

4  Yes,  Lord,  we  love  and  we  adore, 

But  long  to  know  and  love  thee  more  *9 
And  whilfl  we  tafle  the  bread  and  wine, 
Delire  to  feed  on  joys  divine. 


Z 
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5  Let  faith  our  feeble  fenfes  aid, 

To  fee  thy  wond’rous  love  difplay’d  ; 
ihy  broken  llefh,  thy  bleeding  veins, 

Thy  dreadful  agonizing  pains. 

6  Let  humble  penitential  woe, 

With  painful,  plealing  anguifh  flow  j 
And  thy  forgiving  love  impart. 

Life,  hope  and  joy,  to  every  heart. 

Mrs.  Steele. 


©jPOlH  CCLIX.  Long  Metre . 

f 

The  Heavenly  Conqueror. 

Jefus  our  victorious  Lord, 

_  The  praifes  of  our  lives  belong  ; 

Forever  be  his  name  ador’d, 

The  fubjedl  of  each  thankful  fong. 

2  Enflav’d  by  lin,  hefet  by  foes, 

Undone-  and  peridiing,  we  lay  ; 

His  pity  melted  o’er  our  woes. 

To  fave  the  trembling,  dying  prey. 

3  He  fought,  he  conquer’d  tho’  he  fell, 
Whild  with  his  lalt  expiring  breath, 

He  triumph’d  o’er  the  powers  of  hell. 

And  by  his  dying,  vanquifh’d  death. 


4  Now  on  liis  father’s  throne  he  reigns. 

And  all  the  tuneful  choir  above. 

Refound  in  high,  immortal  drains, 

The  praifes  of  victorious  love. 

\ 

5  Tho’  dill  furviving  foes  arife, 

Temptations,  fins  and  doubts  appear  , 

And  pain  our  hearts  and  dll  our  eyes. 

With  many  a  groan  and  many  a  tear  ; 

6  Still  diall  we  fight  and  dill  prevail. 

In  our  almighty  leader’s  name  ; 

His  ltrength,  whene’er  our  fpirits  fail. 

Shall  all  our  active  powers  inflame. 

7  Immortal  honours  wait  above, 

To  crown  the  dying  conqueror’s  brow  \ 

And  endlefs  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 

For  the  fhort  war  fudain’d  below. 

Mrs.  Steele. 


fpg  ITtH  CCLX.  Long  Metre. 

i 

The  Lora’s  Supper . 

1  5HnW ^  on  an^  night 

1  When  powers  of  earth  and  hell  arofe 
Agamd  the  Son  of  God’s  delight, 

And  friends  betray’d  him  to  his  foes. 
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2  Before  the  mournful  feene  began, 

He  took  the  bread  and  blefs’d  and  brake  ; 
What  love  thro’  all  his  actions  ran  ! 

What  wond’rous  words  of  grace  he  fpake  l 

3  u  This  is  my  body,  broke  for  fm, 

Receive  and  eat  the  living  food  ” 

Then  took  the  cup  and  blefs’d  the  wine, 

“  ’Tis  the  new  cov’nant  in  my  blood.” 

4  “  In  memory  of  your  dying  Lord, 

Do  this,  (he  faid)  till  time  {hall  end  , 

Meet  at  my  table  and  record, 

The  love  of  your  departed  friend.” 

5  Jefus,  thy  feaft  we  celebrate, 

W c  (how  thy  death,  we  fmg  thy  name  $ 
Till  thou  return  and  we  fhall  eat 
The  marriage  fupper  of  the  lamb. 

W  ATTS. 


I^gmn  CCLXI.  Common  Metre . 

I 

The  Ne-vj  Birth . 

./  * 

VAIN  are  the  hopes  the  fons  of  men. 

On  their  own  works  have  built  , 

The  carnal  mind  is  all  unclean, 

And  all  its  actions  guilt. 


CO 


2  Let  Jew  and  Gentile  flop  their  mouth, 
Without  a  murmuring  word  ; 

And  the  whole  race  of  Adam  {land, 
Guilty,  before  the  Lord. 

In  vain  we  aft  God’s  righteous  law, 

To  juftify  us  now  *, 

When,  to  convince  and  to  condemn,  # 
Is  all  the  law  can  do. 

4  Not  all  the  outward  forms,  on  earth, 

Nor^rites  that  Mofes  gave, 

Nor  will  of  men,  nor  blood,  nor  birth, 
The  guilty  race  can  fave. 

5  God’s  fpirit,  like  a  heavenly  wind, 

Blows  on  the  fons  of  flefh  ; 

Changes  the  heart,  renews  the  mind, 
And  forms  the  man  afrefh  ; 

6  Our  quickned  fouls  awake  and  rife, 

From  the  long  fieep  of  death  ; 

To  heavenly  things  we  turn  our  eyes, 
And  praife  employs  our  breath. 

*]  The  fins  and  follies  of  our  mind. 

Are  crucify’d  and  dead  ; 

By  holy  love  our  fouls  are  join’d, 

,To  Chrift  our  living  head. 


Z  2 


Altered  from  Watts, 
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H  CCLXIL  Long  Metre * 

Ah?  Grave  Dejiroyed. 

1  11  TNVEIL  thy  bofom,  faithful  tomb, 
Take,  this  new  treafure,  to  thy  trud  ! 

And  give  thefe  facred  relicks  room, 

To  Humber  in  thy  blent  dud. 

% 

2  No  pain,  no  grief,  no  anxious  fear 
Invade  thy  bounds  ;  no  mortal  woes. 

Can  reach  the  peaceful  deeper  here, 

Whilft  angels  watch  its  foft  repofe. 


3  So  Jefus  dept ;  God’s  dying  Son, 

Pail  through  the  grave  and  bled  the  bed, 
Then  red,  dear  faint,  till  from  his  throne. 
The  morning  break,  and  pierce  the  fhade. 

4  Break  from  his  throne,  illudrious  morn  1 
Attend,  O  grave,  his  fov’reign  word  \ 
Redore  thy  trud  ;  the  glorious  form 
Will  then  arife  to  meet  the  Lord. 

Watts. 


CCLXIIL  Short  Metre . 

The  Lord’s  Day. 

ELCOME,  thou  day  of  red 
That  faw  the  Lord  arife  * 


Welcome  to  this  reviving  bread 
And  thefe  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himfelf  comes  near 
To  feaft  his  Saints,  to  day  ; 

Here  we  may  (it,  and  fee  him  Here, 

And  love  and  praife  and  pray. 

3  One  day  amidft  the  place, 

Where  Jefus  is  within  ,  - 

Is  better  than  ten  thoufand  days. 

Of  pleafure  and  of  fin. 

4  My  willing  foul  would  ftayr 
In  fuch  a  frame  as  this  ; 

Till  it  is  call’d  to  foar  away, 

To  everlading  blifs. 

Watts,  varied., 


Jpgmn  CCLXIV.  Common  Metre • 

The  Victory  and  Dominion  of  Chrijl. 

I  fing  our  Saviour’s  wondrous  death* 

yy  He  conquer’d  when  he  fell  ; 
a’Tis  finifh’d,”  faid  his  dying  breath* 

And  {hook  the  gates  of  hell. 

a  “  ’Tis  finiflr’d,”  our  Immanuel  cries, 

The  mighty  work  is  done  , 

Hence  fhall  his  fovereign  throne  arifg 
His  kingdom  is  begun. 
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3  His  crofs  a  fure  foundation  laid 
For  glory  and  renown  ; 

When  through  the  regions  of  the  deaji 
He  pafs’d,  to  reach  the  crown. 


4  Exalted  at  his  Father’s  fide 

'  Sits  our  victorious  Lord  ; 

His  faints  from  finners  to  divide, 

To  punifh  or  reward. 

5  The  faints  from  his  impartial  eye 

Await  their  feveral  crowns  ; 

And  finners  with  in  vain  to  fly 
The  terror  of  his  frowns. 

Watts. 


CCLXV.  Common  Metre . 


Reft  gnat  ion  in  Death . 


i  n8r"YT"HAT  cannot  refignation  do  ? 

It  wonders  can  perform, 

That  powerful  charm  <c\Thy  will  be  done,”* 
Can  lay  the  loudefl  {form. 


2  Hafle  then,  O  refignation,  hafte, 

5Tis  thine  to  reconcile 
The  mind  to  death  ;  at  thy  approach 
The  monfter  wears  a  fraile. 
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.3  What  fight  beneath  the  arch  of  heaven 
Has  moil  of  heaven  to  boaft  ? 


r 

* 


The  dying  faint,  refign’d,  ferene. 
And  giving  up  the  ghoft. 


4  O  for  that  fummit  of  my  wifh 


Whilft  yet  I  draw  my  breath. 


That  foretafte  of  eternal  life, 
A  glorious  imile  in  death  ! 


Young 


Common  Metre * 


Gratitude*  for  Divide  Mercies.  Part  X. 

1  ^^ThlEN  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

yy  My  rifing  foul  furveys, 
Tranfported  with  the  view,  Fm  loll 
In  wonder,  love  and  praifie. 

2  Thy  providence  my  life  fuilain’d 

And  all  my  wants  redrefs’d. 

When  in  the  filent  womb  I  lay 
Or  hung  upon  the  bread. 

3  To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 

Er’e  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learned 
To  form  themfelves  in  prayer. 

4  Unnumber’d  comforts  on  my  foul. 

Thy  tender  care  bellow’d  ^ 
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Before  my  infant  heart  conceiv’d  , 
from  whom  thofe  comforts  flow’d. 

5  When  in  the  flippery  paths  of  youth 

W  ith  heedlefs  heps  I  ran, 

Tl  hine  arm  unfeen  convey’d  me  fafe 
/  And  led  me  up  to  mam 

6  Thro’  hidden  dangers  toils,  and  death. 

It  gently  clear’d  my  way  ; 

And  thro’ the  pleahng  fcenes  of  vice 
Where  thoufands  go  aftr.ay. 

Addison. 


CCLXVIL  Common  Metre . 

** 

Gratitude  for  Divine  Mercies .  Part  II. 

"HEN  pale  with  ficknefs,  oft  haft  thou 
With  health  renew’d  my  face  j 
And  when  in  fin  and  forrow  funk 
^Reviv’d  my  foul  with  grace. 

2  Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  good 
Has  made  my  cup  run  o’er ; 

And  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend 
Haft  doubled  all  my  ftore. 


3  Ten  thoufand,  thoufand  precious  gifts 
My  daily  thanks  employ, 

Nor  is  the  leu  ft,  a  cheerful  heart 
That  taftes  thofe  gifts  with  joy. 
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4  Thro’  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodnefs  I’ll  purfue  ; 

And  alter  death,  in  diftant  worlds 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

5  When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  the  time  no  more. 

My  ever  gratejh^heart,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  mall  adore. 

6  Through  all  eternity  to  thee 

A  joyful  long  IT1  raife 
For  O,  eternity’s  too  fhort 
To  utter  all  thypraife.  ^ 

Addison 


Jpgma  GCLXVIII.  Common  Metre. 

The  Spring . 

1  lirHEN  verdure  cIothes  the  fertile  valo 

V  V  And  bloffoms  deck  the  fpray  ; 

And  fragrance  breathes  in  every  gale. 

How  fweet  the  vernal  daf  ! 

2  Hark  how  the  feather’d  warblers  fing, 

J  Lis  nature’s  cheerful  voice  ; 

Soft  mufic  hails  the  lovely  lprino* 

And  woods  and  fields  rejoice. 

3  How  kind,  the  influence  of  the  Ikies  ! 

The  fhowers,  with  bleffings  fraught, 
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Bid  verdure,  beauty,  fragrance  rife-, 

And  fix  the  roving  thought. 

4  Then  let  my  wondering  heart  confefs 
With  gratitude  and  love, 

The  bounteous  hand  that  deigns  to  bleis 
The  garden,  field  and  grove. 

r;  That  bounteous  hand,  my  thoughts  adore, 
Beyond  expreffion  kind, 

Hath  better,  nobler  gifts  in  (lore, 

To  blefs  the  craving  mind. 

6  O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace, 

Thy  heavenly  gifts  impart  ! 

Then  {hall  my  meditation  trace 
Spring,  blooming  in  my  heart  ! 

7  Infpir’d  to  praife,  I  then  fhall  join 

Glad  nature’s  cheerful  fong  : 

And  love  and  gratitude  divine 
Attune  my  joyful  longue. 

Mrs.  Steele 


Jpyinn  CCLXIX.  Common  Mein. 

Strength  from  God, 

WHENCE  do  our  mournful  tho’ts  an 
And  where’s  our  courage  fled  ? 


Has  refllefs  fin  and  hopeJefs  fear, 
Struck  all  our  comfort  dead  ? 

2  Have  we  forgot  th’  almighty  hand. 
That  form'd  the  earth  and  fea  ? 
Or  can  the  all-creating  arm, 

Grow  weary  or  decay  ? 


3  Treafures  of  everlafting  might, 

In  our  Jehovah  dwell ; 

He  gives  the  conqueft  to  the  weak 
And  treads  their  foes  to  hell. 

4  Mere  mortal  power  fhall  fade  and  die. 

And  youthful  vigour  ceafe  ; 

But  they  who  wait  upon  the  Lord 
Shall  find  their  ftrength  increafe* 

£  The  faints  fhall  mount  on  eagle's  winp*. 
And  talte  the  promis’d  blifs  j 
’Till  their  unwearied  feet  arrive, 

Where  perfect  pleafure  is. 


Watts* 


rpgmn  CCLXX.  Common  Metre « 


Vittory  over  Death ,  thro 9  Chriji . 

(leath  spears  before  mv  fight* 
y  In  all  his  dire  array  5 

A  a 


T 
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Unequal  to  the  dreadful  fight, 

My  courage  dies  away. 

2  How  fhall  I  meet  this  potent  foe, 

Whofe  frown  my  foul  alarms  ? 
Dark  horror  fits  upon  his  brow  1 
And  vidt’ry  wraits  his  arms  ! 

3  But,  fee  my  glorious  leader  nigh  1 

My  Lord,  my  Saviour  lives  ; 

Before  him  death’s  pale  terrors  fly, 

And  my  faint  heart  revives. 

/  . 

4  Jefus,  be  thou  my  fure  defence, 

My  guard  forever  near  ; 

My  faith  fhall  triumph  over  fenfe. 
And  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  Q,-.may  I  meet  the  final  hour, 
jfWith  fortitude  divine  •, 

Suftain’d  by  thine  almighty  power, 
The  conqueft  mu  ft  be  mine. 

% 

6  Lord,  I  commit  my  foul  to  thee, 
Accept  the  facred  truft  \ 

Receive  this  nobler  part  of  me, 

And  watch  my  lleeping  duft. 

•j  Till  that  illuftrious  morning  come, 
When  all  thy  faints  fliall  rife  *, 

And  cloth’ d  in  thine  immortal  bloom. 
Attend  thee  to  the  Ikies. 
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$  O  let  me  join  their  raptur’d  lays, 

And  with  the  blifsful  throng, 

Refound  falvation,  power  and  praiie, 

In  evcrlafting  long. 

.  •  Mrs.  Steele, 


jj)gtnn  CCLXXI.  Long  Metre. 

Chrift  the  Life  of  the  Sou!. 

1  TTCTHEN  doubts  and  fears  prevailing  rife, 

V  V  And  fainting  hope  almoft  expires  j 
Jefus,  to  thee  I  lift  mine  eyes, 

To  thee  I  breathe  my  ftrong  defires. 

2  Art  thou  not  mine,  my  living  Lord  ? 

And  can  my  hope,  my  comfort  die, 

Fix’d  on  thine  everlafting  word, 

That  word  which  built  the  earth  and  Iky  ? 

3  If  my  immortal  Saviour  lives, 

Then  my  immortal  hope  is  fure  ; 

His  word  a  firm  foundation  gives, 

Here,  let  me  build  and  reft  iecure. 

4  Here,  let  my  faith  unfhakcn  dwell, 
Immoveable  the  prom ife  Hands  *, 

Not  all  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell, 

Can  e’er  diflblve  the  facred  bands. 


T 
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5  Here,  then,  my  foul,  thy  trufl  repofe* 

If  Jefus  is  forever  mine, 

Not  death  itfelf,  the  laft  of  foes, 

Shall  break  a  union  fo  divine. 

Mels.  Steele* 


lentil  CCLXXII,  Common  Metre. 

Thirjling  after  God. — Ifaiah,  xli.  17. 

t  / 

1  fainting  in  the  fultry  wade, 
VV  And  parch’d  with  third:  extreme. 

The  weary  pilgrim  longs  to  tafte 
The  cool  refrelhing  dream  ; 

f 

2  Should,  hidden,  to  his  hopelefs  eve, 

A  chrydal  fpring  appear. 

How  would  th*  enlivening,  fweet  fupply 
His  drooping  fpirit  cheer  ! 

3  So  longs  the  weary  fainting  mind, 

Op  prefs’d  with  fins  and  woes, 

Some  foul  reviving  fpring  to  find, 

Vv  hence  heavenly  comfort  flows. 

1 1  !  : 

4  Thus  fweet  the  con folat Ions  are, 

The  promifes  impart  ; 

Here,  flowing  dreams  of  life  appear^ 

To  cafe  the  panting  heart. 


1 
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5  O  when  I  thirft  for  thee,  my  God, 

With  ardent  ftrong  defire, 

And  full,  thro’  all  this  defart  road, 

To  tafte  thy  grace,  afpire ; 

6  Then,  let  my  prayer  to  thee  afcend, 

A  grateful  facrifice  ; 

Mv  plaintive  voice  thou  wilt  attend. 

And  grant  me  full  fupplies. 

Mrs.  Steele. 


fpgllHl  CCLXXlIL  Common  Metre, 

The  DlfcipUne  ■  of  God's  Providence . 

x  *'¥ IT  HEN  I  review  the  crooked  ways, 
VV  Through  which  my  feet  have  trod 
I  find  inceflant  caufe  to  blefs 
And  love  my  guardian  God. 

2  Through  all  the  labyrinth  cf  life, 

My  folly  he  purfu’d  ; 

My  wandering  heart  to  quick  return',. 

How  tenderly  he  woo’d  ! 

3  I  rarely  plann’d,  but  caufe  I  found- 

My  plan’s  defeat  to  blefs  ; 

Oft  I  lamented  an  event 

Which  turn’d  to  my  fuecefs** 

A  a  2 


\ 
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V 

4  When  labouring  under  fancy’d  ill, 

My  fpirits  to  fuflain  ; 

He  kiiidly  cur’d  with  wholefome  draughts 
Of  unafFedted  pain. 

5  Sometimes  he  brought  me  near  to  death* 

And  pointing  to  the  grave, 

Made  terror  whifper  kind  advice. 

And  taught  the  tomb  to  fave, 

6  To  raife  my  thoughts  beyond  where  worlds 

As  fpangles  o’er  us  fnine  ; 

One  day  he  gave,  and  made  the  next 
My  four^  delight  refigm 

7  From  what  feem’d  horror  and  defpair, 

The  richeft  harveft  rofe  ; 

And  gave  me  in  the  will  divine. 

An  abfolute  repofe. 

Young. 


^)|)inn  CCLXXIV.  Long  Metre. 

Crucifixion  to  the  World  %  the  Crofi  ofQhriJL. 

i  \KT HEN  I  furvey  the  wondmus  crofs, 

V  V  On  which  the  prince  of  glory  died  y 
My  richeft  gain  I  count  but  lofs, 

And  pour  contempt  on  all  mv  pride* 


HYMN  S. 


2  Forbid  it  Lord,  that  I  fhould  boaft, 

But  in  the  death  of  Chrifl  my  God  ; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  moff 
I  facrifice  them  to  his  blood. . 


3  See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet. 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ; 
Did  e’er  fuch  love  and  forrow  meet  ? 

Or  thorns  compofe  fo  rich  a  crown  ? 


4  His  dying  crimfon  like  a  robe, 

Spreads  o’er  his  body  on  the  tree  \ 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe, 

And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 


5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine. 
That  were  a  prefent  far  too  final!  5 
Love  fo  amazing,  fo  divine. 

Demands  my  foul,  my  life,  my  all. 

Watts 


ipjlttin  CCLXXV.  Common  Metre 


Trujl  in  God's  Word. 


THiiN  fin  and  forrow,  fear  and  pais* 
/  My  trembling  heart  difmay 
My  feeble  (Length,  alas,  how  vain 
It  finks  and  dies  away. 


2  hay  ipirit  afks  a  firmer  propj. 


I  lean  upon  the  Lord 


P'S  l  ■  ■  .. 
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My  God,  the  pillar  of  my  hope,. 

Is  thy  unchanging  word. 

3  On  this  are  built,  the  brighteft  joys 

Ceieftial  beings  know, 

And  his  the  fame  almighty  voice 
Supports  the  faints  below. 

4  ?Tis  this  upholds  the  rolling  fpheres 

And  heav’n’s  immortal  frame  j 
Then,  let  my  foul  fupprefs  her  fears 
My  bafis  is  the  fame* 

5  Thy  facred  word,  thy  folemn  oath 
Forever  mull  remain  ; 

I  truft  in  everlafting  truth,- 
Nor  /ball  my  trull  be  vain. 


Mrs.  Steele, 


CCLXXVI.  Common  Metre . 


Repentance  and  Pardon .  I fa.  lv. 


x  If  "X  THEN  burners  quit  their  wicked  ways 
Wy  Their  evil  thoughts  forego, 

The  God  to  whom  their  Heps  return 
Returning  grace  will  fliow. 


“  My  nature  is  not  like  to  yours. 

Nor  like  your  ways  to  mine. 

3  “  But  far  as  heaven’s  refplendent  orbs 

Beyond  this  earth  extend  ; 

So  far  my  tho’ts,  fo  far  my  ways, 

Your  tho’ts  and  ways  tranfcend. 

* 

4  “  Like  as  the  fhowers  from  heaven  diiiil 

Nor  thither  rife  again  ; 

But  fwell  the  earth  with  fruitful  juice 
And  all  its  tribes  fuftain  ; 

5  “  So  not  a  word  that  flows  from  me 

Shall  ineffectual  fall , 

But  univerfal  nature  prove 
Obedient  to  my  call. 

6  <c  Where  briars  grew  in  barren  wilds 

Shall  firs  and  myrtles  fpring  *, 

And  nature  thro’  her  utmofl  bounds 
Eternal  praifes  ling.” 

Scotch  Paraphrafes. 


Tpgnm  CCLXXVII.  Long  Metre. 

The  Influence  of  the  Divine  Spirit . 

1  THEN  the  bleft  comforter  is  nigh 
\jf  ’Tis  he  fuftains  my  finking  heart  ; 
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Elfe  would  my  hopes  forever  die* 

And  every  cheering  ray  depart. 

2  When  fome  kind  promife  glads  my  foul* 
Does  not  his  kind  and  welcome  voice 
The  temped:  of  my  fears  control 

And  bid  mv  drooping  heart  rejoice  ? 

3  When  e’er  to  call  the  Saviour  mine 
With  ardent  wifh  my  heart  afpires. 

Can  it  be  lefs  than  power  divine 
Which  animates  thefe  ftrong  dedres  ? 

4  What  lefs  than  thy  almighty  word 

Can  raife  my  heart  from  earth  and  duft* 
And  bid  me  welcome  to  my  Lord* 

My  life*  my  treafure  and  my  trull  ? 

4  * 

5  And  when  my  lively  hope  can  fay 
I  love  my  God  and  tahe  his  grace* 

Lord  is  it  not. thy  blifsful  ray 
Which  gives  the  vifion  of  thy  face  ? 

6  Let  thy  good  fpir.it  in  my  heart 
Forever  dwell*  O  God  of  love  $ 

And  light  and  heavenly  peace  impart  $ 
Bled:  earned:  of  the  joys  above. 

Mrs.  Steeli 


IpgilHl  CCLXXVIII.  Common  Met} 

The  Pie  afar  e  of  Religion . 

WHEN  true  religion  gains  a  place*. 
And  lives  within  the  mind* 
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The  fenfual  life  fubdu’d  by  grace, 

And  all  the  foul  refin’d. 

a  The  defart  blooms  in  living  green,  $ 

Where  thorns  and  briars  grew  ; 

The  barren  wafte  is  fruitful  feen, 

And  ail  the  profpetl  new. 

j  The  dorms  of  rugged  winter  ceaie, 

The  frozen  powers  revive  ; 

Spring  blooms  without,  within  is  peace, 

All  nature  feems  alive. 

4  O  happy  chriftian,  richly  blefs’d  ! 

What 'floods  of  plealure  roll  ! 

Bv  God  and  man  he  (lands  confefsTi 
In  dignity  of  foul. 

5  Subftantial,  pure*  his  every  joy  ! 

H  is  maker  is  his  friend, 

The  noblefl:  hufinefs  his  employ. 

And  happinefs  his  end  ! 

6  Ye  fenfual,  worldly,  proud  and  vain. 

Your  airy  goodpurfue  ; 

Let  me  religion’s  pleafure  gain, 

I’ll  leave  the  world  to  you. 


Proud* 


> 
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CCLXXIX.  Common  Metre , 


The  Lajl  Tempejl . 

HEN  wild  confufi  on  wrecks  the  air 
.  And  tempefls  rend  the  fkies  ; 

IV  hi  lid  blended  ruin,  clouds  and  fire 
In  harfh  diforder  rile  \ 

% 

2  Safe  in  my  Saviour’s  love  I’ll  Hand 

And  ftrike  a  tuneful  fong, 

My  harp  all  trembling  in  my  hand, 

And  all  infpir’d  my  tongue. 

3  I'll  fhout  aloud,  <c  Ye  thunders  roll, 

And  fhake  the  fullen  iky, 

V  our  founding  voice  from  pole  to  pole 
In  angry  murmurs  try. 

4  Let  the  earth  totter  on  her  bafe, 

And  clouds  the  heaven  deform  ; 

Blow  all  ye  winds  from  every  place, 

And  rufh  the  final  dorm. 

5  Come  quickly,  blefled  hope,  appear, 

Bid  thy  fwift  chariot  ily, 

Let  angels  tell  thy  coming  near. 

And  fnatch  rae  to  the  iky 

%  ? 

6  Around  thy  wheels  in  the  glad  throng 

I’d  bear  a  joyful  part  ; 

All  hallelujah  on  my  tongue 
All  rapture  in  my  heart,” 

M.  Byles. 


*  *s 
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t>£mrt  CCLXXX.  Long  Metre.  :  •  J I 

f 

To  CbriJt  the  Eternal  Life. 

,  x  XT  HERE  (hall  the  tribes  of  Adam  find 
VV  The  fovereign  good  to  fill  the  mind  ? 

Ye  fons  of  moral  wifdom  Ihow, 

The  fpring  whence  living  waters  flow. 

2  Say,  will  the  Stoic’s  flinty  heart 
Melt,  and  this  cordial  balm  impart  ?, 

Could  Plato  find  thefe  blifsful  dreams 
Among  his  raptures  and  his  dreams  i 

In  vain  I  alk  !  for  nature’s  power 
Extends  but  to  this  mortal  bout  j, 

T'was  but  a  poor  relief  fhe  gave 

Againftthe  terrors  of  the  grave,  ;  M 

4  Jefus,  our  kinfman  and  our  Lord, 

By  angels  and  by  men  ador  d,  ^  .  d 

Thou  art  our  life  •,  our  fouls  in  thee 
PoiTefs  a  full  felicity. 

5  Let  atheifts  feoff  and  Jews  blafphemc 

Th’  eternal  life,  and  Jefu’s  name  •,  .  '  | 

Yet  our  immortal  hopes  are  laid 
In  thee,  our  furety  and  our  head. 


B  3 ■ 
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6  Thy  crofs,  thy  cradle  and  thy  throne* 

Are  full  of  glories,  yet  unknown  5 
Tts  heaven  on  earth,  his  heaven  above. 

To  fee  thy  face,  to  ling  thy  love. 

Watts. 


n  cclxxxi.  Common  Mein, 

*  •  *  J » 4k  — 

Mercy  before  Sacrifice . 


'HEREWITH  (hall  .guilty  man  appe; 
Before  Jehovah’s  throne  ? 

Or  how  procure  thy  kind  regard 
And  for  his  fins  atone  ? 


&  Shall  altars  flame.,  and  vidlims  bleed* 
And  fpicy  fumes  afce nd  ? 

Will  thefe  our  earned:  with  fucceed 
And  make  our  God  our  friend  ? 


3  Should  thoufand  rams  in  flames  expire 

Would  thefe  thy  favours  buy  i 
Or  oil  that  fhould  for  holy  Are 
Ten  thoufand  dreams  iiipplv. 

4  With  trembling  hands  and  bleeding  heart 

Should  we  oitr  offspring  flay  ^ 

Would  this  atone  for  ill-defert 
And  take  our  guilt  a  wav  ? 


-if.-  -  _  . 


a  No,  faith  the  Lord,  ’tis  fruitlefs  all 
Such  coftly  rites  are  vain  ; 

No  victims  from  the  field  or  ft  all 
My  favour  can  obtain. 


6  <c  But  truth  to  men  and  jultice  fhow. 
And  proofs  of  mercy  give  ; 

Then  humbly  walk  with  God  below 
And  you  with  God  {hall  live. 

I 


7  «  Hands  that  are  clean  and  hearts  fincere 
I  never  will  defpife  ; 

And  cheerful  duty  will  prefer 
To  coftly  facrifice.” 

Liverpool  Colle&ion. 


cclxxxii.  Common Metre* 

The  Nativity  of  Chrifl . 

"HILST  (hepherds  watch’d  their  flocks 
by  night 

[ear  Bethl’em’s  happy  ground. 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down 
And  glory  {hone  around. 


2  «  Fear  not,”  faid  he,  (for  mighty  dread 
Had  feiz’d  their  troubled  mind,) 

«  Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring 
To  you  and  all  mankind. 


w  A 
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3  To  you,  in  David’s  town,  this  day 

Is  born  of  David’s  line  \ 

ThofcSaviour,  who  is  Chrifl  the  Lord, 

And  this  (hall  be  the  linn. 

o 

4  The  heavenly  babe  you  there  (hall  find 

To  human  view  difplay’d  j 
But  meanly  wrapp'd  in  fwathing  bands 
And  in  a  manger  laid.” 

5  Thus  fpake  the  feraph,  and  forthwith 

Appear’d  a  fhining  throng, 

Of  angels,  praifing  God,  and  thus, 

Addreis’d  their  joyful  fong. 

'  * 

9  “  All  glory  be  to  God  on  high  ! 

And  to  the  earth  be  peace  1 
Good  will  henceforth  from  heaven  to  men 
Begin  and  never  ceafe  !” 

Patrick,  or  Tate. 


Jpgmn  CCLXXXIII.  Long  Metre* 

»  ^  %  „  * 

Peace  of  Conference, 

1  hfILST  fome  in  folly’s  pleafure  roll 
V  V  And  feek  the  joys  which  hurt  the  foul 

Be  mine  that  blent  calm  repaft, 

A  peaceful  conference  to  the  Iafb  : 

2  That  tree  which  bears  immortal  fruit, 

.  Without  a  canker  at  the  root  y 


That  friend  who  never  falls  the  juft 
When  other  friends  defert  their  truft. 

2  With  this  companion  in  the  fhade, 

**  My  foul  no  more  fhall  be  difmay’d  ; 

I  will  defy  the  midnight  gloom, 

And  the  pale  monarch  oi  the  tomb. 

4  Though  God  affli&s,  IT1  not  repine, 

The  nobleft  comforts  ftill  are  mine  j 
Comforts  which  (hall  o’er  death  prevail* 

'  And  journey  with  me  through  the  vale. 

5  Amidft  the  various  fcenes  of  ills  ' 

Each  ftroke  fome  kind  defign  fulfils  ; 

And  {hall  I  murmur  at  my  God, 

When  foverei gn  love  directs  the  rod  f 

£  His  hand  will  fmooth  my  rugged  way. 

And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day  *, 

To  milder  Ikies  and  brighter  plains. 

Where  everlafting  pleafure  reigns. 

Enfield’s  Colledipa. 

, — . — - - — • — — < - * -  1 — • — - — ■ 
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gift  ft  CCLXXXIV.  Common  Metre . 

Devotion. 

e  \ 

i  I^THILST  thee  I  feek,  prote£Hng  power 

VV  ^e  ™y  va*n  w^es  itiifd  i 

B  B  % 
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And  may  this  confecrated  hour 
With  better  hopes  be  bird. 

T  * 

2  Thy  Love  the  power  of  thought  bellow’d-, 
To  thee  my  thoughts  would  foar  : 

Thy  mercy  o’er  my  life  has  flow’d* 

That  mercy  I  adore. 

2  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 
Thy  ruling  hand  i  lee  ! 

Each  blefling  to  my  foul  more  dear* 

Becaufe  conferr’d  by  thee. 

4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days* 

,  In  every  pain  I  bear, 

My, heart  fhall  find  delight  in  praife* 

Or  feek  relief  in  prayer. 

i 

5  When  gladnefs  wings  my  favor’d  hour* 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  fhall  fill : 

Refign’d  when  ftorms  of  forrow  lower* 

My  foul  fhall  meet  thy  wiiL 

6  My  lifted  eye  without  a  tear 

The  gathering  ilorm  fhall  fee  $ 

My  ftedfaft  heart,  fhall  know  no  fear, 

That  heart  will  reft  on  thee  ! 

Mil's  H,  MU  Willie ;*t 
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Jpgjtttt  CCLXXXV.  Long  Metre. 

Reanimjtion. 

jAHvMxfer  the  Humane  Society. 

if  he  lafi ftanza  is  to  be  fang  by  tkofe  who  have  been  ref 
toredto  life  from  apparent  death.] 

1  ^ronl  t^ie  gloomy  ^ia^es  nights 

\/y  When  the  laft  tear  of  hope  is  (hed, 
Can  bid  the  foul  return  to  light, 

And  break  the  Humber  of  the  dead  ? 

a  No  human  (kill  that  heart  can  warm, 

Which  the  cold  blaft  of  nature  froze  $  / 
Recall  to  life  the  perifh’d  form  ^ 

The  fecret  ofthe  grave  difcJofe. 

2  But  thou,  our  faving  God,  we  know, 

Canft  arm  the  mortal  hand  with  powers 
To  bid  the  (tagnant  pulfes  flow, 

The  animating  heat  reftore. 

4  Thy  will,  ere  nature’s  tutor’d  hand 

Could  with  young  life,  thefe  limbs  unfolds 
Did  the  imprifon’d  brain  expand. 

And  all  its  countlefs  fibres  told. 

j  As  from  the  duft,  thy  forming  breath 
Could  the  unconfcious  being  raife  ; 


HYMNS. 


So  can  the  filent  voice  of  death 
Wake  at  thy  call,  in  fongs  of  praife, 

•  u  Since  twice  to  die  is  ours  alone* 

*  And  twice  the  birth  of  life  to  fee  5 
O  let  us,  fuppliant  at  thy  throne. 

Devote  our  fecondl ife  t©  thee.” 

Mrs.  Morton. 


Jpfmn  CCLXXXVI.  Long  Metre. 

Faith  'Triumphant. 

1  \7iT  t^ie  ^or^>s  ele&  condemn  ? 

VV  ’Tis  God  whojuftifies  their  fouls  : 
And  mercy  like  a  mighty  ftream 
O’er  all  their  fins  divinely  rolls. 

2  Who  {hall  adjudge  the  faints  to  bell  ? 

Tis  Chrift  who  fuffer’d  in  their  bead  ; 

And  the  falvation  to  fulfil, 

Behold  him  riling  from  the  dead  ! 

’  V  .  •  ,  y, 

3  He  lives  !  he -lives  !  and  reigns  above. 
Forever  interceding  there  * 

Who  fhall  divide  us  from  his  love  ? 

Or  what  fhall  tempt  us  to  defpair  ? 

4  Shall  perfecution  or  diftrefs, 

Famine,  orfword,or  nakednefs  ? 
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He  who  hath  lov’d  us,  bears  us  thro  , 

And  makes  us  more  than  conq’rors  too. 

5  Faith  has  an  overcoming  power. 

It  triumphs  in  the  dying  hour ; 

Chrift  is  our  life,  our  joy,  our  hope. 

Nor  can  we  link  with  fuch  a  prop. 

6  Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  do, 

Nor  powers  on  high,  nor  powers  below  j 
Shall  caufe  his  mercy  to  remove, 

Or  wean  our  hearts  from  Chrift  our  love. 

Watts. 


♦  *  ji 
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ijjgmn  cclxxxvii.  Common  Mein ■ 

Death  and  the  Kefir reffi on. 

1  T1TTHY  do  we  mourn  departing  friends^ 

YY  Or  (hake  at  death's  alarms  ? 

Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jefus  fends* 

To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

2  Why  fhould  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 

There  Jefus’  facred  body  lay, 

And  left  a  long  perfume. 

3  The  graves  of  all  his  faints  he  blefs’d* 

-And  foften’d  every  bed  : 


i  i 
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Where  fhould  the  dying  members  reft^ 

But  with  the  dying  head  ? 

i 

4  Thence  he  arofe,  afcended  high. 

And  fhow'd  cur  feet  the  way  * 

Up  to  the  Lord,  our  flefli  fnall  By 
At  the  great  riling  day. 

5  Then  fhall  the  laft  loud  trumpet  found, 

And  bid  our  friends  arife  j 
Awake,  ye  nations,  from  the  ground. 

Ye  faints,  afcend  the  Ikies. 

Watts. 


*>  **  •  •  *  / 

Jpgmn  CCLXXXVIII.  Common  Metr 

Looking  at  Things  Unfeen . 

X  Y*HY  fhould  the  world's  alluring  toys 
W  Detain  our  hearts  and  eyes  $ 
Regardlefs  of  immortal  joys 
And  ftrangers  to  the  ikies  ! 

2  Thefe  tranfient  fcenes  will  foon  decay, 

They  fade  upon  the  fight  j 
And  quickly  will  their  brightei^day 
Be  loft  in  endlefs  night. 

-V  V-  i  "  . 

3  Their  brighteft  day  !  alas,  how  vain  ! 

With  confeious  fighs  we  own  $ 


P 
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Whilit  clouds  of  forrow,  care  and  pain 
O’erthade  the  foiling  noon. 

^  O  could  our  tho’ts  and  withes  fly 
Above  thefe  gloomy  fhades, 

To  thofe  bright  worlds  beyond  the  fky 
Which  forrow  ne’er  invades. 

5  There  joys  unfeen  by  mortal  eyes 
Or  re  a  ion’s  feeble  ray, 

In  ever  blooming  profpedt  rife 
Unconfcious  of  decay. 

£  Lord  fend  a  beam  of  light  divine 
To  guide  our  upward  aim, 

With  one  reviving  ray  of  thine 
Our  languid  hearts  inflame* 

7  Then  fhall  on  faith’s  fublimeft  wing 
Our  ardent  withes  rife, 

To  thofe  bright  fcenes  where  pleasures  fpring 
Immortal  in  the  {kies. 

Mrs.  Steele. 

CCLXXXIXk  Long  Metre* 

Marriage . 

t  WITH  cheerful  voices  rife  and  fmg 
VV  The  praifes  of  our  God  and  King  5 


ji2  HYMN  §. 

For  he  alone  can  minds  unite, 

And  blefs  with  conjugal  delight. 

2  This  wedded  pair,  O  Lord  infpire 
With  heavenly  love,  that  facred  fire  ; 

♦  From  this  blefl  moment  may  they  prove 
The  blifs  divine  of  marriage  love. 

3  O  may  they  both  increafmg  find 
Subflantial  pleafures  of  the  mind ; 

Happy  together  may  they  be, 

And  both  united,  Lord,  to  thee. 

4  To  you,  blefl  pair,  your  God  hath  given, 
To  tafle  the  love  which  reigns  in  heaven  ^ 
His  gift  with  all  your  powers  improve, 
And  cultivate  that  virtuous  love. 

5  So  may  you  live  as  truly  one  $ 

And  when  your  work  on  earth  is  done, 
Rife,  hand  in  hand,  to  heaven,  and  fharc 
The  joys  of  love  forever  there  ! 

Proub. 


Jpgmn  ccxc.  Common  Metre • 

The  Penitent  Thief 

WITH  deep  contrition,  grief  and  fhame 
The  thief  his  crimes  confess’d, 

Then  turn’d  his  dying  eyes  to  Chrift, 

And  thus  his  prayer  addrefsM, 


2  cc  When  to  thy  kingdom  thou  flia.lt  Come 
O  Lord,  remember  me.” 

“  This  day,  with  me  in  paradife 
Thy  happy  foul  ihall  be.” 

g  Thus  fpake  the  Saviour  to  a  wretch, 

Who  languid?’ d  at  his  fide  ; 

Whilfl:  on  the  fatal  tree  he  hung, 

And  bled  and  groan’d  and  dy’d. 

4  Jefus,  thou  fon  and  heir  of  heaven. 

Thou  Lord  of  all  below  ; 

Though  then  unjuflly  thou  was  brought 
To  infamy  and  woe  *, 

r  Yet  quickly  from  that  dreadful  feene 
In  triumph  thou  didfl  rife, 

-Burft  through  the  prnon  of  the  grave 
And  ^ain  thy  native  &ies  ! 

%  Exalted  to  thy  father’s  throne. 

Pardon  and  life  to  give  *, 

The  penitent  thou  dill  doll  hear, 

And  bid  the  fmner  live. 

Altered  from  Stennet. 


fpgtTSU  CCXCI.  Common  Metre , 

The  Firjl  and  Second  Adam . 

1TH  flowing  eyes  and  bleeding  hearts 

C  c 
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Sec  the  wide  ruin  fin  has  made. 

In  one  unhappy  day  ! 

» 

2  Adam,  in  God’s  own  image  form’d. 

See  from  his  God  ellrang’d  ! 

And  all  the  joys  of  paradife 
For  guilt  and  horror  chang’d  ! 

3  This  fatal  heritage  bequeath’d 

To  all  his  helplefs  race  ! 

Thro’  this  dark  maze  of  fiA  and  woe 
Thus  to  the  grave  we  pafs  ! 

4  But,  O  my  foul,  with  rapture  hear 

The  fecond  Adam’s  name  ; 

\  7 

And  the  celeftial  gifts  he  brings 
To  all  his  feed,  proclaim.  v 

r  What  though  in  mortal  life  they  mourn  ? 
What  though  by  death  they  fall  ? 

Jefus  in  one  triumphant  day 

Transforms  and  crowns  them  all ! 

0 

6  Praife  to  his  rich  tranfeending  grace 
Even  by  our  fall  we  rife  ! 

And  gain  for  earthly  Eden  loll 
A  heavenly  Paradife  ! 


Mason,  altered 
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Jpgmn  CCXCII.  Common  Metre, 

Companion  of  Chrijh 

1  1XTITH  i°y we  me(^*itate  ^ie  §race 

YY  Of  our  high  pried  above  i 
His  heart  is  full  of  tendernefs. 

Of  pity  and  of  love. 

2  Touch’d  with  a  fympdthy  within 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame  •, 

He  knows  what  fore  temptations  mean 
For  he  endur’d  the  fame. 

I  m 

3  But  fpotlefs,  innocent  and  pure 

The  great  Redeemer  flood  j 
When  Satan’s  fiery  darts  he  bore, 

And  did  refill  to  blood. 

4  He  in  the  days  of  feeble  flefh 

Pour’d  out  his  cries  and  tears  $ 

And  in  his  meafure  feels  afrefh 
What  every  chriflian  bears. 

^  He’ll  never  quench  the  fmoking  flax 
But  raife  it  to  a  flame  ; 

The  bruifed  reed  he  never  breaks. 

Nor  fcorns  the  meaneft  name. 


6  Then  let  our  humble  faith  addrefs 
His  mercy  and  his  power  ; 

We  (hall  obtain  delivering  grace 
In  the  difhefiing  hour. 


* 


Watts. 
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t>gmn  C  CX  CIII.  CWw«  Metre. 

Repentance  and  Hope .  - 

*  x  ^  reftlefs  agitations  toll, 

.  VV  And  low  immers’d  in  woes, 
vvlien  lhall  my  wild  diftemper’d  thoughts 
Regain  their  loft  repofe  f  ° 

2  O  thou,  the  wretched’s  fure  retreat, 

Thefe  torturing  cares  control  ; 

And  with  the  cheerful  fmile  of  peace 
Revive  my  fainting  foul. 

3  ever  thy  paternal  ear 

I  he  humble  plea  difdain  ? 

Or  when  did  plaintive  mifery  iigh. 

Or  iupplicate  in  vain  ? 

4  Opprefs’d  with  grief  and  fharne,  diffolv’d 

In  penitential  tears, 

Thy  goodnefs  calms  our  reftlefs  doubts 
And  diffipates  our  fears. 

5  New  life  from  thy  refrefhing  grace 

Our  linking  hearts  receive  ; 

For  ’tis  thy  darling  attribute 
To  pity  and  forgive. 

6  from  that  bleft  fource,  propitious  hope 

Appears  ferenely  bright  $  * 


i 
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4>nd  {beds  its  foft  diffufive  beam, 

O’er  forrow’s  difmal  night*. 

7  My  grief&  confefs  its  vital  power. 

And  blefs  the  friendly  ray  ; 

Which  ufhers  in  the  glad  ferene 
Of  everlafting  day. 

Mrs.  Cartes.* 


'  i^gHitt  CCXCIV.  Long  Mette. 

ye/us  Chrifly  the  fame  Yefterdcy,  to  Day  and  Forever. 

1  7ITH  wonder,  Lord,  our  fouls  proclaim 
%/%!  Th’  immortal  honours  of  thy  name 

Aflembled  round  our  Saviour’s  throne 
We  make  his  countlefs  glories  known. 

2  Ere  Adam’s  clay  with  life  was  warm’d 
Or  Gabriel’s  nobler  fpirit  form’d  •, 

Before  creation  was  begun. 

Before  all  ages,  was  the  Son. 

3  Thro’  all  fucceeding  ages  he 

The  fame  hath  been  and  ft  ill  fhall  be  *  , 
Immortal  honours  crown  his  head, 

Tho’  earth  and  Ikies  wax  old  and  fade- 

4  The  fame  his  power  his  flock  to  guard,  . 

The.  fame  his  bounty  to  reward  , 

C  C  2 
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The  fame  his  faithful nefs  and  love. 

To  faints  on  earth  and  faints  above, 

5  Let  nature  change,  and  fink,  and  die, 

Jeius  Hiall  raife  his  people  high  ; 

And  place  them  near  his  father's  throne 
In  glory  lading  as  his  own. 

Doddridge. 


ipgmn  CCXCV.  Common  Metre. 

The  Chrijliarts  Farewell. 

7  ^  g0lden  lamps  of  heaven  farewell* 

f  With  all  your  feeble  light  ; 
Farewell  thou  ever  changing  moon, 

Dale  emprefs  of  the  night. 

2  And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day, 

In  brighter  flames  array’d  ;  * 

My  foul  that  fprings  beyond  thy  fphere, 
No  more  demands  thy  aid. 

3  Ye  ftars  are  but  the  filming  dud 

Of  my  divine  abode  : 

The  pavement  of  thofe  heavenly  courts*. 
Where  I  fhall  fee  my  God.  ' 

4  The  father  of  eternal  light 

Shall  there  his  beams  difplay  ; 

Nor  fliall  one  moment's  dUrknefs  mix 
With  that  unvaried  day. 


. 


5  No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  fwell  into  my  eyes  *, 

Nor  the  meridian  fun  decline, 
Amidft  thofe  brighter  Ikies. 

6  There  all  the  millions  of  his  faints 

Shall  in  one  fong  unite  ; 

And  each,  the  blifs  of  all  ihall  view 
With  infinite  delight. 


fpgmn  ccxcvi.  Common  Metre , 

Divine  Coodnefs 
v  * 

'E  hunrfble  fouls  approach  your  Gc4 
^  With  fongs  of  facred  praife  j 
For  he  is  good,  immenfely  good. 

And  kind  are  all  his  ways. 

2  All  nature  owns  Lis  guardian  care. 

In  him  we  live  and  move  j 
But  nobler  benefits  declare 
The  wonders  of  his  love. 

3  He  gave  his  well  beloved  fon. 

To  fave  our  fouls  from  fin  ; 

1  is  here  he  maxes  his  goodnefs  known, 
And  proves  it  all  divine. 


4  1  o  this  fare  refuge,  Eord,  we  come* 
And  here  our  hope  relies  5 


■'j 
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A  fa fe  defence,  a  peaceful  home 
When  florms  of  trouble  rife. 

5  Thine  eye  beholds  with  kind  regard 
The  fouls  who  truft  in  thee  ; 
Their  humble  hope  thou  wilt  reward 
With  blifs  divinely  free. 


6  Great  God,  to  thy  almighty  love 
What  honours  fhall  we  raife  5 
Not  all  the  raptur’d  fongs  above 
Can  render  equal  praife. 


Mrs*  Steeled 


Jpgmn  CCXCVII.  Long  Metre.. 


Blejfed  are  the  Poor  in  Spirit ~ 


5  rE  humble  fouls  complain  no  more^ 


Let  faith  furvey  your  future  ftore, 


H  ow  happy,  how  divinely  bl eft, 

The  facred  words  of  truth  atteft. 

2  V/hen  confcious  grief  laments  fincere 
And  pours  the  penitential  tear  ; 

Hope  points  to  your  dejedfed  eyes,. 

A  bright  reverfion  in  the  Ikies. 

3  In  vain  the  fons  of  wealth  and  pride 
Defpife  your  lot,  your  hopes  deride 
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In  vain  they  boaft  their  little  ftores. 

Trifles  are  theirs*  a  kingdom  yours  . 

4  A  kingdom,  of  immenfe  delight, 

Where  health  and  peace  and  joy  unite  ; 

A  kingdom  which  fhall  ne’er  decay 
Tho’  earthly  kingdoms  fadeaway. 

5  There  fhall  your  eves  with  rapture  view 
The  glorious  friend,  who  dy’d  for  you  j 
Who  dy’d  to  ranfom,  dy’d  to  raife 

To  crowns  of  joy  and  fongs  of  praife. 

6  Jefus,  to  thee  I  breathe  my  prayer, 

Confirm  to  me,  my  intereil  there  ; 

Whatever  be  my  lot  below, 

This,  this  my  foul  defires  to  know. 

t  ' 

7  O  let  me  hear  thy  voice  divine, 

Pronounce  the  glorious  blefling  mine  ; 
Enroll’d  among  thy  happy  poor. 

My  iargefi  wifhes  afk  no  more. 

Mrs.  St e elk. 


DPfitn  CCXCVIII.  Common  Metre * 

- 

The  Invitation .  Ifa.  lv. 

“ITTE  thirfty  fouls,  approach  the  fpring 
j[  Where  living  waters  flow  , 

Free  to  that  facred  fountain,  all 
Without  a  price  may  go. 


/ 
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2  “  How  long  to  dreams  of  falfe  delight 

Will  ye  in  crouds  repair  ? 

How  long  your  ftrength  and  fubdance  wafts 
On  trifles  light  as  air  ? 

3  “  My  (lores  afford  thofe  rich  fupplies 

That  health  and  pleafure  give  > 

Incline  your  ear  and  come  to  me, 

The  ioul  that  hears  (hall  live. 

4  «  With  you  a  cov’nant  I  will  make. 

That  ever  (hall  endure  ; 

The  hope  which  glad’ned  David’s  heart 
My  mercy  hath  made  fure. 

5  «  Behold  he  comes,  your  leader  comes 

With  might  and  honour  crown’d  j 
A  witnefs  who  (hall  fpread  my  namq 
To  earth’s  remoteft  bound. 

/ 

6  €<  See,  nations  haften  to  his  call 

From  every  diftant  (hore  y 
Iflands  unknown  (hall  bow  to  him, 

And  IfraeFs  God  adore.55 

Scotch  Paraphrafes. 

Jpgmn  CCXCIX.  Common  Metre > 

The  Gofpel  Feafi. 

i  '\7rE  wretched,  hungry,  ftarving  poor, 
j[  Behold  a  royal  feaft  ! 


Where  mercy  fpreads  her  bounteous  (lore 
For  every  humble  gueft. 

2  See  Jelus  Hands  with  open  arms, 

He  calls,  he  bids  you  come  : 

Guilt  holds  you  back,  and  fear  alarms, 
But  fee  there  yet  is  room  ! 

3  In  JeiVs  condefcending  heart 

Both  love  and  pity  meet  \ 

Nor  will  he  bid  the  foul  depart. 

That  trembles  at  his  feet. 

4  Come  then,  and  with  his  people  tafte 

The  bleilmgs  of  his  love  j 
While  hope  attends  the  fweet  repall. 

Of  nobler  joys  above. 

5  There  with  united  heart  and  voice. 

Before  th’  eternal  throne  \ 

Ten  thoufand,  thoufand  fouls  rejoice. 

In  extafies  unknown. 

6  And  yet  ten  thoufand,  thoufand  more. 

Are  welcome  Hill  to  come  5 
Ye  longing  fouls,  the  grace  adore. 
Approach,  there  yet  is  room. 

Mrs.  Steele. 


rpginn  CCC.  Common  Metre . 

T rue  and  Falfe  Zeal. 

EAL  is  that  pure  and  heavenly  flame 
The  fire  of  love  fupplies  5 
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Whilll  that  which  often  bears  the  name 

Is  fell  but  in  difguife. 

* 

2  True  zeal  is  merciful  and  mild, 

Can  pity  and  forbear  ; 

The  falfe  is  headflrong,  fierce  and  wild, 
And  breathes  revenge  and  war. 

3  While  zeal  for  truth  the  chrlftian  warms, 

He  knows  the  worth  of  peace  ; 

But  felf  contends  for  names  aild  forms, 

Its  party  to  increafe. 

4  Zeal  has  attain’d  its  higheft  aim, 

Its  end  is  fatisfy’d, 

If  finners  love  the  Saviour’s  name 
Nor  feeks  it  aught  fcefide. 

5  But  felf,  however  well  employ’d. 

Has  its  own  ends  in  view  ; 

And  fays  as  boafting  Jehu  cry’d, 

“  Come  fee  what  I  can  do,” 

6  Self  may  its  own  reward  obtain 

And  be  applauded  here  ; 

But  zeal  the  bell  applaufe  will  gain 
When  Jefus  fhall  appear. 

7  This  idol  felf,  O  Lord,  dethrone. 

And  from  our  hearts  remove  \ 

And  let  no  zeal  by  us  be  fhown 
But  that  which  fprings  from  love. 

Newton* 


ASCRIPTIONS  and  BENEDICTIONS, 

Founded  on  TEXTS  of  SCRIPTURE  ;  to  be  fung 
at  the  End  of  Pfalms  and  Hymns,  in  various 

Metres . 


I* 

#  9 

Common  Metre — Single* 

Phil.lv.  7. 

AY  peace  which  from  the  Lord  pro* 
ceeds, 

Which  Chrift  alone  imparts, 

Which  human  knowledge  far  exceeds* 
Preferve  and  keep  our  hearts* 

■a  "• 

11. 

* 

Pfalm  xxviii.  9.  ' 

Lord  blefs  thy  people,  who  to  thee 
Do  ail  their  fafety  owe, 

Feed  thou  thy  flock  and  raife  them  up 
Yfh in  they  are  fallen  low. 

Unknown, 

hi. 


v> 


Kev.  r.  E3« 


Ble£Iing  and  honour,  glory,  power, 
By  all  in  earth  and  heaven , 

D  D 


3a6  ASCRIPTIO  NS,  die. 

To  him  who  fits  upon  the  throne. 


And  to  the  Lamb  be  given. 


IV* 


Tatev 


Another. 

-  \ 

i  o  him  who  fits  upon  the  throne. 

i  he  God  whom  we  adore  ; 

And  to  the  -Lamb  that  once  w as  Ruin, 

Be  glory  evermore. 

Scotch  Paraphrafes, 


Common  Moire. — Double, 

Phil.  ii.  io,  ir. 

Let  every  creature  bow  their  head, 

To  God’s  exalted  Son  *, 

Since  God  hath  rais’d  him  from  the  dead 
And  plac’d  him  on  his  throne. 

Let  every  mortal  tongue  confefs 
That  jefus  is  the  Lord  ; 

Thus  when  the  Saviour’s  name  we  btefs> 
The  Father  is  ador’d". 

vL 


Hebrews  xiii.  20,  21. 

Now  may  the  God  of  peace  and  love, 
Who  from  the  fiiades  of  death, 


A  S  C  R  I  P  T I  O  N  S,  &c» 


* 
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Rafter'd  the  fhepherd  of  the  fneep 
To  draw  immortal  breath, 

Enrich  our  foyls  with  every  grace 
That, we  may  do  his  will  j 
And  all  that's  pleafmg  in  his  fight, 
infpire  tss  to  fulfil. 

R.}ppon’s  Qolte&ioa* 

VII. 

Rev.  i.  5,  6. 

To  him  who  walk’d  us  from  our  fins* 

In  his  own  precious  blood  ; 

And  made  us  Kings  and  Priefts,  before. 

His  Father  and  his  God, 


To  him  who  died  and  rofe  ag^in, 

Be  glory  ever  given  ; 

And  may  his  wide  dominion  fpread 
Throughout  the  earth  and  heaven. 

w 


VIII. 


Rev.  v»  9,  ip. 


Worthy  art  thou,  who  once  waft  f  ain, 
To  open  every  feal, 

And  from  the  book  of  God’s  decrees 
His  counfels  to  reveal. 


3  2* 


ASCRIPTIONS,  &c. 


Thou  haft  redeem’d  us  by  thy  blood, 

From  fin  haft  fet  us  free, 

Haft  made  us  Kings  and  Priefts  to  God, 
And  we  fhall  reign  with  thee. 

Partly  from  Watts. 


Long  Metre* — -Single. 


Mat.  xxi.  9, 

J  "OS  ANNA*  to  King  David’s  Son, 

Jb  Who  reigns  on  a  fuperior  throne  j 
W e  blefs  the  prince  of  heavenly  birth, 

Who  brought  falvation  down  to  earth. 

Watts. 

11. 


1  Tim.  i.  17. 


Now  to  the  great  eternal  King, 

Th’  immortal  God,  we  mortals  fing, 
God  only  wife  we 'glorify, 

Invifible  to  mortal  eye. 


S.  D. 


in. 

i  Tim.  vi,  if,  16. 


To  him  who  dwells  in  heavenly  light. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  human  fight,  - 

*  The  word  Hofarma  ft  unifies  “  Save,  we  befeech  tLce,’s  it 
is  aa  aieription  of  hQuouv  to  Chriit  as  our  Saviour, 
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ASCRIPTIONS,^. 

The  King  fupreme,  the  Lord  of  heaven. 
Be  endiefs  praife  and  honour  given. 

IV. 

%  ThefT.  ii*  1 6)  17- 

May  God  the  Father  and  his  Son, 

From  whom  all  love  aiyji  grace  proceed,. 
Comfort  our  hearts  and  htablifh  us 
In  every  virtuous  word  and  need. 

v» 

Long  Metre .  Six  Lines. 

»  Jade,  ver.  24?  25* 

To  him  whofe  wifdom,  love  and  power 
Preferves  us  in  temptation’s  hour, 

Who  will  prefent  our  fouls  complete 
Before  the  glory  of  his  feat  ; 

To  God  our  Saviour,  only  wife, 

Let  fongs  cf  praife  and  honour  rife. 


All  Sevens  Metre . 

2  Cor,  xiii  14. 

MAY  the  grace  of  Chrift  our  Saviour 
And  the  Father’s  boundle  s  love, 
With  the  holy  Spirit’s  favour 
Reft  upon  us  from  above.. 

Dd% 


Short  Metre* 

i. 

Rom.  xvi.  25,  37. 

*r’|P'0  God  the  only  wife. 

Who  keeps  us  by  his  word. 
Be  glory  now  and  evermore 
Thro7  Jefus  Chrift  our  Lord* 

11. 

%  Ccr.  xiii.  14. 

The  grace  of  Chrift  our  Lord, 

The  Father’s  boundlefs  love, 

The  Spirit’s  bleft  communion  too 
Be  with  us  from  above. 


1 

j 


Mat.  xxi.  90  John  i.  x** 

Hoftnna  to  the  Wgrb 
Who  from  the  Father  eame5 
Afcribe  falvation  to  the  Lord 
And  ever  hlefs  his  name. 


lalleiuiah  Metre, 


t  J  oli  n  iy.,  3  9 — G  ah  i  ii  ,33— Col ,  i »  x  a , 

p-0  him  who  lov’d  usTrfl 
8 c fox e  t  he  w  c  v I  cl  b  '  ga t .i, 
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To  him  who  bore  the  curfe 
To  fave  rebellious  man. 

To  him  who  forms 
Our  fouls  for  heaven  5 
Be  endlefs  praife 
And  glory  given. 

Watts* 
xi. 

Mat.  xxi.  9 — A&s  v.  13 — FhiL  ih  ix. 

Hofanna  to  the  king 
Of  David’s  royal  blood. 

Behold  he  comes  to  bring 
Forgiving  grace  from  God  ; 

Upon  his  head. 

Shall  honours  reft  ; 

And  every  tongue 
Pronounce  him  blefh 

Wattsw. 

nr. 

Heb.  L  6 — Rev.  v.  11,  n, 

With  angels  round  the  throne 
And  faints  who  dwell  above, 

We  join  to  praife  the  Son 
And  ling  his  wondrous  love.. 

Worthy  the  lamb 
Who  once  was  {lain. 

O’er  heaven  and  earth 
To  live  and  reign. 


— 

yM  f  'VC, 


I 

f 


ASCRIPTIONS,  &e. 
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IV. 

i  Cor.  xt.  47— Col  i.  i$— A&s  r.  3i« 

To  Chrift  the  Lord  from  heavens 
The  hrft-born  from  the  dead  ; 

The  prince  of  life*  be  glory  given3 
And  wide  his  kingdom  fpread  * 
Through  earth’s  extent 
His  honours  raife  j 
And  all  content. 

Mis  name  to  praife> 


\ 


4 


e 


INDEX  to  the  Matter  of  each  PSALM 

and  HYMN. 

y.  Hands  for  Pfa!m.  h  for  Hymn.  The  figures  refer  not 
to  the  Pages  but  to  the  Number  of  each  Pi  aim  and  Hymn. 

AlbRAHAM,  the  Promife  to  him  fulfilled,  p.  105, 

* - - - - - - — ,  extended  to  the  Gentiles',  h*  74, 1 11* 

Adam  the  Firil  and  Second,  p.  8,  h.  291. 

Adoption,  h.  35. 

Affliction,  p.  119,  12th  part,  14th  part. 

- - — _  the  care  of  Folly  h.  164. 

- _  Divine  Goodnefs  in,  h.  190. 

- —  Submifiion  to,  h.  214. 

Age,  Confolations  of,  p.  71.  h.  55. 

American  Revolution,  p,  75. 

Angels,  their  Miniftryto  Chrift,  h.  211. 

— — —  Song,  h.  104. 

- - —  Worfflip,  p.  103,  4th  pt„ 

B 

BAPTISM,  by  Immerfion,  h.  127. 

— — — — — ~  of  Infants,  h.  hi,  159,  22 15  252. 

Beatitudes, h.  37, 

Better  part,  h.  36. 

Bleilings  Spiritual,  p.  81,  1060  h.  107. 

- — .  — . —  anct  Temporal  p.  139,  4th  pt» 

Body  Frail,  h.  147. 

—  Wonderfully  made,  p.  1^9,  5th  pt. 

C 

CANAAN  Heavenly,  pc  107. 

• — - —  Led,  p.  95 « 

Captivity,  p*  137, 

Charity,  p.  37*  41 ,  112.  h.  39, 135,  145,  if 
— 7 —  Greater  than  Faith  or  Hope,  h.  149. 

Child,  Death  of,  h.  1.42,  228. 


Children  Devoted  to  God,  h.  252. 

- - Religious  Education  of,  p.  78. 

— v - - —  Choirs  Regard  to.  h.  221. 

CHRIST  his  Afcenfion,  p  .24,68,  h.  17,  105, 

Seen  of  Angels,  h,  211. 

Branch  of  David,  h.  6. 

Bread  of  Life,  h.  14 1. 

Bridegroom  of  the  Church,  p.  45. 
his  Crofs,  our  Glory,  h.  21,  274. 
his  Commiffion,  h.  101,  253. 
his  Compafiion,  h.  182,  251,  292. 

1  his  Conqueft  and  Triumph,  h.  i  63* 

his  Eternity,  p.  102. 
his  Example,  p.  109.  h.  14,  167. 
his  Exaltation,  p.  2.  h.  17,  62. 
his  Grace  and  Glory,  h.  1S7. 
the  Head  of  his  Church,  h,  139. 
his  Humiliation,  h.  239. 
the  Image  ef  God,  h.  244, 
his  Interceffion,  h.  285. 
his  Invitation,  h.  46. 
his  Kingdom,  p«  2,  72,  98.  h«  194- 
the  King  of  Saints,  h.  4S, 
the  Lamb  of  God,  h.  30,  44. 

'  our  Life,  h.  271,  2S0. 
his  Million  and  Sacrifice,  p.  40* 
the  Morning  Star,  h.  6. 
his  Nativity,  h.  31, 104,  223,  282. 
his  Obedience  to  Death,  p.  69. 

Opening  the  Sealed  Book,  h.  9. 
his  Offices  and  Names,  h.  140, 

Precious  in  Life  and  Death,  h.  133. 

his  Priefthood  p„  1  io*  h.  1 88.  . 

his  Pre-exidence,  and  Incarnation,  h.  27. 

the  Phylician  of  the  Soul,  h.  50. 

a  Prince  and  Saviour,  h  62. 

his  Refurredion,  p,  2,  16.  h.  2, 17,  29, 105. 

Salvation  by  him,  p  85.  h.  138. 

she  Same  Yefterday  to.  Day  and  Forever,  1^394- 


index, 
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Christ  a  shepherd,  h.  *47. 

the  Sight  of  him  in  Heaven,  h.  51. 

the  Spirit  his  Gift,  p.  68,  72. 

our  Strength  and  Rightcoufnefs  p.  71. 

his  Sufferings  and  Glory,  p,  22,  69.  h.  j 2^ 

the  Sun  of  Righteoufneis,  h.  87. 

the  Supreme  beauty,  h.  425. 

his  Victory  and  Dominion,  h.  264, 

the  Victory  of  his  Death,  h.  i32, 

the  Way  to  God,  h.  130. 

...  the  Wiidom  of  God,fc.  222*. 

thriitian  s  Farewell,  h.  295. 

- - Race  ^  J75# 

Church  the  Birth  place  of  Saints,  p.  g~e 

the  Bride  cfChrid,  p.  45.  h.  13,7. 

Jew* In  and  Ohnfhan  Compared,  p.  i,4# 
its  Glory  and  Defence,  h.  95. 

Citizen  o°f  Z^t  P-Tll  Be%ht’  P*  *7’  93‘  L  *** 

Colonies  Planted  and  PunifSied,  p.  I0» 

Common  Mercies,  h.  90. 

Companion  and  Foigivenefs,  h.  m. 

r~  ~ ~  Men,  p.  no,  rth  pL 

Complaint  and  Hope,  p.  14^, 

Communion  with  God,  h.  io  r,  210. 

“ — ~ ' ~  with  Chrift,  h.  258. 

Condefcenfion  of  God,  p.  8,  113.  h.  I53.  ' 

Conteffion  and  Pardon,  p.  3,.  h.  xH. 

.46.  h.  89, 2;5  ’ 7>  * 3i*  34» ***  5?» 

Confcience  Teilimony  of,  h.  24-. 

~~7~  Peace  of  h.  283. 

Confutation  in  Chnft~,  h.  118, 

—  _  in  Death,  p.  38. 

m  Providence,  p. 

Conyidhon  of  Siri,  h.  i54i 

Contrite  Heart,  h.  206. 

Corruption  Moral,  p.  r.,  j,,  ;J,. 

Cofitentmefit,  pr ijr*  * 


t 


I 
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Covenant  of  Grace,  p.  89.  h.  129, 169,  236. 
Creation  Old  and  New,  p.  8*  h.  20,  217. 

and  Providence,  p.  33.  h.  61,  85,  i6c> 


- - - - -  dUUliunuvuvv,  r’OO'  .  ' 

Creatures  Vain  and  God  all  Sufficient,  p.  33- 

_ _ their  Voice  Proclaiming  God,  p<  104* 

D 


BARENESS  Walking  in,  h.  103.  - 

Death,  p.  38,  39,  88,  89,  90.  h.  153*  a 

6 _ ,  the  End  ot  the  Chrifhan’s  Courfe,  hi  49,  23*. 

- - and  the  Refurrection,  h.  287. 

Triumph  over,  h.  15,  270. 


Decency,  h.  33. 

Devotion,  h.  284. 

by  Day  and  Night,  p.  1, 134* 


-  W  J  •« —  J  -  ^ 

Direction  Divine  alked,  p.  25 
Difcipjine  Fatherly,  h.  108,273* 
Diftrefs  Relieved,  p.  31*  40,  126,  142 
Faith  in  Time  of,  h.  224* 


Doubts  and  Fears  Suppreded,  p.  3. 

E 

ENEMIES  Deliverance  from,  p. 5 4>  5  9>7°>  I54>  lA 

.  _  rnmrilamt  acrainft*  P*  i»o. 


_ _ Love  to,  p.  109. 

Envy,  Cured  p.  37- 
Evening,  p. 4-  h.  125,  201. 

F 

FAITH  Correcting  Impatience,  p»  55* 
Encouraged,  p.  9. 
in  the  Names  ot  God,  h.  226. 
in  thePromife  of  Salvation,  h.  28. 
in  the  Redeerper’s  Sacrffice,  h.  i6r0 
In  a  Time  of  Diftrefs,  h.  224- 
Living  and  Dead,  h.  166. 

Triumphant,  h.  286. 

Walking  by,  h.  63. 

Family  Duties  andBieifmgs,  p.  xa«* 

_ _ -  Religion,  p.  101. 

Faft  in  War,  p.  20,  44* 

FearofGpd,  h.  82. 


INDEX 


Feaft  Gofpel,  h.  114?  n8,  234?  399- 

Forgivenefs  Sought,  p.  25. 

Fortitude,  h.  13. 

Funeral  Thought,  h.  99. 

G 

GOD,  his  All-feeing  Eye,  p.  139,  ?,d  pt.  6th  gt. 

All  Sufficient,  p.  33,  62,  73. 

his  Approbation  of  the  Juit,  p.  24. 

his  Care  of  his  People,  p.  76. 

his  Companion  to  Sinners,  h.  182. 

his Condefcenhom,  p..8,  113.  h.  250. 

our  Creator,  p.  139,  3d  pt.  h.  172. 

his  Eternity,  p.  90. 

exalted  above  all  Praife,  h.  58. 

his  Eternal  Counfels,  h.  14 x. 

his  Faithful nefs,  h.  m.  159. 

his  Goodnefs,  p.  36,  56,  57,66,  68,  *45?  1 46» 

h.  59,  158,  254?  296. 

his  Grace  in  Chrifl,  h.  218. 

his  Holinefs  and  Sovereignty,  p.  93,  97. 

his  Jufdce,  p.  11,  18,  68.  h.  117. 

his  Incomprehenfibility;  h.  41,  42. 

known  by  his  Works,  p.  19,  136.  h.  92* 

his  Majelly,  p.  29. 

his  Mercy  in  Judgment,  p.  103. 

his  Various  Names,  h.  226. 

his  Name  Proclaimed  to  Mofes,  h.  19- 

his  Perfections  and  Works,  p.  111,  136,  145* 

our  Portion  and  Hope,  p.  73.  h.  128. 

his  Power,  p.  66,  93, _  145.  h.  117. 

his  Prefence  Mortifying  us  to  the  World,  h.  43* 

his  Regard  to  our  Weaknefs,  p.  103. 

our  Shepherd,  p.  23. 

the  Searcher  of  Hearts,  p.  139,  6th  pt. 

transforming  Vifion  of,  p.  17. 

his  Unity  and  Sovereignty,  p.  86,  135.  h.  5 

his  Unchan geablenels,  p.  102.  106.  h.  86« 

his  Univerfal  Pretence,  p.  139,  in  pt. 

his  Wifdom,  p.  hi,  139,  3d  Pt,  h.  8. 

Ms  • 


1 
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■Good  out  of  Evil,  20 
■Gofpel  Blefied,  p>  89.  h.  13 1. 

_  its  Excellency,  h.  75. 

ks  Power  ana  Triumph,  h.  163, 
its  Succefs,  h.  65,  88, 
not  Aihamed  of  it,  h.  122* 

Grace  and  Glory,  p.  97. 

(gratitude,  p.  91.  h.57,  78,  170,  266,  267-, 
Grave  Deftroyed,  h.  262. 

Gravity  in  Deportment,  h.  33. 

H. 

HAPPINESS  in  God,  p.  3. 

- — - — - and  Mifery,  p.  1,  37. 

Heaven,  p.  24*  b.  45,  47,  18c,  238, 

- - ,  Longing  for,  h.  193, 

Holinefs,  p.  34,  119,  10th  &  nth  pt.  h.  229* 
Hope,  p.  43- h-  I73>  2-3°?  293. 

Houfcof  Prayer,  h.  84. 

Humility,  p.131.  h.  73,  250, 

Hyopcrify,  p.  50.  h.  76,  248. 

I 

IDOL  ATP.  Y,  p.  1 15,  135. 

Impatience,  p.  35. 

Imitation  of  God’s  Gocdnefs,  h.  83* 
Influence  Divine,  h.  171. 

Infurredtion,  p.  64. 

Intemperance,  p.  107,  3d  pt, 

Intercellion  of  Chriii,  h.  183. 

IfraePs  journey,  p.  106,  107,  id  pt.  1 H 
•Ignorance  of  Man,  h.  32. 

JACOB’S  Vow,  h,  205. 
jerufalem  New,  h*  165. 

Joy  Heavenly,  h.  47. 

- - and  Grat'tude,  h.  57, 

Jubilee,  h.  40,  162. 
judgment  Final,  p.  50.  h.  2**+ 
juftice,  h.  120. 

— —  of  God,  p,  r8. 


KINGDOM  of  Chrift,  p.  98.  h.  194,  264* 
knowledge  of  God,  p.  119,  9th  pt. 

L 

LAW  and  Gofpe],  h.  2.15. 

Life,  its  Shortnefs,  p.  90.  h.  116,  231. 

•  - its  Value,  h.  153. 

Looking  at  things  unfeen,  h.  288. 

Lord’s  Day, p.  5,19,  63,  92,  118*122. h.  xS,  24,  157,  26- 

♦  - Prayer,  h.  66. 

- Supper,  h,.  134,  242,  258,  260, 

Love  Brotherly,  p.  133.  h.72,  T9  6. 

- of  God*  to  the  Church,  h.  186. 

- - to  God,  h.  97.— and  Man,  h.  249* 

— ~ —  to  the  Saviour  ardent,  h.  5 

M 

MAGISTRATES  warned,  p.  82,  94, 

Marriage,  p.  12.8,  h.  177,  289.. 

— - - of  the  Lamb,  h.  10. 

Meditation,  h.  168. 

Meeknefs,  h.  108. 

Mercy  before  Sacrifice,  ft.  248,  281, 

Michael  and  the  Dragon,  h.  146. 

Minifters  Ordained,  h.  70,  253.  i  t  a  GofpeL* 

- — - Watchmen,  h.  107. 

— — —  their  Sicknefs,  h.  *04. 

- - -  their  Death,  h.  184. 

- -  their  Fidelity  rewarded,  h.  23  7* 

Moderation,  h.  96. 

Morning,  h.  201. 

Morti ftcation ,  h .  43 .. 

Mofes  and  the  Lamb,  Song  of,  h.  109, 

*  - and  Chrift,  h,  225., 

"  N 

NATIONAL  bleflings,  p.  85. 

Nature  Beauties  of,  p.  147.  h,  1.3&. 

— —  God  of,  h.  92. 

and  Scripture,  p,  1  q 
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Nature  voice  of,  p.  19.  h.  158,  241 
New  Birth,  h.  261. 

O 

OBEDIENCE,  p.  22.  h.  195. 
Obligations  and  Privileges,  h«5j. 
Opprehion,  p.  10. 

Ordinances,  h.  26. 

P 

PARDON,  p.  130. li.  113?  276, 
Patience,  b.  212. 

Peace  and  Confolation,  h.  213. 

- - and  Plenty,  p.  144* 

and  W ar,  p.  46. 


Perfecution,  p.  83.  h.  1. 

Pillar  in  the  Heavenly  Temple,  h.  7. 

Poor  in  Spirit,  h.  297. 

Praife  from  all  Creatures,  p.  148. 

- -  without  ceafmg,  h.  79. 

—  - to  Chrift,  h.  30,  93* 

- - for  Deliverance,  p.  116, 

- - for  Divine  Goodneis,  p.  68,  100,  103,  136’  I46> 

—  - Univerfal,  p.  47?  67,  96,  108,  1175  138,  15c. 

Prayer,  p.  95.  —  hoard  p.  30,  66,  102. 

Importunate,  h.  209-  - - Uarveiial,  h.  67. 


[h.  12- 


Preparation  for  Worfhip,  h;  64. 

Pride,  h.  12. 

Priioners  relieved,  p.  107, 

Privileges  and  Obligations,  h.  53, 

Prodigal  Son,  h,  34.  ^  ' 

Promife  to  Believers  and  tiieir  Cmidren,  h.  159,  252* 
Profperity  and  Adverfity,  h.  2161 

- —  Dangerous,  p.  73,  h.  179. 

from  God,  p.  127. 


Protection  Divine,  p.  90,  91-*  i.2i>  *44?  +5'°>  2t>  > 

in  Foreign  Countries,  h.  106. 


Providence,  p.  36,  61,  65,  74,  S04? 
— - Ancient,  p.  77- 

its.JuRicOs  p.  ix  \ 


Providence  myfterious,  h.  86. 

- - -  over  Man  and  Beaft,  h.  232,  254- 

prudence,  h.  68,  208. 

QUICKENING  Grace,  p.  119,  13th  pt 

R 

RACE  Chriflian,  h.25,  17 5° 

Rain,  p.  65,  104.  h.  69.  - 

- Divine  influence  compared  to,  p.  7: 

Reanimation,  p.  88.  h.  285. 

Recovery  from  ficknefs,  p.  30,  118.  h. 155. 

Redemption,  h.  136. 

Relief  from  Diftrefs,  p.  31. 

Religion  vain  without  Love,  h.  91. 

Gratitude  its  fpring,  h.  170. 

- its  pleafures,  h.  278. 

• - -  in  Youth,  h.  94. 

Repentance,  p.  32,  51,  119,  3d  pt.  130.  h.  34,  113,  293. 

nd  Hope,  h.  173,  270. 

Reproof  Brotherly,  p.  14^ 

Resignation,  p.  91.  h.  202,  231' 

- - in  death,  h.  265. 

Reft  to  Weary  Souls,  h.  46. 

Refclutions  Holy,  p.  119,  nth  pt.  h.  3. 

Refurredtion,  p.  17,  71,  89.  h.  38,  112,  287. 

► - - - of  Chrift  p.  16.  h.  2. 

~ - —  of  the  Martyrs,  h.  240= 

Retirement,  h.  168. 

Reverence  of  God,  p.  99. 

Riches  their  Vanity,  p.  49. 

Righteous  their  Happinefs,  p.  1,  37,  106. 

Rulers  Wicked,  p.  94. 

S 

S  ABB  AT  f  r  E  tern  al ,  h-157. 

Safety  in  Gad,  p.  61.  See  Confidence. 

Saints  depart::.!,  their  blefteinefs,  h.  98, 

Salvation,  p.  8  p,  nS.  h.  28. 

— — —  — — by  Grace,  h.  189.  22.Q" 


INDEX, 


Savages  deliverance  from,  p.  59. 

Scripture.  See  Word  of  God. 

Seamen’s  prayer  p.  104,  adpt.  107,  4th  pt»  h.  10&. 
Seafons  changing,  p.  147,  148. 

—  - fruitful,  p.  65.  h.  69. 

Self  dependence,  h.  81*. 

- - examination,  p.  26.  h.  24.6$ 

Serpent  Brazen,  h.  227. 

Shepherd  God’s  Character,  p.  23. 

- - Chrid’s  Character,  h.  2474. 

Sicknefs,  p.  6,  30.  h.  176. 

Sinai  and  Sion,  h.  183,  233. 

Sincerity,  p..  18.  h.  150. 

. - —  and  Hypocrify,  h.  76. 

Sons  of  God,  h.  181. 

Spirit  of  God,  p.  68,  72.  h.  60. 

_ -  - -  its  influences,  278. 

Spiritual  Biefiings  and  PunifhmentS, 

Spring,  h.  119,  268. 

Storm.  See  Thunder. 

Strength  and  Joy, 45.  138. 

—  - -  from  God,  h.  269. 

Sub  million,  p.  123.  h.  n,  178,  200,  214. 
Syro-Phenician  Woman,  h.  5. 

1 

Table  in  the  Wildernefs,  p.  78. 

Te  Deum,  h.  197. 

Temped.  See  Thunder. 

- - — -  the  Lad,  h.  279. 

Temptation,  p.  13.  h.  23. 

Thankfgiving,  p.  18,  7 8,  149- 
Thief  Penitent,  h.  290.. 

Thirding  after  God,  h.  272. 

Thunder,  p.  29?  io4»  id  pt.L. 

?  Time  redeemed,  h.  77,  207. 

Treafurein  Earthen  Veficls,  h.  up 
Trial  and  Safety,  p.  125. 

—  of  Virtue,  h.  up 
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Truth,  h.  13 1. 

Tyrants  and  OpprefTors,  p.  58- 

U 

UNBELIEF,  p.  05. 

Uncharitable  Juagment,  h.  8. 

Union  of  Chrift  and  his  Church,  h.  137. 

Univerfal  Prayer,  h*  67. 

V 

Vi&ory,  p.  18. — —  ovenDeath,  h.  270. 

- —  and  Dominion  of  Chrift,  h.  264 * 

Vineyard  of  God,  p.  80. 

Virtues  of  a  Chriftian,  p,  15,  119,  ift  pt.  -  trial  of  h* 
Vifion  of  the  Lamb,  h.  9.  [21^. 

Volume  of  Nature  and  Scripture,  p.  19. 

W 

WAR,  p.  20,  44.  - - -  and  Peace,  p.  4 6. 

- - Difappointment  in,  p.  60.  •—  Devaftaticn  of,  p.  7 

Warrior  Chriftian,  h,  102. 

Watehfulnefs  and  Prayer,  h.  4. 

— - and  Reproof,  p.  1 41, 

Wicked  their  Mifery,  p.  1..37* 

Winter,  p,  147,  148.  h.  19 1. 

Wifdom  Divine,  h.  61. 

- Voice  of,  h.  100,  255. 

< - Ways  of,  h.  199. 

Word  of  God  Delight  in  it,  p.  119,  6th,  7th,  8th,  pts, 

- - its  Excellency,  p.  19.  h.  71,  142. 

- ... - Inflruftion  from  it,  p.  119,  4th  pt. 

Works  Good,  p.  16,  37. 

Worftiip  Public,  p.42,48, 63,  65,  84,  89,,  95,99, 122.  h*6i, 

Y 

YEAR  New,  h.  16,  56,  219, 

Youth,  p.  119,  ad.pt. 

Z 

ZEAL  True  and  Falfe,  h.  300. 

-Zion  its  Beauties  and  Pleasures,  p»  13& 
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COMMUNION  Hymns,  iV>,  114?  118,  i32>  x34>  16U 
236,  242,  258,  260,  274?  299. 

Chriftmas,  h.  31,  ic4>  223?  282. 

Eailer,  p.  2,  16.  h.  2,  17,  29?  105. 

Good  Friday,  p.  22,  69.  h.  126,  274* 

Whit  fun  day,  p.  68,  72.  h.  60,  278. 

Alcenfton,  p.  24?  68.  h.  17,  205*. 

Humane  Society— See  Reanimation. 


N.  B.  The  Hymns  are  placed  in  the  alphabet- 
ical  order  of  their  initial  letters. 
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